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The  circumstances  of  the  preparation  of  the  Americao  Edition  of  I         ■.*.. 
(he  ]  njface  to  that  Edition — which  is  placed  as  the  second  preface  in  tliis  i      me. 
0/  ihat  Edition  was  sent  lo  the  Poet,  and  received  his  hearty  sanction  and  apprc 
due  to  the  readers  of  the  Poems  in  the  American  Edition  that  the  aulhorilj' 
il  should  not  be  withheld  from  them.    In  a  letter  addressed  to  the  Editor,  and  dai 
19lh  August,  1837,  Mr.  Wordsworth  said, — "I  shall  now  hasten  to  no  ' 

which  you  have  superintended  of  my  Poems.     This  I  can  do  with  much 
Book,  which  has  been  shown  to  several  persons  of  taste,  Mr.  Kogera  in  partit 
to  be  far  the  handsomest  specimen  of  print  in  double  column  which  ihey  have  , 
me  lo  thank  you  for  the  pains  you  have  bestowed  upon  the  work.     Do 
that  anv  difference  Jn  our  several  arrangements  of  the  poems  can  be  of  1  ta 

foo  appear  to  understand  me  far  too  well  for  that  to  be  possible." 

Since  the  publication  of  the  fomner  American  Edition,  there  have  appeared  in  England 
the  following  publications  of  the  Poems  under  the  Author's  own  supervision:  the  Edition  of 
183MO,  in  six  volumes,  containing  some  additional  pieces :  the  volume,  forming  a  seventh, 
entitled  **  Poems  of  Early  and  Late  Years,"  which  appeared  in  1843 ;  the  complete  Poetical 
Wo^g  (with  some  additional  poems)  in  one  volume,  issued  in  1645;  and  the  last  Edition 
(CDntaiuDg  some  few  later  pieces)  which  appeared  in  six  volumes  in  1849  and  1850 — being 
completed  a' Teiy  short  time  before  the  Poet's  death.  In  the  summer  of  1850,  "Thi 
"Hid^  was  published  posthumously. 

Speaking  of  his  own  Edition  in  one  volume,  Wordsworth  wrote  to  the  American 
Editor  as  follows,  in  a  letter  dated,  "  Rydal  Mount,  31st  July,  1845 

"I  am  at  present  carrying  through  the  press  an  Edition  in  clouble  column  of  my  Poems, 
•Dcludiog  the  last ;  the  contents  of  which  will  be  interspersed  in  their  several  places.  In 
tbe  heading  of  the  pages,  I  have  followed  the  example  of  your  Edition,  by  extending  the 
clusification  of  Imagination  far  beyond  what  it  has  hitherto  been,  except  in  your  Edition. 
IVi  book  will  be  by  no  means  so  well-looking  as  yours;  as  the  contents  will  be  more 
crowded." 


PREFACE 


THE  AMERICAN   EDITION  OF   1837. 


This  Volume  is  published  with  a  view  to  present  a  complete  and  unifc« 
Poetical  Works  of  William  Wordswo-        It  contains  the  poems  in  thf 
and  in  the  additional  volume,  entitli      "Yarrow  Revisited  and  ( 
in  1835.  —  The  test  has  been  adoplei     nth  great  care  from  the  London  ■ 
contents  of  those  volumes  there  have  been  added  some  lines  published  since  the  r 
last  volume,  and  the  Description  of  the  Scenery  of  the  Lakes,  written  by 
fome  years  ago. 

When  the  Publishers  were  about  beginning  the  preparation  of  this  volur 
in  regard  to  the  arrangement  of  the  poems  presented  itself,  to  which  it  is  projiei  . 
advert.  —  The  recent  volume  '■  Yarrow  Revisited,  &c."  was  prefaced  by  an  adver 
in  which  Mr.  Wordsworth  slated  his  intention  to  have  been  "to  reserve  the  cop' 
volume  to  be  interspersed  in  some  future  edition  of  his  miscellaneous  Poem 
of  friends,  however,  and  a  delicate  regard  for   the   interests  of  the   pu: 
former  works,  induced  the  publication  of  the  separate  volume,  in  which  \im  . 

printed  without  reference  to  the  classification,  which  distinguishes  the  genei  tion  oi 

his  poems.  Id  preparing  a  complete  and  uniform  edition,  it  was  at  once  obvious  that  great 
iocoDgruity  would  result  from  inserting  aHer  the  former  collection  of  Poema,  as  arranged 
by  Mr.  Wordsworth,  the  contents  of  the  volume  since  published  in  an  order  wholly  different. 
Such  a  course  vould  have  been  in  direct  violation  of  the  Poet's  expressed  intention,  and 
would  have  betrayed  an  ignorance  or  distrust  of  his  principles  of  classification,  or  a  timidity 
in  applying  them.  It  would  have  been  a  method  purely  mechanical,  and  calculated  to 
impair  the  eSect  of  that  philosophical  arrangement,  which  was  designed  "  as  a  commentary 
UKistfntatiousiy  directing  the  attention  of  those,  who  read  with  reflection,  to  the  Poet's 
purposes." — Jptelligent  readers,  familiar  with  the  spirit  of  Wordsworth's  poetry,  would 
regret  any  violation  of  the  harmony  of  his  method :  they  could  not  be  content,  for  instance, 
with  any  other  arrangement  of  the  miscellaneous  Poems  than  that  which  the  Poet  has 
■<'opted,  closing  with  the  lolly  Ode  on  the  Intimations  of  Immortality. 

Id  editing  this  volume,  I  have  therefore  ventured  to  adopt  the  only  alternative  which 
presented  itself —  to  anticipate  Mr.  Wordsworth's  unexecuted  intention  of  interspersing  the 
cooleots  of  the  volume  entitled  "  Yarrow  Revisited,  &c."  among  the  poems  already  arranged 
by  him.  I  have  been  guided  by  an  attentive  study  of  the  principles  of  classification  stated 
in  his  general  Preface,  and  the  character  of  each  poem  to  which  they  were  to  be  applied, 
lo  some  instances  special  directions  for  arrangement  had  been  given  by  the  Poet  himself;  • 
Ihoe  have  been  carefully  followed.  In  many  instances  the  close  similarity  between 
groups  of  the  unarranged  poems,  and  those  which  had  been  arranged,  lef)  little  room  for 
error.  With  respect  to  the  detached  pieces,  H  has  been  felt  to  be  a  delicate  undertaking  to 
decide  under  which  class  each  one  of  them  should  be  appropriately  arranged.  This  has 
been  uttempted  with  an  anxioua  sense  of  the  care  it  required,  though  with  an  assurance 
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BIOGRAPHICAL  NOTE. 


Thi3  note  is  intended  to  s'tve,  for  the  cotrenience  of  the  reader,  a  slalement 
ihe  facts  of  Wordsworth's  life,  and  career  of  authorship. 

WiLLi*«  Wordsworth  was  born  on  the  7th  of  April,  1770,  at  Cockermor 
in  Cumberland,  in  ibe  north  of  England ;  and  the  early  part  of  his  life  n 
region  of  lake  and  mountain,  which  was  to  be  the  happy  home  of  his  mani 
His  school  »Jucation  was  received  at  Hawkshcad  Grammar  School.     ^ 
St.  John's  College.  Cambridge,  where  he  received  his  Bachelor's  dc 
his  college  life,  lie  made  a  lour  in  the  Alps,  which  was  the  occasion  oi  r 
Sketches,"  and  which  forms  also   the  subject  of  the  sixth  book  of  "  T^ 
later  part  of  which  poem  treats  of  his  second  visit  to  the  Continent,  dH 
France,  during  the  first  part  of  the  Revolution.     In  1798,  in  compan     ^ 
Dorothea  (to  whose  influence  upon  his  life  and  character  he  has  paid  i*" 
"  The  Prelude,"  and  elsewhere)  and  with  his  friend  Coleridge,  he  made  p 
His  »isiu  to  the  Continent  again,  in  1830  and  in  1837,  are  known  by  h 
the  Tours  in  those  years. 

In   Ihe  year   1802,  Mr.  Wordsworth  was   married   to   Miss   Mary 
ntrvives  him,  retaining  in  a  beautiful  old  age  "  that  Christian  calmness  an 
love  which"  (in  the  words  of  one  who  witnessed  what  he  speaks  of)  "  n 
like  the  Poet's  guardian  angel  for  near  fifty  years." 

At  the  beginning  of  the  century  the  Poet's  residence  was  at  Grasmer 
\'ears  was  removed  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Ambleside;  and  tlie  cottage 
became  the  home  of  all  his  after  years  on  Earth. 

Wordsworth's  literary  life,  as  an  author,  extended  through  a  period  of  ab  ye|n>, 

—the  earliest  date  affixed  lo  anv  of  his  pieces  being  1780,  and  ihe  latest  io^o.  His  first 
poblication  was  "  An  Eveniko  \Valk"  addressed  to  his  sister:  it  appeared  in  1793,  and 
was  soon  followed  in  the  same  year  by  the  "  Descriptive  Sketches  :"  these  were  printed 
in  quarto,  with  the  author's  name  —  "  W.  Wordsworth,  B.  A.,  of  St.  John's,  Cambridge," 
and  were  published  by  J.  Johnson,  St.  Paul's  Churchyard,  from  whose  press  had  issued, 
only  nine  years  before,  Cowper's  "Task."  In  1798,  a  volume  of  the  "Lyrical  Ballads" 
««s  published  anonjrmously,  and  in  1800  was  succeeded  by  a  second  volume  having  the 
anthor's  name.  This  cojEectjon  in  1805  had  reached  a  fourth  edition.  An  American 
fdition  of  the  Lyrical  Ballads  was  published  in  Philadelphia  as  early  as  1802.  The  various 
rec^tion,  which  was  given  to  those  Poems  —  the  thoughtful  and  genial  welcome  on  the 
one  pert,  and  the  scornful  CMtdemnation  on  the  other, —  and  their  influence  upon  poetic 
thcM^t  and  feeling,  would  form  the  subject  of  an  instructive  chapter  in  the  nistory  of 
En^sh  poetry  in  the  first  half  of  the  nineteenth  century.  In  1807  were  published  two 
more  Tolomes  of  Povms,  with  the  motto 

•in 
0  tibl  Hosft  loqvetDT 
eooTOB  miU  tempora  fhietiu. 

In  1809  Wordsworth  published  the  prose  work,  to  which  reference  will  be  found  in  several 
places  in  this  volume:  the  title  of  the  work  is  "Concerning  the  Relations  of  Great  Britain, 
Spain  and  Fortugattb  each  other,  and  to  the  common  enemy  at  this  crisis ;  and  specifically 
u  aflected  by  the  Convention  of  Cinlra :  the  whole  brought  to  the  test  of  those  principles. 
by  which  alone  the  Independence  and  Freedom  of  nations  can  be  preserved  or  recovered." 
— This  work,  it  is  said,  Mr.  Canning  spoke  of  as  Ihe  most  ejoquent  production  of  the  kind 
since  the  days  of  Burke. 

In  1814,  "The  ExcnawoK"  was  given  to  the  world;  in  1815  there  followed  "The 
White  Doe  of  Rylslone,"  and  two  volumes  includinz  the  "Lyrical  Ballads,"  and  other 
suKclhuieoiu    poems.     A   third   volume    of   miscellaneous    poems   was    made    up   of 
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,'  in  1816,  "Peter  Bell"  and  "The  Waggoner,"  in  1819,  and 
Hill  olher  pieces,  in  1620.  To  this  volume  was  appended  the  ptose 
ICountry. 

"Ecclesiastical  Sketches"  and  the  "  Memorials  of  a  Tour  in  1820." 

e  editions  of  the  Poems  were  published,  and  were  followed  in  1835 

Yarrow  Revisited  and  otlier  Poems."    The  subsequent  publications 

Benlioned  in  the  Preface  to  tliis  Edition.     The  list  of  Wordsworth's 

Tompleted  by  the  mention  here,  of  his  "  Leiler  lo  a  Friend  of  Robert 

pdon,  1816,  and  his  "  Two  Leticrs  on  the  Kendal  and  Windermere 

3  Morning  Post,"  London,  1844-5. 
bourse  of  Wordsworth's  hfe  shall  become  known,  the  more  will  it 
'otcd,  in  a  deep  and  abiding  sense  of  duty,  to  the  cultivation  of 
1  art,  for  their  noblest  and  most  lasting  uses  —  a  self-dedication  as 
lias  ever  witnessed.  It  was  a  life  to  which  was  given  the  earthly 
lys  and  of  a  large  share  of  happiness.  There  was  in  this  life,  the 
lie  fame, — a  fame  which  moved,  as  it  were,  on  the  wings  of  spiritual 
lafleclion.  The  contumely,  which  had  been  cast  upon  him  from  the 
Kcars,  was  looked  back  to  as  a  wonder  and  a  wrong  in  the  histoiy 
Tvas  recognised  as  one  of  the  great  literary  influences  upon  the  mind* 
■beings;  and  the  circle  of  admirers,  who  had  clung  lo  the  fortunes 
I  and  good  report,  was  widened  over  the  world.  These  thing* 
llo  see  in  his  mortal  life. 

lent  towards  Wordsworth  in  late  years,  the  feeling  displayed  on  his 
l83!)  is  but  one  of  many  manifestations.  The  genuine  fervour  of  the 
1  composed  by  Talfourd  on  that  occasion :  it  sank  too  as  deeply  into 
Mala  Dr.  Arnold,  who  wrote  "  I  went  up  lo  Oxford  to  the  commemo- 
lin  Iwenty-one  years,  to  see  Wordsworth  and  Bunscn  receive  their 
Jienibering  how  old  Coleridge  inoculated  a  hltle  knot  of  us  with  the 
■len  his  name  was  in  general  a  by-word,  it  was  striking  to  witness 
m,  repealed  over  and  over  again,  with  which  he  was  greeted  in  the 
md  Masters  of  Arts  alike."  Letter,  July  H,  1839.  (The  epithet 
lone  of  familiar  affection  for  a  col  lege- male  —  now  Sir  John  Taylor 
Jslices  of  the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench.) 
i  friend  Southey  in  1843,  Wordsworth  was  appointed  to  succeed 
office,  now  restored  to  respect  by  the  successive  tenure  of 
nnd  Tennyson. 

north's  life  was  saddened  by  the  death  of  his  only  daughter, — Dora, 

nan,  Esq.    Her  father's  house  had  been  the  home  of  her  life  except 

which  slie  was  withdrawn  from  it  by  her  marriage;  she  was  the 

If  a  few  months'  residence  in  Portugal,"  published  in  1847.     The 

Vope  was  for  the  restoration  of  her  health ;  but  in  vain.     Her  death 

T  July,  1847,  at  the  residence  of  her  father.     This  bereavement  — 

I  his  life,  and  in  old  age  —  weighed  heavily  upon  hia  spirils:  it  is 

I  recover  from  this  sorrow  during  the  very  few  years  that  he  was 

Two  sons  survive  him,  the  Rev.  John  Wordsworth  and  William 

j'dal  Mount,  on  the  23d  of  April  1850,  about  a  fortnight  after  his 
■armony  of  his  life  was  completed  by  the  possession  of  faculties. 
He  lived  and  died  in  communion  with  the  Church,  to  which 
tilings  had  proved  a  faithful  and  filial  attachment    His  body  sleeps 

Ig  a  biography  of  the  Poet  has  been  appropriately  confided  to  his 
lopher  Wordsworth,  D.D.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 


SONNET 
■the  late  hartley  COLERIDGE: 


WORDSWORTH. 

I  There  haro  been  poeto  that  in  verae  duplaj 
The  elemental  forma  of  homan  pasdoDS : 
Foete  bave  b«cn,  to  whom  Uie  fickle  fitsliioiu 
And  all  the  wilful  bamoars  of  the  day 
Have  famished  miitter  {<a  a  poUahed  lay  I 
And  many  ore  the  smooth  elaborate  tribe 

I  Who,  cmuloua  of  thee,  the  shape  describe, 
And  faia  would  every  shifting  hue  ponrtray 
Of  restlesa  Nature.     Bnt,  thou  mighty  Seer! 
'Tia  thine  to  celebrate  the  thooghte  that  make 
The  life  of  soola,  the  truths  for  whose  sweet  sake 
We  te  oureelvea  and  to  our  God  are  dear. 
Of  Nature's  inner  Bhrine  thou  art  the  priest) 

I  Where  most  she  works  when  we  perceive  her  least 


SONNET 
SIR  THOMAS  NOONTALFOURD: 

I  RECEPTION  OF  THE  POET  WORDSWORTH  AT  OXFORD. 

0  METER  did  a  mig^^  truth  prorail 

With  such  felicities  of  place  and  time, 

n  those  shouts  sent  finth  with  joy  snUime 
J   From  the  full  heart  of  England's  Tenth  to  hail 

Her  once  neglected  Bard  within  the  pale 

Of  Lenrning'a  fairest  Citadel  I     That  Toioe, 

la  which  the  Future  thunders,  bidi  rejcnoe 
3  who  through  wintry  fbrtnnes  did  not  &il 
I  To  bless  with  love  as  deep  as  lift,  the  name 

Thus  welcomed; — who,  in  happy  nlence  share 

The  triumph;  while  tbeir  fondest  musings  elijm 

Unhoped-for  echoes  in  the  joyons  ur 

That  to  their  long-lored  Poet's  spirit  bear 

A  nation's  promise  of  mdying  tune. 


If  thou  indeed  derive  tiy  Ught  from  Heaven, 

Then,  to  the  meaaure  of  that  heaven-born  light, 

Shine,  Poet,  in  thy  place,  and  be  content:  — 

The  Btani  pre-eminent  in  magnitude, 

And  they  that  from  the  zenith  dart  their  bcanui, 

(Visible  though  they  be  to  half  the  earth. 

Though  half  a  sphere  be  conscious  of  their  brightDBSi) 

Alt  yet  cf  no  tEvintr  ori^n, 

No  parer.MBenoe,  than  tiis  mm  timi  btinu, 

like  an  antended  mtdb^re,  cm  ths  lid^ 

Of  aome  dark  inonntain ;  or  than  those  which  aeem 

Humbly  to  hang,  like  twinkling  winter  hunpa, 

AmoQg  the  branches  of  tLe  leafless  trees; 

All  are  the  undying  offiqiring  of  one  Sire : 

Then,  to  the  meaaore  of  the  Hght  vonchsafed, 

Shine,  Poet  I  in  thy  plaoe,  and  be  content. 


r\ 
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POEMS  WRITTEN  IN  YOUTH. 


Dua  nslive  Regions,  1  foretell. 
Pram  what  I  feel  at  Uiis  forewel), 
Thst,  whereBoe'er  my  steps  may  tend. 
And  whensoe'et  my  course  shall  end. 
If  in  Uut  hour  a  single  tie 
Survive  of  local  pynipatby, 
Mj  «ul  will  cMl  llie  backward  view, 
Tbo  loogiog  look  alone  on  ynu. 

Thus,  froni  the  preciticiB  of  the  West, 

Tbe  Sun,  when  sinking  down  to  rest, 

TboBgh  hia  departing  radiance  fail 

To  illuminate  the  hollow  Vale, 

A  lingering  lustre  fondly  throws 

On  Ihe  de&r  mountain- tops  where  tirst  he  n 


AN  EVENING  WALK, 


iDDRESSED  TO 


,   YOUNG   LADY. 


GnaoS  Sketch  of  the  Lakes  —  Ainhor't  Regret  of 
ti  Youth  pasted  among  them  —  Short  delcription 
o/.Vom — Cafcade  Scene  —  Noon-tide  Retreat  — 
Predpice  and  sloping  Lights  —  Face  of  Nature 
like  Sun  declines  —  Mountain  Farm,  and  the 
Cork  — Slate  Quarry — Sunset  —  Superslitioa  of 
ti*  Cmmtry,  connected  with  that  Momrnl  —  Swans 
-fnuafc  Beggar  —  Tailighl  Sounds—  Western 
Ughi —  Spirits  —  Night  —  Moonlight  —  Hope  — 
!fighl  Soundi  —  Condiuion. 

fit  fnxn  my  dearest  Friend,  't  ie  mine  to  rove 
TToou^  bare  gray  dell,  iii^h  wood,  and  pastoral  cove ; 
Wliere  Derwent  slops  his  course  to  bear  tlie  roar 
T^t  itUDS  the  tremulous  clifis  of  high  Lodore ; 
Wbeie  silver  rocks  the  savage  prospect  cheer 
Of  p»nt  yews  that  frown  on  Rydal's  mere ; 
Where  peace  to  Grasmere's  lonely  island  leads, 
To  wilktwy  hedgerows,  and  to  emerald  meads ; 
Lnds  to  her  bridge,  rude  church,  and  cotloged  grounds, 
ifar  tDcfcy  abeepwalks,  and  her  woodland  bounds ; 


Where,  deep  embosomed,  shy* 
'Mid  clustering  isles,  and  holly-«))ruiB>? 
Where  twilight  glens  endear  my  Estliw 
And  memory  of  departed  pleasures,  mo 

Fair  scenes  1  with  other  eyes,  t 
Upon  the  varying  charm  your  roui 
Than  when,  erewhile,  I  taught,  " 
The  echoes  of  your  rocks  my  carols  w 
TlicD  did  no  ebb  of  cheerfulness  demand 
Sad  tides  of  joy  fiom  Melancholy's  buid ' 
In  youth's  keen  eye  the  livelong  day  w« 
The  sun  at  niornbg,  and  the  stars  of  i 
Alike,  wlien  heard  the  bittern's  hollow  i 
Or  the  first  woodcocksf  roamed  the  moc 


hi 


In  thougiitless  gaiety  I  coursed  the  phiin, 
And  hope  itself  was  all  I  knew  of  pain 
For  then,  even  then,  the  little  heart  v 
At  times,  while  young  Content  torsoo 
And  wild  impatience,  panting  upward,  i  i 

Where,  tipped  with  gold,  the  mouDtain-Bummitsglovr 
Alas !  the  idle  tale  of  man  is  found 
Depicted  in  the  dial's  moral  round; 
With  Hope  Reflection  blends  her  social  mya 
To  gild  the  total  tablet  of  his  days; 
Yet  still,  the  sport  of  some  malignant  Power, 
He  knows  but  from  its  shade  the  present  hour. 

But  why,  ungraloful,  dwell  on  idle  pain  I 
To  show  what  pleasures  yet  to  me  remain, 
Say,  will  my  Friend,  witli  unreluclant  ear, 
The  history  of  a  poet's  evening  hearl 

When,  in  the  south,  the  wan  noon,  brooding  still, 
Breathed  a  pale  steam  around  the  glaring  hill, 
And  shades  of  ileep-embatOed  clouds  were  seen. 
Spotting  the  nortliern  cliffs  witli  lights  between ; 
When,  at  the  barren  wall's  unsheltered  end. 
Where  long  tails  ftr  into  the  hike  extend, 
Crowded  the  shortened  herds,  and  heat  the  tides 
^Vith  their  quick  tails,  and  lashed  their  speckled  sides. 
When  Bchool-boys  stietcbed  their  hmgth  upon  tba 

And  round  the  humming  elm,  a  glimmering  scene  I 


*  Thrte  line*  are  only  opplirable  lo  Iha  niiddlB  put  of  dial 
ke. 

are  naqmolMl 
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land  glancing'  car; 
I  intake*  stood, 
nipling  Axxl, 
I  mule  dtEtress, 
Jegatet 

c  liudcllini;  rill 
:b  the  eombroua  ghyil.i 


How  pleasant,  as  the  Bun  declines,  to  view 
The  fipaciouE  landscape  ctuuit;ud  in  form  and  bue! 
Here,  vanisb,  ae  in  mist,  before  a  fl<jod 
Of  bright  obscurity,  hill,  lawn,  aod  wood ; 
There,  objecta,  by  the  searching  beams  betrayed. 
Come  forth,  and  here  retire  in  parple  shade ; 
Even  the  while  stems  of  birch,  the  cottag'e  white, 
Soften  their  glare  before  the  mellow  light; 
The  skilK,  at  anchor  where  with  umbrage  wide 
Yoa  cliestnnta  half  the  latticed  boat-house  bide, 
Shed  from  their  sides,  that  bee  Il)c  sun's  slant  beami 
Strong  Bakes  of  radiance  on  the  tremulous  stream : 
Raised  by  ;oa  travelling  flock,  a  dusty  cloud 
Mounts  from  the  road,  and  spreads  its  moving  shroodl 
The  shepherd,  all  inrolved  m  wreaths  of  fire. 
Now  shows  a  aiiadowy  speck,  and  now  is  lost  entire. 

Into  a  gradual  calm  the  zephyrs  sink, 
A  blue  rim  borders  all  the  hke's  still  brink: 
And  now,  on  every  side,  the  surface  breaks 
Into  blue  spots,  and  slowly  lengthening  atieaki ; 
Here,  plots  of  sparkling  water  tremble  bright 
With  tliousond  thousand  twinkling  points  of  light ; 
There,  waves  tlial,  hardly  weltering,  die  away. 
Tip  llieir  smooth  ridges  with  a  softer  ray. 
And  now  the  universal  tides  repose. 
And,  brightly  blue,  the  hurniahed  mirror  glows. 
Save  where,  along  the  shady  western  marge. 
Coasts,  wiUi  industrious  oar,  the  charcoal  barge; 
The  aiils  are  dropped,  the  poplar's  foliage  sleeps, 
clatlie,  like  dust,  the  glassy  decp& 

Their  panniered  train  a  group  of  potters  goad, 
Winding  from  side  to  side  up  the  sleep  road ; 
The  pcnsant,  from  yon  clifl"  of  fearful  edge. 
Shot,  down  Hie  headlong  path  darts  with  bis  sledge; 
Bright  beams  the  lonely  mountain  horse  illume, 
Feeiling  'mid  purple  heatJi, "  green  rings},"  and  bnxKi, , 
While  the  sharp  slope  tlie  slackened  team  confounds. 
Downward  the  ponderous  tirober-wain  resound^!! ; 
In  foamy  breaks  the  rill,  with  merry  song. 
Dashed  o'er  the  rough  rock,  lightly  leaps  along; 
From  lonesome  chapel  at  the  mountain's  feet. 
Three  humble  bolhi  their  rustic  chime  repent: 
Sounds  from  the  water-side  tlie  hammered  boat; 
And  blasted  quarry  thunders,  heard  remote  I 

Even  here,  amid  the  sweep  of  endless  woods. 
Blue  pomp  of  lakes,  high  cliffs,  and  falling  floods. 
Not  uudeiightful  are  the  simplest  charms. 
Found  by  the  verdant  door  of  mountain  farms. 

Sweetly  ferociousll,  round  his  native  walks. 
Pride  of  his  sister-wives,  the  monarch  stalks ; 


!fiiir<l>ii  his  nerroua  feet,  and  firm  his  Uekd ; 

Anestaf  pttiple  lops  his  warrior  head. 

Br^lit  iparka  hia  black  &nd  haggard  e;e-ball  hurla 

Ak,  his  tail  ho  clodeB  and  uufurla ; 

IViuK  Stale,  like  pine-Ueee,  wavmg  to  and  fro, 

Dnspi.  and  o'cr-canopica  his  re^  brow ; 

Oa  tiptoe  r^ired,  he  Btraiiu  hia  clarion  throat, 

Tlirralened  by  IkiDtlj-aaBweTing  fanns  ramote : 

A^  With  hia  Ehrill  voice  the  mounlain  rings, 

WUe,  flapped  with  conscjoiu  pride,  reBound  hid  wing? ! 

Bri^lenin^  the  clills  between,  where  fiombrous  pine 
M  jiew-trees  o'er  the  mlrer  rocks  recline ; 
I  Ine  to  mark  tho  rgu&n^'s  moving  tniing, 
Dnrf-panniercdEteecU,  and  men,  and  numerous  naina; 
Honboff  the  enonnous  hive  within, 
While  Echo  dallies  with  the  various  din  1 
&nre  (hardly  heard  their  chisels'  clinking  sound) 
To),  snail  aa  pigmies  in  the  gulf  profound ; 
Sme.dim  between  the  atrial  cli&  descried, 
O'tmlk  the  slender  plonk  from  aide  to  side ; 
TIkk,  bf  the  pale-blue  rocts  that  ceaseless  ring, 
Cy  &cHn  their  air/  baskela  Imng  and  sing. 

Hong  o'er  a  cloud,  above  the  steep  that  roan 
An  eigv  all  Same,  tlie  broadening  sun  appears ; 
H  Iccg  blue  bar  its  «gis  orb  divides, 
Aid  hreiks  the  spread  ing  of  its  golden  tides ; 
And  now  it  touches  on  the  purple  steep 
IW  Sings  its  image  on  the  pictured  deep. 
On  Aa  calm  lake's  bine  shades  the  cliffi  aspire, 
Willi  towers  and  woods  a  "prospect  all  on  fire;" 
The  coves  and  secret  hollows,  through  a  ray 
Of  binter  gold,  a  purple  gleam  botray; 
Thi  gilded  tnif  invests  with  richer  green 
E^  ^leck  of  lawn  the  broken  rocks  between ; 
Deep  yellow  beams  the  scattered  stems  illume, 
IVi  in  the  level  forest's  central  gloom ; 
/  ffiving  hia  hat,  the  shepherd,  ftom  the  vale, 

Diteda  bis  windin(f  dog  the  cliffs  to  scale, 
'Tlal,  barking  busy,  'mid  the  glillering  roch<^, 
Ulnnls,  where  he  points,  the  biercepied  flocks,  | 
Where  cska  o'erhang  the  road  the  radiance  shoots 
Ob  tawny  earth,  wild  weeds,  and  twisted  roots; 
Tbe  Druid  stones  their  lighted  fitne  unfold, 
Aad  all  the  babbling  brooks  are  liquid  gold ; 
Sunk  to  a  curve,  the  day-star  lessens  still, 
(Ktcb  aee  bright  glance,  and  drops  behind  the  hill.* 

In  these  secluded  vales,  if  village  lame, 
Confirmod  by  silver  hairs,  belief  ma;  claim ; 
When  up  the  hills,  as  now,  retired  the  light. 
Strange  apporiUons  mocked  the  gazer's  sight 

A  desperate  form  appears,  that  spurs  his  steed 
Mong  the  midway  cliSs  with  violent  speed ; 
Tnhart  pursues  bis  lengthened  flight,  while  all 
.\lteDd,  at  every  stretch,  his  headlong  fall. 


ScoU*  CriQcal  Etny. 


Anon,  iu  order  mounts  a  gorgeous  ehow 

Of  horsemen  shadows  winding  to  niul  fro ; 

At  iotervals  imperial  banueru  slreuni, 

And  now  the  van  reflects  the  solar  beam. 

The  rear  through  iron  brown  betrays  a  sullen  gleam, 

Loat  gradual,  o'er  the  heights  in  pomp  they  go, 

While  silent  stands  the  admiring  tale  below ; 

Till,  save  the  lonely  beacon,  all  is  fled, 

That  tips  with  ove's  lost  gleam  hia  apiry  head.f 

Now,  while  the  solemn  evening  shadows  sail 
On  red  slow-*sving  pinions,  down  tbe  vole; 
And,  tronting  the  bright  west,  yon  oak  entwines,    J 
lis  darkening  bougba  and  loaves,  in  stronger  lines,/ 
Mow  pleasant  near  the  tranquil  lake  to  stray 
Where  winds  the  rood  along  o  secret  bay ; 
By  rills  that  tumble  down  the  woody  steeps. 
And  run  in  transport  to  the  dimpling  deeps; 
Along  the  *'  wild  meandering  shore"  to  view 
Obee^aious  Grace  the  winding  Swan  pursue: 
Me  swells  his  lifted  chest,  and  backward  flkigs 
His  bridling  neck  between  his  towering  wings; 
In  all  the  majesty  of  ease,  divides 
And,  glorying,  looks  around  the  silent  tides; 
On  aa  he  floats,  tbe  slivered  waters  glow, 
Proud  of  the  varying  arch  and  moveless  form  of  snow 
While  teudci  unres  and  mild  domestic  Loves, 
With  furtive  watch,  pursue  her  as  she  movea ; 
The  female  with  a  meeker  charm  succeeds, 
And  her  brown  little-ones  around  her  leads, 
Nibbling  the  water-lilies  aa  they  pass, 
Or  playing  wanton  witli  the  flouting  gniM. 
She,  in  a  mother's  care,  her  beauty's  pride 
Forgets,  unwearied  watching  every  aide ; 
She  calls  them  near,  and  with  afiection  sweet 
Alternately  relieves  their  weary  feet; 
Alternately  they  mount  her  back,  and  rest 
Close  by  her  mantling  wings'  embraces  presL 

Long  may  ye  float  upon  these  floods  serene; 
Vours  be  these  holms  untrodden,  still,  and  green. 
Whose  leafy  shades  fence  off  the  blustering  gale. 
Where  breathes  in  peace  tlie  lily  of  the  vale. 
Yon  Isle,  which  feels  not  even  the  mllk-mald's  teet. 
Yet  heats  her  song,  "  by  distance  made  more  sweet," 
Yon  isle  conceals  your  home,  your  cottage  bower, 
Fresh  water-rushes  strew  the  verdant  floor; 
Long  gni^  and  willows  form  the  woven  wall. 
And  swingti  above  the  roof  the  poplar  tall. 
Thence  issuing  often  with  unwieldy  stalk. 
With  broad  hlrtek  feel  je  crush  your  flowery  walk; 
Or,  from  iho  neighbouring  water,  hear  at  mom 
The  hound,  the  horses'  tread,  and  mellow  horn ; 
Involve  your  serpent  necks  in  changeful  rings. 
Rolled  wantonly  between  your  slippery  wings. 


in  apiwiUMV  of  Ihia  kind  in  Cloiha^ 
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le  Bod  rude  delight, 
e  pout  cumbrouB  dight 
Imother's  joys  carcsed, 
1  eyed,  and  called  Ihee  blessed ; 
lillry  BTunmer's  day 
lalong  this  weary  way ; 

ODg  ihe  burning  roiul 

er  with  their  load. 

to  lay  her  head, 
hul  or  Btraw-built  shed, 
Iheir  sleepy  cry, 

rt  depth,  he  aces 
I  between  the  opening  trees, 
Ider  grief  demand, 

e  that  prays,  his  hand, 
e  he  dwells  afar, 
i,  that  kiiwlly  atari 
e  amid  the  gloom, 
I  of  the  tomb. 

Ib  each  star  of  sutniner  hide, 

along  the  painful  rend, 
ashes  stretching  broad, 
n  her  lap  to  play 
worm's  hannleEs  ray 
hand ;  while  on  the  ground 
radiance  gloam  around. 

I  showers  her  path  assail, 
itlls  the  torrent  gnlc. 
n  thaw  their  fingers  cold, 
more  can  foM ; 
n  babes  to  shield, 
lig  heart  cno  yield ! 
I  mother!  vainly  fears 
|et  them  with  jta  tears; 
boeoni  warms, 
incd  in  thine  arms. 

I  that  mingle  froro  aJar, 
\  peeps  the  folding  star, 
s  'mid  the  rustling  sedge, 
I  from  the  water's  edge, 

B,  his  neck  and  bill 
I  the  water  still ; 
I  the  trodden  shore, 
I  long  neck  before. 

;,  the  farewell  light 
I  colouring  of  the  night; 
it  crest  the  mountain's  brow, 
I  proud  lodge  their  shadovs 

Ir  gloomy  way, 
ivilight  roams  astray; 
I  loopholes  mild  and  small, 
jtill  bo.>iom  fall, 


Soft  o'er  the  sur&ce  creep  thoae  lustn 
Tracking  the  fitfiil  motions  of  the  gale 
With  restlesB  interchange  at  once  the 
Wins  on  the  aliade,  the  shade  opoa  th( 
No  favfmred  eye  was  e'er  alk>wed  to  g 
On  lovelier  spectacle  in  &ery  days; 
When  gentle  Spirits  urged  a  sportive  ■ 
Brushing  witb  lucid  wanda  the  water*! 
While  music,  atealing  round  the  glinu 
Charmed  the  tall  circle  of  the  enchani 
— The  lights  are  vanished  from  the  wi 
No  wreck  of  all  the  pageantry  remain 
Unheeded  night  has  overcome  the  vale 
On  the  dark  earth,  the  baffled  vinoa  fi 
The  latest  lingerer  of  the  fbreet  train, 
The  lone  black  fir,  forsakea  the  &ded  ] 
Last  evening  sight,  the  CAttage  smoke, 
I»fit  In  the  tliickened  darkness,  glimm 
And,  towering  from  the  sullen  dark-bn 
Like  a  black  wall,  the  mountain  steepc 

Now  o'er  the  soothed  accordant  heai 
A  sympathetic  twilight  slowly  aleal. 
And  c?er,  as  we  tbndly  muse,  we  find 
The  soft  gloom  deepening  on  the  trau 
Stay  !  pensive,  sadly-pleasing  visions, 
Ah  no !  as  bdes  the  vale,  they  fade  av 
Yet  still  the  lender,  vacant  gloom  rem 
Still  the  cold  cheek  its  shuddering  tea 

The  bird,  who  ceased,  with  &ding  li 
Silent  the  hedge  or  steaming  rivulet's 
From  his  gray  re-appearing  tower  dial 
Salute  with  boding  note  the  rising  mot 
FrojlJng  with  hoary  light  the  pearly  g 
And  pouring  deeper  bloe  to  Other's  b> 
And  pleased  her  solemn  pomp  of  cloud 
In  robes  of  azure,  fleecy-white,  and  go 

See,  o'er  the  eastern  hill,  where  dai 
O'er  all  Its  vanished  dells,  and  lawns. 
Where  but  a  mass  of  shade  the  sight  ( 
She  lifts  in  silence  up  her  lovely  fiice: 
Above  the  gloomy  valley  flings  her  lig 
Far  to  the  western  slopes  with  hamlet 
And  gives,  where  woods  the  chequerei 
To  tlio  green  com  of  summer  autumn' 

Thus  Hope,  first  pouring  fVora  her  b 
Her  dawn,  fcr  lovelier  than  the  Moon'i 
Till  higher  mounted,  strives  in  vain  to 
The  weary  hilla,  impervious,  blackenir 
— Vet  does  she  still,  undaunted,  throw 
On  darling  spots  remote  her  tempting  i 

—Even  now  she  decks  for  me  a  disl 
(For  dark  and  broad  the  gulf  of  time  I 
Gilding  that  cottage  with  her  fondest  i 
1  (Sole  bourn,  solo  wish,  sole  object  of  i 


/^\ 


tkin  &ir  it3  Uwos  and  sbellaring  woods  appear  l 
Hob  iweet  its  Btreunlet  murmun  in  mine  ear ! 
Wlme  we,  my  Friend,  lo  happ;  dtys  Bhall  liae. 
Til!  DOT  mwlt  ehsTO  of  hardly-paioing  sigha 
(Fctsiglw  win  evet  Irouble  hunum  breath) 
Cirap  hushed  into  the  Druiqail  bresEt  of  Death. 

Elul  now  the  clear  bri^it  Moon  her  Eeaitb  gtuns, 
iM  rimy  without  speck  extend  Ilie  plains^ 
Tlie  deepest  del]  the  nKumlain'B  &ont  dlsplaya 
fane  hides  it  shadow  from  her  searching  rays ; 
Pram  the  ditrk-blue  "  fiuol  silrery  ihresda"  divide 
Tbe bills,  whDe  glettms  below  the  azure  tide; 
He  Kene  is  wakened,  yet  ilj  peace  unbroke, 
Bi  iilvery  wreotha  or  quiet  charcoal  Einoke, 
Tht,  o'er  the  rains  of  lie  fiillen  wood, 
^Icaldotni  the  hills,  and  spread  along  the  flood. 


n  streams,  unheard  by  day, 
.Nm  baldly  heard,  beguilca  ray  homeward  way. 
■\ii  listens,  as  the  sleeping  water  still, 
Tocatch  the  epiritnaJ  rauaic  of  the  hill. 
Broke  only  by  the  alow  clock  tolling  deep. 
i)t  iaai  that  wakes  the  ferry-man  from  sleep, 
Siuo  Ibllowed  by  his  hollow-parting-  oar. 
And  echoed  hoof  appnaching  the  far  eborc ; 
Sound  of  cloaed  gale,  across  the  water  borne, 
Hurryinff  the  feedbg  bare  tiiroueh  rustling  com ; 
Tbe  tremulous  sob  of  the  complaining  owt ; 
And  It  kng  intemla  the  roijl-do^'a  bowl  i 
The  distant  forge's  swinging  thump  profound ; 
fTjtU.  la  the  deep  woods,  of  lonely  hound. 


DESCaiPTrVE  SKETCHES, 


TO  TJrE  BEV.  ROBEET  JONES. 


Dub  Sib, 

HowBTEB  tlesiroua  I  raight  have  been  of  giving  you 
pfcofe  of  the  high  place  you  hold  in  my  esleem,  I 
^HKild  have  been  cautious  of  wounding  your  delicacy 
by  thus  publicly  addressing  you,  had  not  the  circura- 
MsBce  of  my  having  accompanied  you  among  the  Alps, 
Kemed  to  give  this  dedication  a  propriety  Euf!icient  to 
do  away  aoy  scruples  which  your  modcaty  might  other- 
wise bare  soggestcd. 

b  inscribing  tbis  little  work  to  you,  I  consult  my 
heart.  You  know  well  how  great  is  the  difference  be- 
tween two  compnniona  lolling  in  a  post-chaise,  and  two 
ttavellerB  plodding  slowly  along  the  road,  aide  by  side, 
Mch  with  his  little  knapsack  of  necessaries  upon  hia 
ihoulden.    How  much  more  of  heart  between  the  two 


f  am  happy  in  being 
reader  who  will  approttdl 
pages  with  regtcL  Yon 
in  reminding  you  of  inom 
look  back  without  a  pleat 
shade  of  melancholy.    Vo  ■ 

without  recollecting  the  i 
together;  consequently,  i 
sign,  or  spiritless  in  my  t  u^,  , 

plied  by  your  own  roentory. 

With  still  greater  propriety  I  i 
to  you  a  description  of  some  of  t.,, 
native  mountains,  through  which  wi 
together,  in  the  same  nuinner,  with  a 
But  the  sea-sunsets,  which  give  si 
vale  of  Clwyd,  Snowdon,  the  cha.. 
village  of  Beihgelcrt,  Menai  and  bw 
pine  steeps  of  the  Conway,  and  the  «t) 
log  windings  of  the  wizard  stream  ot 
yet  untouched.      Apprehensive   that 
never  be  exercised  on  these  subjccls, 
this  opportunity  of  thus  publicly  aa 
bow  much  affection  and  esteem 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Most  sincer 

W, 


Hapfinett  (if  the  had  been  lo  be  fotmd  o 
amimgst  the  Charmi  of  A'afure  — f 
Ihc  peilesfrion  Traueller  ^  Author  croitei  France 
lo  the  Alps  —  PrfiiTil  Slate  of  the  Grande  Char- 
treiue  —  Lake  of  Como  —  TVmr.  Suntet  —  Same 
Scene,  TtMlighl — Same  Scene,  Morrtirtg,  tin  vo- 
lupluoiii  Character;  Old  Man  and  Forett  Colta/fe 
Mtaic  —  River  Twa  —  Via  Muta  and  Grimn 
Gipty  —  SckcUenen-thal  —  Lake  nf  Uri  —  Slormif 
Suntel  — Chapel  of  WiUiam  TeU  — Force  of 
iMcai  EnMian  —  Chamois-chaser  —  View  of  the 
higher  Alps  —  Manner  of  Life  of  a  Saiss  Moun- 
taineer, intersprrseil  leifh  Vieies  of  the  higher 
Alps — Golden  Age  of  the  Alps  —  Idfe  and 
Views  continaeA  —  Rani  des  Vachei,  fanums 
Swiss  Air  —  Abbey  of  Einsiedlcn  and  its  Pilgrims 
—  Valley  of  Ckamouny  —  Mrmt  Blane  —  Slavery 
of  Saeoy—  It\fiiienee  of  Lit-erly  on  Cottage  Hap- 
piness—  France — Wish  for  the  Extirpation  of 
Slacery —  Conclusion. 

Webe  there,  below,  a  spot  of  holy  ground 
Where  from  distress  a  refuge  might  be  foand. 
And  solitude  prepare  the  sou!  for  heaven ; 
Sure,  Nature's  God  that  spot  lo  man  had  given. 
Where  Bills  the  purple  morning  far  and  wide 
In  flakes  of  light  upon  the  mountain  side; 
Where  with  loud  voice  the  power  of  water  ahalnM 
The  leafy  wooil,  or  sleeps  in  quiet  Inkrs. 
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the  inau  shall  roftm, 

Tiiat  thundering  tube  the  aged  angler 

r  quits  his  home, 

And  swells  the  groaning  torrent  with 

r  realm  o'er  vale  and  height, 

Prom  Brano'B  foreBt  Bcreama  the  aflHg 

ay  delight ; 

And  Blow  tlie  insulted  eagle  wheels  a' 

iself  nn  mm 

The  cross,  by  ongela  on  the  atrial  roc! 

sive  a  prouder  tame. 

Plantedt,  a  flight  of  laughing  demons 

i\l  his  ftncy  cloy, 

The  "partmg  Genius"  righs  with  holl 

lyrwhiaperBJoy; 

Along  tlie  mystic  Blreama  of  I.ife  and 

rendy  ease. 

Swelling  the  outcry  dull,  that  long  re: 

hia  syrapathica. 

Portentous  through  her  old  woods'  trai 

ge  door  adoni ; 

.  his  evening  bourn! 

For  ever  broke,  the  aabhath  of  hor  bov 

o'er  hia  head. 

^ward  to  his  tread : 

More  pleased,  my  foot  the  hidden  m 

lid-dny'a  flaming  eyel 

Of  Cumo,  boeomed  deep  in  chestnut  g 

iilla  it  tuxurj- ;" 

No  meadows  thrown  between,  the  gidi 

Blepa  attend; 

Tower,  bare  or  sylvan,  from  the  narro 

finds  B  friend; 

—To  towns,  whose  shades  of  no  rude 

of  Bweoteat  use,  bestoWHi 

Tu  ringing  team  unknown  and  gnttinj 

wnsivo  road. 

To  fiat-roofed  towns,  that  touch  the  wi 

lie  noon-tide  bower. 

Or  lurk  in  woody  sunless  glens  profbu 

the  paaaing  poor; 

Or,  from  the  bending  rocks,  obtrusive 

.s  golden  fire. 

And  o'er  the  whitened  wave  their  shai 

ke  Memnon'alyre;* 

The  pathway  leads,  as  round  the  steei 

ea  with  kindly  ray, 

And  Silence  lovea  its  purple  roof  of  v 

rugg&l  way; 

The  viewlees  lingerer  hence,  at  evenij 

gc  children  aleal 

From  rock-hewn  steps  tlie  snii  Detwee 

cottage  wpM  ; 

Or  marks,  'mid  opening  clifls,  &ir  dar 

e?traint  import. 

Tend  the  small  harvest  of  their  garde 

le  virgin  bearL 

Or  stops  the  solemn  mountain-shades  1 

the  village  dance. 

Stretch,  o'er  the  pictured  mirror,  bnxK 

enquiring  glance, 

Tracking  the  yellow  sun  from  steep  to 

stroke  of  craiing  Cate 

As  up  the  opposing  hills  with  tortoise 

ad  a  Wanderer  there. 

Here,  half  a  village  shines,  in  gold  ar 
Bright  aa  the  moon ;  half  hides  itaelf 

rrows  to  remove. 

While,  trom  amid  the  darkened  roots. 

h  ilself  approve 

Restlessly  flaahiog.  seems  to  mount  lil 

n  dejected  lod. 

There,  all  unshaded,  blazing  forests  tl 

U  above  my  bead. 

Rich  golden  verdure  on  the  waves  bol 

ivaya'  native  cbarma, 

Slow  glides  the  sail  along  the  illumin; 

ly  farroa. 

And  steals  into  the  shade  the  laiy  oar 

ng  white  in  air, 

Soft  bosoms  breathe  around  contagious 

er  from  afar. 

And  amorous  mnsic  on  the  water  dies. 

m  the  forest's  gloom. 

Huw  blessed,  delicious  scene !  the  i 

nrtreuse'  doom. 

Thy  open  beauties,  or  thy  lone  retreat 

IV er  whose  frown  severe 

The  unwearied  sweep  of  wood  thy  cli 

she  crouched  in  fear  1 

jrleain  of  afma, 

The  cots,  those  dim  religious  groves  e 

ring  fane  alarma; 

Or,  under  rocks  that  from  the  water  U 

■9  their  troubled  heads; 

hrowner  night  o'erspreada; 
male  peasant's  sighs, 

vies  at  female  eyes. 

t  .blinding  l»  mma  nen  on  the  loi>  oT 

pwtnd  h)  hnvB  etnillPd  nielan- 

•iUe. 

s  Mriched  by  ihf  ton'f  evening 

1  Namn  of  Riven  il  the  Oertreuw. 

t  ni»  of  one  tfJhHkrt  or  lb.  Chan 
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WhiK  Biccid  Kils  in  tbrms  &nla8tic  droop, 
Bn^^lening  the  gloom  ivliere  lliick  the  foreists  «toop; 
— 'Rif  UVtents  dootiiig  from  tlie  clem  blue  sky. 
Urlawiu,  that  cleave  like  ewslloWB'  Dcats,  on  hi^h; 
Thtl  glimmer  hoar  in  eve's  last  light,  (ieecri(>d 
Dm  bum  the  twilight  wntei'«  akaggj  side, 
Wbmcc  lutes  Mid  voices  dawn  the  enclutited  woods 
8lEiI,uid  compose  the  ooi-Jbrjptlen  Roods: 
— nj  Uie,  'mid  SDKikiQg  woods,  that  blue  and  giaj 
GkuDS,  RreaJted  or  dappled,  hid  from  morning's  ray, 
Bov  trtyelliog  down  the  western  hills,  to  Ibid 
hi  gnen-tmged  mar^n  in  a  blaze  of  gold ; 
^  tliickly-glittering  epires,  the  malin  bell 
CiIliDg  the  woodmaa  trom  his  desert  cell, 
A  nmiDODa  to  the  aoimd  of  obtb  that  pass, 
8pttii:g  the  steaming  deeps,  to  early  mass; 
8lnr  9ve1is  the  service,  o'er  the  water  borne, 
WiCe  fill  each  pause  tJie  ringing  woods  of  morn. 
I       ^mll  those  forms  that  in  thy  noon-tide  shade 
Rst  oeai  their  little  plots  of  wheateo  glade ; 
Time  chums  that  bind  the  soul  in  powerless  trance, 
binleiring  trtag,  and  ringlet-toaaing  dance. 
Where  sparkling  ejea  and  breaking  smiles  illume 
IV  t^lTon  cabin's  lute-enlivened  gloom. 
— Alu  I  the  very  murmur  of  the  streams 
Brea^iei  o'er  the  tailing  aoul  voluptuous  dreiuns. 
White  Slavery,  forcing  the  snnk  mind  to  dwell 
On  jo^  that  might  disgrace  the  captive's  coll, 
tint  riiBioelees  timbrel  diakes  on  Como's  maige, 
An]  vindi,  jnm  bay  to  bay,  the  vocal  barge. 

V'el  arii  are  tliiiie  that  soothe  tJio  unriuiet  heart, 
And  snilca  lo  S<>litude  and  Want  impart. 
I  loted  by  silent  cottage-doors  to  roam, 
IVftr^Fff  peasant's  day-deserted  home; 
Mi  Mice  I  pierced  the  masos  of  a  wood, 
Ultere,  Eir  IVom  public  haunt,  a  cabin  stood  ; 
Tberf  by  the  door  a  hoary-headed  Sire 
Touched  with  bis  withered  hand  an  ancient  lyre ; 
Beneath  an  old  gray  oak,  as  violets  lie, 
Srelchsd  at  his  feel  with  steadfasl,  upward  eye, 
Bis  children's  children  joined  tho  holy  sound ) 
— A  Hermit  with  bis  family  around ! 

But  let  us  hence,  for  fair  Locamo  smiles 
Baibowered  in  walnut  slopes  and  citron  ialca; 
Or  seek  at  eve  the  banks  of  Tuaa's  stream. 
While,  'mid  dim  lowers  and  woods,  her*  waters  gleam ; 
TtoD  tlie  bright  wave,  in  solemn  gloom,  retire 
The  dull-red  steeps,  and,  darkening  stiil,  aspire 
To  where  aliir  rich  orange  lustres  glow 
Roond  undistiagoUhed  clouds,  and  rocks,  and  snow; 
Or,  Ifid  where  Via  Mala's  chasms  confine 
The  indignant  waters  of  the  in6nt  Rhine, 
Hu^  o'er  the  abyss; — the  else  impervious  gloom 
lEt  baroing  eyes  with  fearful  light  illume. 


The  Grison  gipsy  beM 
Sole  human  tenant  of  tin 
Her  tawny  skin,  dork  eji 
Bend  o'er  the  smoke  that 
— The  mind  cqndemned. 
O'er  life's  long  deserts  w 
With  and  congratulation  _ 

Where  beasts  and  men  tc^.. 
Move  on  —  a  mighty  caravan  - 
Hope,  strength,  and  courage,  so 
Freshening  the  waste  of  sand  w. 
She,  solitary,  tlirough  the  desert  _ 
Bpontaneous  wonders,  hand  in  haou 

A  giant  moan  along  thi 
Protracted,  and  the  f"'!"' 
And  mining  from  the  c 

Tumbles,  —  the  wildering  Tl 

On  the  high  summits  DarkneEs  coi 
Hiding  their  fiery  clouds,  their  rocks,  a 
The  torrent,  traversed  by  the  lustre  br 
Starts,  like  ■  horse  beside  the  flashin!?  n 
In  tlie  roofed  bridge,f  at  that  terrifi(         •« 
She  seeks  a  shelter  Irom  the  batterinp  h        BT. 
—  Fierce  comes  the  river  down ;  the 
Gives  way,  and  half  its  pines  tormen 
Fearful,  beneath,  the  Water-spirits 
And  the  bridge  vibrates,  tottering  to 

—  Heavy,  and  dull,  and  cloudy  is  th..  --^ 

No  Ntar  Hupplies  the  comfort  of  its  light, 
A  aiiiglo  Inper  in  the  vale  profound 
Shirts,  while  the  Alps  dilated  glimmer  round; 
And,  opposite,  the  waning  Moon  hangs  still 
And  red,  above  her  melancholy  hill. 
By  the  deep  quiet  gloom  appalled,  she  sighs, 
Stoops  her  sick  head,  and  shuts  hnr  weary  eyes. 
She  hears,  upon  the  mountain  forest's  brow. 
The  death-dog,  howling  loud  and  long  below; 
On  viewlosa  fingers  counts  the  valley-clock, 
Followed  by  drowsy  crow  of  midnight  cock. 
The  dry  leaves  stir  as  with  a  serpent's  walk. 
And.  fur  beneath.  Banditti  voices  talk; 
Behind  her  hill,  the  Moon,  all  crimson,  ride* 
And  his  red  eyes  the  slinking  water  hidea. 
— Vexed  by  the  darkness,  from  the  piny  gulf 
Ascending,  nearer  liowls  the  famished  wolt^ 
While  through  the  Btillncsa  scatters  wild  dismay 
Her  babe'a  small  cry,  that  leads  him  to  liis  p<ey. 

Now,  passing  Urseren's  open  vale  serene, 
Her  quiet  streams,  and  hills  of  downy  green, 

tMmtof  IhebridgiM  nmone  ihc  Aljn  nn?  nf  wood,  and  GO. 
vcfnl;  ilu7«o  hndgGfl  have  a  brD\y  np^icnranco,  aod  ralhor 
Injure  Iho  effect  oC  the  ironety  in  »onip  iilmes. 

fRed  cnmr  UiP  river  dm\-n.  and  loul  and  dl 
The  nngty  Spiril  of  die  water  «hriok«J." 

Iloufs  Awglu. 
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!inbrowTied  bjr  Terror'a  brealb : 
w  waltfs  of  death ; 
g  from  Uieir  dUzj  height, 
e  Bleadtut 
t,  beaten  bj  the  din, 
im  plained  wilhio ; 

D  Btalks.  afnid. 
Id  yew  upetayed ; 

mbling  u  he  prajs, 
It  acuce  «urv^^ ; 
'e  blened  eye  that  hidc^ 
eatfa  on  every  side, 
VevoUoo  pUnted  i 
[with  the  human  tear, 
n  her  upward  eje, 
le  ignn  of  Danger  nigh, 
Tt  by  llim  who  i 


T  proepGCt  opes, 

sn,  and  sylvan  slopes, 

n  the  expiring  gale, 
keep  secluded  vale, 
lalippln;;  eoft  between, 

I  wood  and  emetald  glade, 

\  underneath  the  e 

I  ecsttering  bowers  recede, 

□  the  rrcalicned  mead, 
J-hutst  delighted  alccp 
■loom  rcpoebg  deep : 

IB  the  landscape  lull, 
liies  that  tinkle  dull, 
I  ihc  admiring  eye 
I  pines  on  hi^. 
lilh  pinnacles  and  towers, 

D  through  drizsling  showeiB. 


A  garden-plot  the  desert  air  perfumet 
'Mid  the  dark  pinea  a  little  orchant  U 
A  (ig-iag  (Btb  fovn  the  domestic  ekil 
Thridding  the  painfiil  crag,  ranDoaab 
— Belbre  those  hermit  dooia,  that  net 
The  &ce  of  trBveller  pawing  to  and  1 
No  peasant  leaiw  opon  his  pole,  to  t«l 
For  whom  at  moniing  tolled  the  fiuie 
Their  watcbJoir  ne'er  his  angry  bark 
Tooched  by  the  beggar's  moan  of  hai 
The  giasy  seat  beneath  their  caaemc 
The  pilgrim's  wistfiil  eye  hath  never 
—  There,  did  the  iron  Genias  not  dia 
The  gentle  Power  that  haonti  the  m] 
There,  might  the  lore-aick  maiden  ail 
The  insuperable  rocka  and  severing  t 
There,  watch  at  eve  her  lover's  edd-i 
Approaching,  and  npbraid  the  tardy  g 
There,  Uat  at  midnight  tiU  is  heard  n 
Below,  the  echo  of  bis  parting  oar. 

'Mid  stormy  vaponrs  ever  driving  I 
Where  ospreys,  cormorants,  and  hera 
Hovering  o'er  rugged  waates  too  Uea 
That  common  growth  of  earth,  the  lo 
Where  tiie  green  apple  shrivels  on  tt 
And  pines  the  unripened  pear  in  sunmi 
Even  here  Content  has  fixed  her  smil 
With  Independence,  child  of  high  Di 
Exulting  'mid  the  winter  of  the  skiec 
Sby  as  the  jesloue  chamcH^  Freedom 
And  often  giaspa  her  sword,  and  t^i 
Her  crest  a  bough  of  Winter's  hlcsk< 
Strange  "  weeds"  and  Alpine  plants  h 
And,  wildly  pausing,  oft  she  bangs  a| 
While  thrills  the  "Spartan  fife"  betn 

'TIS  storm;  and,  hid  in  mist  from  ) 

All  da;  the  flooda  a  deepenbg  murmi 
The  sky  is  veiled,  and  every  cheerful 
Dark  is  the  region  as  with  coming  ni, 
But  what  a  suddea  burst  of  ovcrpowe 
Triumphant  on  the  boeotn  of  the  ator 
Glances  the  fire-clad  eagle's  wheelinj 
Esatward,  in  long  perspective  gtitteri 
The  wood^;rowncd  clif&  that  o'er  the 
Wide  o'er  the  Alps  a  hundred  stream 
At  once  to  pillars  turned  timt  ilomc  v 
Behind  his  sail  the  peasant  strives  to 
The  west,  that  burns  like  one  dihited 
Where  in  a  mighty  crucible  expire 
The  mountains,  glowing  hot,  like  coa 

But,  lo!  the  Boatman,  ovcmwcd,  b 
The  pictured  fana  of  Tell  so  spends  h 
Confiised  the  Marathonian  tale  appeal 
While  born  in  faia  tiiU  eyes  the  gloria 


r\ 
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wito  that  walks  where  men  of  aocicnl  days 
HiK  vnwghl  with  godlike  ann  ihe  deeda  of  praise, 
Mtmt  the  spirit  of  the  place  conlrol, 
Ealt,  tad  agitate,  bia  iBbouring'  bquI  ! 

Stj.  who,  hf  thinking  oa  Cnnadian  hills. 
Of  nitd  Acsta  lulled  by  Alpine  rills. 
On  Zutphen^e  plain ;  or  where,  with  eoftened  gma. 
The  old  gray  slooes  the  plaidcd  chief  Eurveys ; 
Cu  gaem  the  high  leaolvc,  the  cherished  pnin. 
Of  him  whom  paffiion  rivets  to  the  plain. 
Where  breathed  the  gale  that  caught  Wolfe's  hap- 
pier righ, 
,W  tiw  laat  siHibBBTn  fell  on  Bajard'a  eye ; 
Wlcre  bleeding  Sidney  from  the  cup  retired, 
Ad  ^id  Dandee  in  "  tkint  huzzas"  expired  1 

j         But  DOW  with  other  mind  I  Btand  alone 

'      Cpn  the  mitnmit  of  this  naked  cone. 

And  ntcb,  from  pike  to  pike*,  amid  the  aky, 

iinall  u  B  bird  (he  chamois-chaser  fly, 

tTTiroofh  vacant  worlda  whore  Nature  never  gave 

A  brmk  to  mtinnur  or  a  bough  to  wave, 

Uliich  unsuhetantial  Phantoms  racred  keep; 

Ttiongh  worlds  where  Life,  and  Sound,  and  Motion 

\Vhen  Silence  Etill  her  death-like  rsign  extends. 

&ve  wfaeo  the  Martliag  cliff  unlrequent  renda ; 

In  Ibe  deep  mow  Ihe  mighty  ruin  drowned, 

Hocb  the  dnQ  ear  of  Time  with  deaf  abortive  sound. 

— Tis  his  while  wandering  on,  from  height  to  height, 

Tn  sro  a  planet's  pomp  anil  eleady  light 

ti  [he  least  star  of  scare e-appoarln™  night, 

WUe  the  near  Moon,  that  coasts  the  vast  profound, 

IVIieels  pale  and  silent  her  diminished  round. 

And  fu  and  wide  the  icy  summits  Uuze, 

K^jwicing  in  the  glory  of  her  rays : 

To  him  the  day-star  glitters  small  and  bright, 

Shnni  of  ics  beams,  ioeuSeiEbly  white, 

And  he  can  look  beyond  the  sun,  and  view 

TbcBB  bst-receding  depths  of  sable  blue. 

Flying  till  visioo  can  no  more  pursue '. 

—At  onoe  bewildering  mists  around  him  close, 

And  cold  and  hunger  are  his  least  of  woes ; 

The  Demco  of  the  Snow,  with  angry  roar 

Dwcemling,  shuts  for  aye  his  prison  dnor. 

nen  with  Despair's  whole  weight  his  spirits  sink 

No  bread  to  feed  him,  and  the  snow  his  drink, 

WLle,  ere  bis  eyes  can  close  upon  the  day. 

The  eagle  of  the  Alpa  o'etshades  her  prey. 

Hence  sball  we  turn  where,  heard  with  fear  aftr, 
ThonJer?  tfaron^  echoing  pines  the  headlong  Aar ! 

*  TAa  m  ■  word  very  ronunonly  used  in  Ihe  norlh  of  Cng- 
bbl.  to  ngnify  •  high  moaDlam  of  ihe  conic  Ibrm,  bi  langdale 

•  For  aawt  of  Ibe  iinngei  in  Iho  nail  siileen  vena  I  am  in- 
M<h1  id  H.  RaynHnd'a  inlertnting 
kaiaiMltfMs  of  Coie'iTour  in  SwiircilaBd. 


Or  rather  stay  to  taste  ih 
Of  pensive  Uiidorwnlden 

—  Is  tliere  who 'mid  thea 
The  native  Genii  walk  tii 
Or  heard,  while  other  wo 
Soft  music  from  the  aerial 
While  o'er  the  desert,  ans 
Rich  steam  of  sweotest  p 

— And  sure  tliere  is  a  secrc;,,  ^^^ 
Here,  where  no  trace  of  tnan  the 
Naught  but  the  herds  that,  pastur.„. 
Hung  dim  discovered  from  the  dang 
Or  summer  hamlet.  Sat  and  bare,  oi 
Suspended,  'mid  the  quiet  of  the  ek^. 
How  still !  no  irreligious  sound  or  sight 
Rouses  the  soul  Irom  her  severe  delight. 
An  idle  voice  Itie  salibadi  region  tills 
Of  Deep  that  catia  to  De?p  across  the  I 
Broke  only  by  the  melancholy  sound 
Of  Drowsy  bells,  for  ever  tinkling  rot 
Faint  wail  of  eagle  melting  into  blue 
Beneath  the  difls,  and  pine-woods'  bI 
The  Bulttary  heifer's  deepened  low; 
Or  rumbling,  heard  remote,  of  &Ili 
Save  when,  a  stranger  seen  below,  me 
Shouts  from  the  echoing  hills  with  a 

When  warm  from  myrtle  bays  ai 
Gimes  on,  to  wliisper  hope,  the  ver 
When  hums  the  mountain  bee  in  Slay's  glad  ear. 
And  emerald  isles  to  sjiot  the  heigbts  appear. 
When  sliouts  and  lowing  herds  the  valley  fill. 
And  louder  torrents  stun  the  noun-tide  Iiill, 
When  fragrant  scents  beneath  the  enchanted  tread 
Spring  up,  his  choicest  wealth  around  him  spread, 
Tlie  pastoral  Swiss  begins  the  cliffs  to  scale. 
To  silence  leaving  the  deserted  vntp; 
Mounts,  where  the  verdure  leads,  from  stage  to  atage,, 
And  pastures  on,  as  in  the  Patriarchs'  age : 
O'er  lofty  heights  serene  and  still  they  go,  ■ 
And  hear  tlie  rattling  thunder  liir  below; 
They  cross  the  chasmy  torrent's  loom-lit  bed. 
Rocked  on  the  di^zy  larch's  narrow  tread ; 
Or  steal  beneath  loose  mountnlnH,  half  deterred, 
That  aigh  and  shudder  to  the  lowing  herd. 

—  I  sec  him,  up  the  midway  cliff  he  creeps 
To  whore  a  scanty  knot  of  verdure  peepa. 
Thence  down  the  steep  a  pile  of  grass  he  throws, 
The  fodder  of  bis  herds  in  winter  anows. 

Par  different  life  to  what  tradition  hoer 
Transmits  of  days  more  blest  m  timea  of  yoie ; 

jThe  pmpla  of  thia  Cnnlon  are  ea|ip<i>iKl  1o  be  of  a  mors- 
mcluicholy  dinpnsLIiun  ilinn  the  nibrr  inhabtUintR  cf  ihe  AIih 
ihia.  If  trua,  mny  pncnrd  ftom  thpir  living  more  Kcludm!. 

4  This  picture  a  from  tho  middle  ipgiar.  uf  Ihe  Algn. 

II  Sugli.  B  Scotch  nurd  eipKunr  of  the  >oiinJ  of  the  wind 
through  Lbe  Ireo. 
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Then  Summer  lengthened  out  his  season  bland. 
And  with  rock-honey  flowed  the  happy  land. 
Continual  fountains  welling  cheered  the  waste, 
And  plants  were  wholesome,  now  of  deadly  taste. 
Nor  Winter  yet  his  frozen  stores  had  piled, 
Usurping  where  the  fairest  herbage  smiled  : 
Nor  Hunger  forced  the  herds  from  pastures  bare 
For  scanty  food  the  treacherous  clifi&  to  dare. 
Then  the  milk-thistle  bade  those  herds  demand 
Three  times  a  day  the  pail  and  welcome  hand. 
But  human  vices  have  provoked  the  rod 
Of  angry  Nature  to  avenge  her  God. 
Thus  does  the  fiither  to  his  sons  relate. 
On  the  lone  mountain-top,  their  changed  estate. 
Still,  Nature,  ever  just,  to  him  imparts 
Joys  only  given  to  uncorrupted  hearts. 

*T  is  mom :  with  gold  the  verdant  mountain  glows ; 
More  high,  the  snowy  peaks  with  hues  of  rose. 
Par-stretched  beneath  the  many-tinted  hills, 
A  mighty  waste  of  mist  the  valley  fills, 
A  solemn  sea !  whose  vales  and  mountains  round 
Stand  motionless,  to  awful  silence  bound : 
A  gulf  of  gloomy  blue,  that  opens  wide 
And  bottomless,  divides  the  midway  tide : 
Like  leaning  masts  of  stranded  ships  appear 
'T^e  pines  that  near  the  coast  their  summits  rear; 
Of  cabins,  woods,  and  lawns,  a  pleasant  shore 
Bounds  calm  and  clear  the  chaos  still  and  hoar ; 
liOud  through  that  midway  gulf  ascending,  sound 
Mnnumbered  streams  with  hollow  roar  profound : 
Mount  tlirough  the  nearer  mist  the  chant  of  birds. 
And  talking  voices,  and  the  low  of  herds, 
The  bark  of  dogs,  the  drowsy  tinkling  bell, 
And  wild-wood  mountain  lutes  of  saddest  swell. 
Think  not,  suspended  fVom  the  cliff  on  high. 
He  looks  below  with  undelighted  eye. 
— No  vulgar  joy  is  his,  at  even-tide 
Stretched  on  the  scented  mountain's  purple  side: 
For  as  the  pleasures  of  his  simple  day 
Beyond  his  native  valley  seldom  stray, 
Nought  round  its  darling  precincts  can  he  find 
But  brings  some  past  enjoyment  to  his  mind. 
While  Hope,  that  ceaseless  leans  on  Pleasure's  urn. 
Binds  her  wild  wreaths,  and  whispers  his  return. 

Once  Man  entirely  free,  alone  and  wild. 
Was  blessed  as  fVee  —  for  he  was  Nature's  child. 
He,  all  superior  but  his  Grod  disdained. 
Walked  none  restraining,  and  by  none  restrained, 
'  Confessed  no  law  but  what  his  reason  taught. 
Did  all  he  wished,  and  wished  but  what  he  oujrht 
As  Man,  in  his  primeval  dower  arrayed. 
The  image  of  his  glorious  Sire  displayed, 
Even  80,  by  vestal  Nature  guarded,  here 
The  traces  of  primeval  Man  appear ; 
The  native  dignity  no  forms  debase. 
The  eye  sublime,  and  surly  lion-grace. 


The  slave  of  none,  of  beasts  alcme  the  lord 
His  book  he  prizes,  nor  neglects  the  sword ; 
Well  taught  by  that  to  feel  his  rights,  prepared 
With  this  *'  the  blensings  he  enjoys  to  guard.** 

And,  as  his  native  hills  encircle  ground 
For  many  a  wondrous  victory  renowned. 
The  work  of  Freedom  daring  to  oppose, 
With  few  in  arms*,  innumerable  foes^ 
When  to  those  glorious  fields  his  steps  are  led. 
An  unknown  power  connects  him  with  the  dead: 
For  images  of  other  worlds  are  there ; 
Awful  the  light,  and  holy  is  the  air. 
Uncertain  through  his  fierce  uncultured  aool. 
Like  lighted  tempests,  troubled  transports  roll ; 
To  viewless  realms  his  Spirit  towers  amain. 
Beyond  the  senses  and  their  little  reign. 

And  ofl,  when  passed  that  solemn  vision  by, 
He  holds  with  Grod  himself  communion  high, 
Where  the  dread  peal  of  swelling  torrents  fills 
The  sky-roofed  temple  of  the  eternal  hills ; 
Or,  when  upon  the  mountain's  silent  brow 
Reclined,  he  sees,  above  him  and  below. 
Bright  stars  of  ice  and  azure  fields  of  snow ; 
While  needle  peaks  of  granite  shooting  bare 
Tremble  in  ever- varying  tints  of  ai/: 
—  Great  joy,  by  horror  tamed,  dilates  his  heart, 
And  the  near  heavens  their  own  delights  impart 
— When  the  Sun  bids  the  gorgeous  scene  frrewell, 
Alps  overlooking  Alps  their  state  upswell ; 
Huge  Pikes  of  Darkness  named,  of  Fear  and  SConD 
Lift,  all  serene,  their  still,  illumined  forms, 
In  sea-like  reach  of  prospect  round  him  spread. 
Tinged  like  an  angel's  smile  all  rosy  red. 

When  downward  to  his  winter  hut  he  goes, 
Dear  and  more  dear  the  lessening  circle  grows; 
That  hut  which  from  the  hills  his  eye  employs 
So  oft,  the  central  point  of  all  his  joys. 
And  as  a  Swifl,  by  tender  cares  opprest, 
Peeps  often  ere  she  dart  into  her  nest. 
So  to  the  untrodden  floor,  where  round  him  looks 
His  fiither,  helpless  as  the  babe  he  rocks, 
Ofl  he  descends  to  nurse  the  brother  pair. 
Till  storm  and  driving  ice  blockade  him  there. 
There,  safely  guarded  by  the  woods  behind. 
He  hears  the  chiding  of  the  baflled  wind, 

*  Alluding  to  several  battles  which  the  Swiss  in  veiy  ■ 
nurabera  have  gained  over  their  oppressors,  the  house  of  A 
tria;  and,  in  particular,  to  one  fought  at  Ncfiels,  nearGlH 
where  three  hundred  and  thirty  men  defeated  an  ainiy  of 
tween  fifloen  and  twenty  thousand  Austrians.  Scattered  o 
the  valley  ore  to  be  found  eleven  stones  with  this  inscriplj 
1388,  the  year  the  battle  was  fought,  marking  oat,  as  I  wss  i 
upon  the  spot,  the  several  places  where  the  Austrians  attoi 
ing  to  make  a  stand  were  repulsed  anew. 

t  As  Schreck-Hom,  the  pike  of  terror ;  Wetier-Hom.  the  f 
of  storms,  Ac  dec. 
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^Ibter,  calling  all  his  tenon  round, 
own  the  liTing  rocks  with  whirlwind  sound 
rh  Natiire*8  vale  his  homely  pleasures  glide, 
Md  bf  envy,  discontent,  and  pride ; 
ond  of  all  his  vanity,  to  deck, 
me  kn;^t  bell,  a  favourite  Heifer*s  neck ; 
(leased  apon  some  simple  annual  feast, 
ibered  half  the  year  and  hoped  the  rest, 
r  produce  from  his  inner  hoard 
ce  ten  sonuners  consecrate  the  board. 
!  in  every  clime  a  flying  ray 
re  have  to  cheer  oar  wintry  way 
"*  cried  a  tbooghtiul  Swain,  upon  whose  head 
iliMBoms  of  the  grave**  were  thinly  spread, 
ght,  while  by  his  dying  fire,  as  closed 
y,  in  lozory  my  limbs  reposed. 
Penary  oft  from  Misery's  mount  will  guide 
» the  sammer  door  his  icy  tide, 
re  the  avalanche  of  Death  destroy 
tie  cottage  of  domestic  joy. 
!  the  anwiUing  mind  may  more  than  trace 
neral  sorrows  of  the  human  race : 
orliah  gales,  that  unremitting  blow 
m  necessity's  continual  snow, 
be  gentle  groups  of  bliss  deny 
I  the  Booo-day  bank  of  leisure  lie. 
re  ;^-coiBpelled  by  Powers  which  only  deign 
iUmry  man  disturb  their  reign, 
that  support  a  never-ceasing  strife 
U  the  tender  charities  of  life, 
her,  as  his  sons  of  strength  become 
the  filial  debt,  for  food  to  roam, 
19  bare  nest  amid  the  storms  of  heaven 
eagle-like,  those  sons  as  he  was  driven  ; 
!  dread  pleasure  watches  to  the  plain  — 
ver,  ca?le-hke,  beholds  a^in !" 

n  the  poor  heart  has  all  its  joys  rcsicne*!, 
v»s  iheir  sad  remembrance  cleave  behind  1 
K-re  throusrh  flat  Batavia*8  willowy  proves, 
:ie  lazv  Seine,  the  exile  roves : 
f  the  waters  mournful  measures  swell, 
ns  tender  thoujjht's  "  memorial  cell ;" 
>vures  are  trtinsfiirmed  to  mortal  pains, 
piiison  spreads  alonp  the  listener's  veins, 
vrbich  not  a  frame  of  steel  can  brave, 
3  young  head  with  sorrow  to  the  grave.* 

ark  of  hope,  thy  silent  sonpf  resume ! 
iling  liglits  the  purpled  hills  illume! 
OS  and  dews  of  life's  delicious  morn, 
«,  lost  frasrance  of  the  heart,  return ! 
es  the  little  joy  to  man  allowed, 
ef  before  him  travels  like  a  cloud ; 
le  Di!«*ases  on,  and  Penurv's  rajre, 
and  Carr,  and  Pain,  and  dismal  Ajre, 


Till,  Hope-deserted,  long  in  vain  his  breath 

Implores  the  dreadfiil  untried  sleep  of  Death. 

— *Mid  savage  rocks,  and  seas  of  snow  that  shine 

Between  interminable  tracts  of  pine, 

A  Temple  stands,  which  holds  an  awful  shrine. 

By  an  uncertain  light  revealed,  that  fiills 

On  the  mute  Image  and  the  troubled  walls : 

Pale,  dreadful  faces  round  the  Shrine  appear. 

Abortive  Joy,  and  Hope  that  works  in  fear; 

While  strives  a  secret  Power  to  hush  the  crowd, 

Pain*s  wild  rebellious  burst  proclaims  her  rights  aloud. 

Oh !  give  me  not  that  eye  of  hard  disdain 
That  views  undimmed  Ensiedlen'sf  wretched  fane. 
*Mid  muttering  prayers  all  sounds  of  torment  meet, 
Dire  clap  of  hands,  distracted  chafe  of  feet; 
While,  loud  and  dull,  ascends  the  weeping  cry, 
Surely  in  other  thoughts  contempt  may  die. 
If  the  sad  grave  of  human  ignorance  bear 
One  flower  of  hope — oh,  pass  and  leave  it  there ! 
—  The  tall  Sun,  tiptoe  on  an  Alpine  spire. 
Flings  o*er  the  wilderness  a  stream  of  fire; 
Now  let  us  meet  the  pilgrims,  ere  the  day 
Close  on  the  remnant  of  their  weary  way ; 
While  they  are  drawing  towards  the  sacred  floor 
Where  the  charmed  worm  of  pain  shall  gnaw  no  more. 
How  gaily  murmur  and  how  sweetly  taste 
The  fbuntainsl  reared  for  them  amid  the  waste ! 
There  some  with  tearful  kiss  each  other  greet, 
And  some,  with  reverence,  wash  their  toil-worn  fee* 
Yes,  I  will  see  you  when  ye  first  behold 
Those  holy  turrets  tipped  with  evening  gold. 
In  that  g\nd  moment  when  the  hands  arc  prest 
In  mute  devotion  on  the  thankful  breast. 

Last  let  us  turn  to  where  Chamoiiny}  shields 
With  rocks  and  gloomy  woods  her  fertile  fields: 
Five  streams  of  ice  amid  her  cots  descend, 
And  with  wild  flowers  and  blooming  orchards  blend ; — 
A  scene  more  fair  than  what  tlie  Grecian  feigns 
Of  purple  lights  and  ever-vernal  plains ; 
Here  lawns  and  shades  by  breezy  rivulets  fanned, 
Here  all  the  Seasons  revel  hand  in  hand. 
— Red  stream  the  cottage-lights;  the  landscape  fades. 
Erroneous  wavering  'mid  the  twilight  shades. 
Alone  ascends  that  Hill  of  matchless  height||, 
That  holds  no  commerce  with  the  summer  Night ; 
From  age  to  age,  amid  his  lonely  bounds 
The  crash  of  ruin  fitfully  resounds; 


rflr«-t  of  th^  femom  air,  calW  in  French  Ranz  den 
■pan  cfac  Siwm  troofs. 


t  This  shrino  is  renortod  to,  from  a  hope  of  relief,  by  mnlli- 
tiidos.  from  every  conier  of  the  Catholic  world,  labouring  under 
menial  or  bodily  afRictioniL 

t  Rude  ibuntains  built  and  covered  with  sheds  for  the  ac- 
commotlation  of  the  Pilgrims,  in  their  ascent  of  the  mountain. 

$  This  word  is  pronoimcetl  upon  the  spot  ChAraouny  :  I  have 
taken  the  liberty  of  rhangin«jf  the  accent. 
'      II  It  is  only  from  the  higher  part  of  the  valley  of  ChlLmoonf 
I  .hat  Mont  B1n:c  is  visible. 
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IhU  brow, 
KrpcCual  snow ; 
■a  black  below. 

Ipe naive  sigh, 

a  anger  hj, 

a  Vale ! 

I  autmnnal  gale ; 

rt  iloomod  to  pine ; 

d  my  lonelj  way, 

's  heath-clad  moots, 

IB  Scotland's  ehores ; 

's  breathing  rose, 

laried  round, 

I I  have  found 
Lir  gems  display, 

■essings  share, 
d  only  there  ! 
IS  woodbine  binds, 

Bcwife,  led 

nbed, 

Iprospect  Bees, 

"J  happy  bees ; 

lllh  aspires, 

■.I  evening  fires ; 
s  plow, 
p  their  brow ; 

Irnpting  hoard ; 
tr  boughs  is  spread. 


IV  along  the  shade, 
i)  peasant  strayed, 

a  through  the  trees, 
n  the  breeze; 
liahed  songs  of  love, 
■illage  grove, 
g  drum's  alarms', 
I  flash  of  nrms ; 
Bin^  uproar  die, 

3  moumfiil  cry; 
I  Freedom   eprcods   he 


f  collage  dooT : 
tneath  her  eyes 

I  froiu  side  to  side, 


When  from  October  clouds  a  milder  ligtit 
Fell,  where  the  blue  Sood  rippled  into  while, 
Methougiil  from  eyery  cot  the  WEtclifol  bird 
Crowed  with  ear-piercing  power  till  then  unheanJi 
E^nch  clocking  mill,  ilial  broke  the  mormurbg  etxeaue^ 
Rocked    the   charmed    thought   in    more    deli^t&I 

dreams; 
Chasing  those  long,  lon^  dreams,  the  ialling  leaf 
Awoke  a  taintei  pang  of  momi  grief; 
The  measured  echo  of  the  dislsnt  Sail 
Wound  in  more  welcome  cadence  down  the  vole ; 
A  more  majestic  tidef  the  water  rolled. 
And  glowed  the  sun-jfilt  groreB  in  richer  gold. 
—  Though  Liberty  sholl  soon,  indignant,  raisp 
Red  on  the  hilts  his  beacon's  comet  blaze; 
Bid  from  on  hif^h  his  lonely  cannon  sound. 
And  on  ten  thousand  lienrtiis  his  shout  rebound ; 
His  lorum-belt  l>om  villoge  tower  to  towpr 
Swing  on  the  astounded  ear  its  dull  undying  roar ; 
Yet,  yet  rejoice,  though  Pride's  perverted  ire 
Rouse  Hell's  own  aid,  and  wrap  thy  hills  Id  fire ! 
Lo!  from  the  innocuous  dames,  a  lovely  birth, 
Witii  its  own  Virtues  springa  another  earth ; 
Nature,  aa  in  her  prime,  her  virgin  reign 
Begins,  and  Love  and  Truth  compose  her  train ; 
While,  witli  a  pulseless  hand,  and  steadfast  gaxe, 
(Jnhreathing  Justice  her  still  beam  surveys. 

Oh  give,  great  God,  to  Freedom's  wavea  to  ride 
Sublime  o'er  Conquest,  Avarice,  and  Pride, 
To  sweep  where  Pleasure  decks  her  guilty  bowera. 
And  dark  Oppression  builds  her  thick-ribbed  tnwers 
live  them,  beneath   their  breast  while  gladnesi 
springs, 
To  brood  the  nations  o'er  with  Nile-like  wings ; 
And  grant  that  every  sceptred  Child  of  cloy. 
Who  crieB,  presumpluouB,  "  Here  their  tides  shall  stay," 
Swept  in  their  anger  from  tlie  aSrighied  shore. 
With  oil  his  ci 


To-night,  my  friend,  within  this  humble  cot 
Be  the  dead  load  of  mortal  ills  forgot 
In  timely  sleep ;  end,  when  at  break  of  day, 
On  the  tall  peaks  the  glistening  sunbeams  play, 
With  lighter  heart  our  course  we  may  renew. 
The  first  whose  footsteps  print  the  mountain  dow. 

t  The  dulits  upon  nuiny  pans  of  Ibe  Frenth  riven  were  ■ 
etarbiiani,  that  the  pxtcer  peoplo.  deprived  of  Ihe  benefil  ol 
water  carnage  v  era  otiJiKed  to  tniuiion  Ibeir  gmib  by  IhikL 


Cum  IB  til  mturo  as  t  resting  wheel. 
l-'Tbe  kino  are  couched  upon  the  dewy  graas; 
^e  liorse  alane.  seen  dimlf  aa  1  pass, 
l>  cropping  audibly  his  later  meal : 
Dtark  ia  tlie  gmind;  a  slumber  seems  lo  eleal 
O'er  Tale,  and  inounUin,  ani!  the  slarless  sk}'. 
Now,  in  Itiia  blank  of  things,  a  harmoay 
Homefoll,  and  heme  created,  sccma  to  hral 
Hut  grief  fur  which  the  senses  still  supply 
Prceh  Giod ;  far  only  then,  when  memory 
Is  hushed,  am  I  at  reet     My  Friends '.  reetraia 
Those  busy  cares  that  would  allsy  my  pain ; 
Oh  I  leave  me  to  myael  f,  nor  let  me  leel 
Tlie  officious  looch  that  makes  tnc  droop  again. 


Such  as  did  o 
Who  murmuring  1 
Could  find  no  rofu 
But  in  the  milder  g><< 

Now  let  us,  as  we  floni 
For  him  suspend  the  i 
And  pmy  that  never  i 
May  know  that  Poet'a  s 
How  cnim!  how  still!  the  r 
The  dripping  of  the  oar  rai 
—The  eveniag  darkness  gn- 
By  virtue's  holiest  Poaera  I 


WBITTES  WHILE  SAIUNO  IN  A  BOAT  AT  EVENINO, 
How  richly  glows  the  water's  breast 
Before  UB,  tinged  witli  erening  hues, 
WhDe,  being  thus  the  crimson  west. 
The  boat  her  silent  course  pursues! 
Aod  Ke  hovr  dark  the  backward  stream! 
A  little  moment  passed  so  smiling! 
And  still,  perhaps,  with  &ilhless  gleam, 
Some  other  loitnere  beguiling. 

Such  views  the  youthful  tvird  allure; 
Bui,  bcedica  of  the  following  gloom. 
He  dreams  their  colours  shall  endure 
Till  peace  go  with  him  lo  the  tomb. 
— And  let  liim  nurse  his  Ibnd  deceit, 
And  what  if  he  rnui^  die  in  sorrow! 
Who  would  not  cherish  dreams  so  sweet. 
Though  grief  and  pain  may  come  to-morrow ! 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  COLUNS, 

CPOH  THE  TSAMES  SEAtt  RICHMOND. 

G1.IIIB  gently,  thus  {or  ever  glide, 
O  Tliames!  that  other  bards  may  see 
As  lovely  visions  by  thy  side 
As  now,  &ir  river  I  come  to  me. 
O  glide,  6ir  stream !  for  ever  so. 
Thy  quiet  soul  on  all  bestowing. 
Till  all  our  minda  for  ever  (low 
As  thy  deep  waters  now  are  flowing. 

Vam  thought! — Yet  be  as  now  thou  art, 

Hiat  in  thy  waters  may  be  seen 

The  image  of  a  poet's  heart. 

How  bright,  how  solemn,  how  serene! 


Nay,  Traveller !  rest.    This  loi 
Far  Irom  all  human  dwelling; 
No  ^)arkling  rivulet  spread  th* 
What  if  the  bee  loVe  not  these  ~ 
Yet,  if  the  wind  brealho  soft,  tl 
That  break  ngainsl  (he  siiorp,  ttv 
By  one  soil  impulse  saved  frooi  i 


That  piled  these  etom  it  tho  mo 

First  covered,  and  here  taught  this  aged  'J'rec 
With  ila  dark  arms  lo  form  a  circling  bower, 
[  well  remember.  —  He  was  one  who  owned 

ommon  soul.     In  youth  by  science  nurued, 
And  led  by  nature  into  n  wild  scene 
Of  lofty  hopes,  he  to  the  world  went  forth 
A  favoured  Being,  knowing  no  desire 
Which  genius  did  not  hallow ;  'gainst  the  taint 
Of  dissolute  longues,  and  jealousy,  and  hate. 
And  scorn, —  against  all  enemies  prepared. 
All  but  neglect.     Tho  world,  for  so  it  thought. 
Owed  him  no  service;  wherefore  he  at  once 
Willi  indignation  turned  himself  away. 
And  with  the  food  of  pride  sustained  bis  soul 
In  solitude.  —  Stranger!  tliese  gloomy  boughs       , 
Had  charms  lor  him ;  and  here  he  loved  to  sit. 
His  only  visitants  a  straggling  sheep,  | 

The  stone-chat,  or  the  glancing  sand-piper: 

"  an  these  barren  rocks,  with  fern  and  heath, 
And  juniper  and  thistle,  sprinkled  o'er, 
Fixing  his  downcast  eye,  he  many  an  hour 


•  Collini 


BOdR( 


I  belie. 

Teiime.     Thii  Odo  is  also  alludfd  <a  in  ihe  noii  itania. 
'[■' Rememhranee  ofi  shall  baunl  ifae  ahon? 

When  Thames  in  summer  wrealhs  is  dre«. 
And  oft  suspend  ihe  doshing  oar,  ~^ 

To  bid  hia  gonlle  spirit  tmL!" 

CoLum.— H.  R.) 
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A  TBATELLna  on  the  skirt  of  Snrum'a  Pliin 

PurBucd  Ills  vsgnint  way,  with  feet  half  bare; 

Slmping  hid  ^il,  but  not  as  if  t<i  ^in 

Help  from  Ihe  EtafT  lie  bare ;  for  mien  and  air 

Were  lionly,  though  his  cheek  seemed  worn  with  can 

Both  of  the  time  to  entnc,  aod  time  Iodj;  fled: 

Down  fell  in  straggling  locks  !iia  tliio  grey  bail ; 

A.  coat  he  woro  of  niililary  red. 

But  faded,  and  stuck  o'er  with  many  a  patch  and  dirad 

While  thti*  ho  journeyed,  slep  hy  elep  ietl  on. 
He  saw  and  patised  a  stalely  inn,  full  sure 
Thnt  welcome  in  such  house  Ibr  him  woe  none. 
No  board  inscribed  the  needy  lo  allirre 
Hung  there,  no  bush  proclaimed  lo  eld  and  poor 
And  desolate,  "Here  you  will  find  a  friend!" 
The  pendent  grapes  glittered  above  the  door;  — 
le  DiUiit  pace,  perchance  'ill!  night  deu^end. 
Where'er  the  dreary  roads  tlieir  bare  white  lines  eztoid 

The  gathering  clouds  grew  red  with  stormy  fire. 
In  streaks  diverging  wide  and  mounting'  high ; 
That  inn  he  long  had  passed;  lliu  distant  spire, 
Which  oft  as  he  looked  back  hod  fixed  his  eye. 
Was  lost,  though  Blitl  he  looked,  in  the  blank  shy. 
Perplexed  and  comtbrtless  he  gazed  around, 
And  scarce  could  any  trace  of  man  descry. 
Save  cornfields  stretched  and  stretching  without  bouitd; 
But  where  the  sower  dwelt  wag  nowhere  to  be  fimnd. 

No  tree  was  there,  no  meadow's  pleasant  green. 
No  brook  to  wet  his  lip  or  tootlie  his  ear; 
Long  files  of  corn-stacks  here  snd  there  were  seen. 
But  not  one  dwelling-place  his  heart  to  cheer. 
Some  labourer,  thought  he,  may  perchance  be  near; 

BO  he  sent  a  feeble  eliout  —  in  vain; 

icAce  made  answer,  he  could  only  hear 
Wbda  rustling  over  plots  of  unripe  grain. 
Or  whistling  thro'  thin  gran  along  the  unfurrvwed  ptuD. 
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Iioog  ImiI  he  ftacied  each  successive  elope 
CoaecaM  toae  cottage,  whither  he  might  turn 
Aad  reM;  but  now  almig  heaven's  darkening  cope 
The  cioin  niahed  by  in  oldies,  liomeward  borne. 
tinia  wuned  he  Bought  some  shepherd's  epreadhig  thom 
Oi  hovel  froni  the  etorm  to  shield  hid  head, 
Out  (ought  in  vain ;  for  now,  all  wild,  rorlorn, 
Aial  TBctJit,  a  hu^  wsslc  orouad  him  spread ; 
Tte  wet  cold  grou[id,  he  Tcared,  miwt  ho  hia  ooly  bed. 

Andbait  ao  —  Ibr  to  the  chill  night  shower 

And  the  ilwrp  wind  his  bead  he  oil  halh  bared ; 

A  Saikir  be,  who  man;  b  wretched  hour 

BUhtold;  for,  l&udiu^  after  labour  hard, 

full  long  endured  in  hope  of  just  reward. 

He  la  an  amied  fleet  was  forced  away 

%  Kimen,  who  perlispe  themselves  bad  shared 

Lite  Site;  was  hurried  off,  a  helpless  prey, 

'Gunit  nil  that  in  kis  heart,  or  theira  perbapH,  wid  uay, 

fti  years  the  work  of  carnage  did  not  c«aBe, 

Ati  death's  dire  aspect  daily  he  surveyed, 

DMIfa's  miaisler;  then  came  bia  glad  release, 

Aitt  hope  returned,  and  pleasure  fondly  made 

Her  dwelling  in  his  dreams.     By  Fancy's  aid 

The  happy  husband  flies,  bis  arnia  to  throw 

Ranai  hie  wile*s  neck;  the  prize  of  victory  laid 

la  hN  full  lap,  be  sees  nich  sweet  tears  flow 

Aa  if  tbence&rth  nor  poiu  nor  trouble  ehe  could  know. 

Vain  hope!  for  fraud  took  all  that  he  had  earned. 
The  lion  roan  ajul  gluts  hia  lawny  brood 
Eren  in  the  desert's  heart;  but  be,  relumed, 
Bears  not  to  those  be  loves  their  needful  foixl. 
Hi*  boDe  approechbg,  but  in  such  a  niocd 
Thkt  ftta  his  ai^hl  his  children  might  have  run. 
He  met  i  traveller,  robbed  him,  shed  his  blood ; 
.\nd  when  the  miEenLhle  work  was  done 
He  dcd,  B  vagrant  since,  the  murderer's  ftte  to  abun. 

From  that  day  fiiitb  do  pbice  to  him  could  be. 
So  lonely,  but  that  ihence  might  come  a  pang 
Brought  from  without  to  inward  misery. 
Now,  as  he  plodded  on,  with  sullen  clan? 
.^  nund  of  chains  along  the  desert  Mng; 
He  knked,  and  saw  upon  a  gibbet  high 
A  human  body  that  in  irons  iwang, 
rplifted  hy  the  tempest  whirling  by; 
Atid.  hovering,  round  it  often  did  a  raven  fly.* 

It  wns  a  spectacle  which  none  might  view, 
In  spot  so  avage,  but  with  shuddering  pain  ; 
Not  onlv  did  for  bim  at  once  renew 
All  be  had  leared  from  man,  but  roused  a  train 


or  the  miiul'a  phantoms,  horrible  as  vain. 
The  etones,  as  if  to  cover  him  Irom  day, 
Rolled  at  his  hack  along  the  living  plain ; 
He  fell,  Olid  without  sense  or  motion  lay ; 
But,  when  the  trance  was  gone,  feeblj'  pumied  his  w 


Aa  one  whoee  brain  habitual  phrensy  fires 

Owes  to  lbs  fit  in  which  his  soul  halh  lamed 

Profouader  quiet,  when  the  fit  retires, 

Even  so  the  dire  pbantasma  which  bad  crossed 

His  sense,  in  sudden  vacancy  quite  lost. 

Left  his  mind  still  as  a  deep  evening  stream. 

Nor,  if  accosted  now,  in  tliought  engrossed. 

Moody,  or  inly  troubled,  would  he  seem 

To  traveller  who  might  talk  of  any  casual  Ibetue. 


Hurtle  tlie  clouds  in  deeper  darkness  piled, 

Gone  is  the  raven  timely  rest  lo  seek ; 

He  seemed  the  only  creature  in  the  wild 

On  whom  the  elements  tlieic  rage  might  wreak; 

Save  that  the  bustard,  of  tbo^e  regions  bleak 

Shy  tenant,  seebg  by  the  uncertain  light 

A  man  there  wandering,  gave  a  mournful  shnvk. 

And  liall'  upon  the  ground.  With  atraoge  affright. 

Farced  hard  agabst  the  wind  a  thick  unwieldy  fligliL 


All,  all  was  cheerless  to  the  horizon's  bound ; 

The  weary  eye  —  which,  whereeoe'er  it  strayst 

Marks  nothing  but  the  red  aun's  setting  round. 

Or  on  the  eartli  slrangc  Uaea,  in  former  days 

Left  by  gigantic  arms  —  at  length  surveys 

What  Bcems  an  antique  castle  spreading  wide ; 

Henry  and  naked  are  its  wails,  and  raise 

Their  brow  sublime :  in  shcllcr  there  lo  bide 

Ho  turned,  while  rain  poured  down  smt^iag  on  every 

Pile  of  Stone-henge !  so  proud  lo  hint  yet  keep 

Thy  secrets,  thou  that  lov'et  to  stand  and  hear 

The  plain  resounding  to  the  whirlwind's  sweep, 

Inmate  of  lonesome  Nature's  endless  year^ 

Even  if  thou  saw'et  the  giant  wicker  rear 

For  sacrifice  its  throngs  of  living  men. 

Before  thy  loco  did  ever  wretch  ap[>ear. 

Who  in  his  heart  had  groaned,  with  deadlier  pam 

Than  he  who,  tempcsi-d riven,  thy  shelter  now  would 

Within  that  fabric  of  mysterious  form. 

Winds  me!  in  conflict,  each  by  turns  supreme ; 

And,  from  the  perilons  ground  dislodged,  through  slon ; 

And  rain  he  wildereo  on,  no  moon  to  strenm 

From  gulf  of  parting  clouds  one  friendly  beam, 

Nor  any  friendly  sounil  nis  footsteps  led ; 

Once  did  the  lightning's  laint  disastrous  gleam 

Disclose  a  naked  guide-post's  double  bead, 

Sight  which  tho'  lost  at  once  a  gleam  of  pleasure  slicih- 
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Her  he  aJdressei!  in  words  of  cheering'  sound ; 

Recovering  heart,  like  answer  did  she  make ; 

And  well  it  WES  Uist,  of  the  corse  Uiere  found. 

In  converse  that  ensued  elie  nothing  spake ; 

She  knew  not  wlist  dire  punge  in  him  such  ta.le  couM 

But  soon  his  Toico  and  words  of  kind  inleot 
BnniGhed  thst dismal  thought;  and  now  the  wiod 
In  ftinler  howiings  told  its  rafif  was  spent; 
Meanwhile  discourse  ensued  of  various  kind. 
Which  by  degrees  a  conlidence  of  mind 
And  mutual  interest  failed  not  to  create. 
And,  to  a  natural  sympatlij  resigned, 
In  that  forsaken  huilding  A'here  they  fate 
The  woman  thus  retraced  her  own  untoward  &t& 

'■  By  Derwent'e  side  my  father  dwelt  —  a  man 

Of  Ttrtuoua  life,  hy  pioua  parents  hrcd ; 

And  I  believe  that,  eonn  as  I  began 

To  liEp,  he  made  me  kneel  beside  my  bed. 

And  in  his  hearing  there  my  prayers  I  said : 

And  afterwards,  hy  my  good  father  taught, 

1  read,  and  loved  the  books  in  which  I  read ; 

For  hooka  in  every  neighbouring  hmise  I  sought. 

And  nothing  to  my  mind  a  sweeter  pleasure  brought. 

A  little  croft  we  owned  —  a  dIoi  OT  com, 

A  garden  stored  with  pea^  and  diili,  and  thyme. 

And  flowera  for  poaica,  oil  on  Sunday  mom 

Plucked  while  the  church  bells  rang  their  earliest  chime. 

Can  1  forget  our  freaks  at  shearing  time ! 

My  hen's  rich  nest  through  loDg  graeB  scarce  espied ; 

The  cowBlip's  gathering  in  June's  dewy  prime; 

Tlie  swana  that  with  white  chests  uprcared  in  pride 

Rushing  and  racingcameiomoct  me  at  the  water-side' 

The  elaff  I  well  remember  which  upbore 
The  bending  body  of  my  active  sire ; 
His  SRftt  beneath  the  honied  sycamore 
Where  the  heea  hummed,  and  chair  by  winter  firej 
When  market-morning  came,  the  neat  attire 
With  which,  Uiough  bent  on  haste,  myself  I  decked ; 
Our  watchful  housedog,  that  would  tease  and  tire 
The  stranger  til!  its  barking  fit  I  checked ; 
The  red-breast,  known  lor  yeara,  wliich  at  aiy  casement 
pecked. 


The  suns  of  twenty  summers  danced  along, — 
Too  little  marked  how  fiist  tliey  rolled  away : 
But,  through  severe  mischance  and  cruel  wrong. 
My  ftther's  substance  fell  into  decay: 
We  toiled  snd  struggled,  hoping  for  a  day 
When  fortune  might  put  on  a  kinder  luok ; 
But  vain  wore  wiehea,  efTurls  vain  na  they  ; 
He  from  his  old  hereditary  nook 
Must  part;  the  eummom  came; — our  final  leave  wa 
look. 


r\ 


P0BM8  WRITTEN  IN  YOUTH. 


xxm. 
li  nsE  indeed  a  misenble  hour 
When,  from  the  Uat  hill-top,  my  aire  iurveyed, 
Vrvring  aboTe  the  trees,  the  ateeplc  tower 
Tb»t  o(t  hi*  maniiige  day  BWCet  tnugic  made ! 
Till  then,  he  hoped  hia  bonea  might  there  be  laid 
Close  by  my  mother  in  ^eir  native  bowere: 
BiiMiiig  me  trust  in  Cod,  he  stood  and  prayed ; — 
I  could  not  pray;  —  through  tCMB  lliol  fell  in  shower 
GbmnieTed  onr  ilettr-loved  home,  bIbs  !  no  longer  our 


There  was  a  youth  wlioiii  I  had  loved  so  long, 

That  when  I  loved  htm  not  1  cannot  eay : 

'Mid  the  green  mountaioB  many  a  thoughtlesa  aoag 

We  two  bad  sung,  like  gladeome  birds  in  May ; 

When  we  began  lo  tire  of  childish  play. 

We  seemed  still  more  and  more  to  prize  enc?    tber ; 

We  talked  of  marriage  and  our  marriage  daj 

And  I  in  Irnlh  did  love  him  like  a  brother, 

For  necer  could  I  hope  to  meet  with  such  am 


TwB  years  were  pasted  smce  to  a  distant  town 
He  bad  repaired  to  ply  a  gainful  trade : 
What  tears  of  bitter  grief,  till  then  unknown ! 
What  tender  vows  our  last  sad  kiss  delayed ! 
Tq  him  we  turned :  —  we  bad  no  other  aid : 
Uke  one  revived,  upon  his  neck  I  wept; 
And  her  whom  he  had  loved  in  joy,  he  said, 
He  well  could  love  in  grief)  hip  faith  he  kepi; 
And  in  a  qaiet  home  once  more  roy  father  slept. 

We  lived  io  pcaee  and  comforl ;  and  were  bleet 
With  daily  bread,  by  constant  toil  supplied. 
Tbne  lovely  babes  had  laid  upon  my  breast ; 
And  often,  viewing  their  sweet  smiles,  I  sighed, 
And  knew  not  why.     &ly  happy  father  died. 
When  tlireatened  war  reduced  the  children's  meal: 
Thrice  happy  1  that  for  him  the  grave  could  hide 
The  empty  loom,  cold  hearth,  and  silent  wheel, 
And  tcan  that  6owed  for  ills  which  patience  might  not 
beaL 

Twas  a  hard  change ;  an  evil  time  was  come  i 

We  had  no  hope,  and  no  relief  could  gain: 

But  soon,  with  proud  parade,  the  nojpy  drum 

BsBl  round  to  clear  the  streets  of  want  and  pain. 

My  husknod's  arms  now  only  served  to  strain 

Me  and  his  children  hungering  in  hia  view; 

Id  iQch  disoiay  my  prayers  and  tears  were  vain : 

Ta  joia  tboee  miserable  men  he  flew. 

And  DOW  lo  the  era-coast,  with  numbers  more,  we  d 


TVre  were  we  long  neglected,  and  we  bora 
Hoeh  sorrow  ere  iJie  fleet  its  anchor  weighed ; 
(fteen  Gelda  before  u?,  and  our  native  shoro, 
We  Dtealhed  a  peetilential  air,  that  made 


Ravage  tor  which  no  knel 
For  our  departure ;  wiebG< 
'Mid  that  long  si 
That  happier  days  w 
The  parting  signal  el 


It  the  calm  summer  seain/,.  ,ni 
On  Bfl  we  drove,  the  equinoctial 
mountains  high  before  the 
And  many  perished  In  the  whi 
We  gazed  with  terror  on  their  gioo^ 
Untaught  that  scnn  such  anguish  m 
Our  hopes  snch  harvest  of  afllir.lJni 
That  we  the  mercy  of  the  wt      ■ 
We  reached  the  western  woT: 


The  pains  and  plagues  that  or 

Disease  and  famine,  agony  an 

In  wood  or  wilderness,  in  camp  Oi 

It  would  unman  tlie  firmest  hi«rt  . 

All  perished — all  in  one  remoreelcss  year. 

Husband  and  children '.  one  by  one,  by 

And  ravenous  plague,  all  perislied  ;  ev(., 

Dried  up,  despairing,  desolate,  on  board 

A  British  ship  I  waked,  as  from  a  trance  tei 


Here  paused  she  of  all  present  t 

Nor  vuice,  nor  sound,  that  mome 

Yet  nature,  with  oiceea  of  grief  . 

From  her  full  eyes  their  watery  load  rB.,.„,ed. 

He  too  wns  mute;  and,  ere  her  weeping  ceased, 

He  rose,  and  to  liie  ruin's  portal  went. 

And  saw  the  dawn  opening  the  silvery  east 

Willi  rays  of  promise,  north  and  southward  sent; 

And  soon  with  crimson  Are  kindled  the  firmament. 


"O  come,"  he  cried,  "come,  afler  weary  night 
Of  such  rough  storm,  this  happy  change  to  view." 
So  forth  she  came,  and  eautward  looked ;  tlie  sight 
Over  her  brow,  like  dawn  of  gladness  threw; 
Upon  her  cheek,  lo  which  its  youthful  hue 
Seemed  In  return,  dried  the  last  lingering  leer, 
And  from  her  grateful  heart  a  fresh  one  drew : 
The  whilst  her  comrade  to  her  pensive  chect 
Tempered   lit  words  of  hope;  and   the   lark  warbled 


Thoy  looked,  and  saw  a  lengthening  road,  and  waio 

Thiit  rang  down  a  bare  slope  not  6r  remote: 

The  barrows  glistered  bright  with  drops  of  rain, 

Whistled  the  wagoner  with  merry  note. 

The  cock  far  off  sounded  his  clarion  throat ; 

But  town,  or  ftrm,  or  hamlet,  none  they  viewed. 

Only  were  told  there  stood  a  lonely  cot 

A  long  mile  thence.    While  thither  they  pursued 

Their  way,  the  Woman  tlius  her  mournful  tale  renetvet 
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Ilighl  imprest, 
1  gtitleriog  miin : 
fnaL 

Luest, 


Irific  eleepa, 
Hn^  &n>iae  spoke ; 
f  [etteTJng  henpo, 
e  like  smoke, 
II  buUe  broke, 
Ind  the  pallid  boet 
^l  thunder-MTDke 
pftrt-«ick  uiguish  (OMed, 
my  wu  lost ! 


|>i.put. 

I  wbco  from  the  mast 
tl  Dnfurlcd, 
nd  tliat  banlly  curled 

at  ihouglils  of  home 

:r  hurled. 

le  spot  wliere  nun  might 


.  strong) 
I  liad  Touod ; 
my  wbola  life  \ong, 

n  disowned, 
pceful  flood." — 
|l  readied  its  bound; 

lomes  1  Elood, 

•i  and  wanted  Ibod. 


Kmed  ailriA, 

c  bare  rock ; 
Iday  did  litl, 
ir  to  knock. 
iBlCB,  the  cock 
Biit}iDuse  hung: 
Ic  city  clock: 
\r  Ecarccly  stung', 
Duld  I  (it  mj  lon^ 

I  when  the  third 


TbetVi  ptUB  which  natmc  emU  bo  mare  loppvl. 
With  blindneai  Uoked,  did  on  nf  (iuia  ftU; 
And,  after  man;  intempucii*  ifcctt 
Of  hideous  seoK,  I  nuk,  dot  Rep  oonU  en*  I : 
UnwB^t  tat  naa  the  help  that  did  aj  lift*  recaL 

Bome  to  a  hoepiial,  1  bf  with  bnin 
Drows;  aiid  weak,  and  sbatlered  mcmorT' : 
1  heard  my  neigUnnni  in  their  beds  amphja 
Of  maQT  tfaingi  which  nerer  troabled  me — 
'  Of  feet  MiU  bustling  Toond  vilb  basj  glee. 
Of  looks  where  couiinoa  kindlier  bad  no  part, 
I  Of  aerrice  dooe  with  cold  (bnnalitjr, 
j  Fretting  the  feier  roond  the  lasguid  heart, 
'  And  gnans  which,  as  the;  Mid,  might  rake  ■  deid 


!  These  tiling*  jort  served  to  stir  the  Elambering  senae^ 
Nor  pain  nor  pity  in  my  bcacm  raised. 

.  With  strength  did  memory  ri^um ;  and,  thence 

I  Dismiased,  again  on  open  day  I  gazed. 
At  hoosce,  men,  and  cooinioa  light,  amazed. 
The  lanes  1  aught,  and,  as  the  sun  retired. 
Came  where  beneath  tlie  trees  a  &ggot  blaud: 
The  travellers  Eaw  me  weep,  my  liite  inquired. 
And  gave  me  food — and  rest,  more  welcome,  more  deaiicd 

Rough  potters  seemed  they,  trading'  eoberly 
With  panniered  asses  driven  IVom  door  to  door; 
But  Ijfe  of  happier  rart  set  tbnh  to  me. 

And  other  joys  my  fancy  to  allure  — 

The  bag-pipe  dinning  on  the  midnight  moor 

In  bini  uplighted ;  and  companions  hoon. 

Well  met  from  far  with  revelry  secure 

Among  the  ibre^t  glade«,  while  jocund  Jane 

Rolled  &£t  along  the  sky  bis  warm  and  gcuial  moon. 

Bat  ill  they  suited  me  — those  jourocyE  dark 

O'er  moor  and  mountain,  midnight  theft  to  batch ! 

To  charm  the  surly  house^c^'s  &itliriil  hark. 

Or  hang  on  ^p-loe  at  the  lifted  lalcb. 

The  gloomy  lantern,  and  the  dim  blue  match. 

The  black  diBguise,  tlie  warning  whiaie  shiill. 

And  ear  still  busy  on  its  nightly  watch. 

Were  not  for  me,  brought  up  in  nothing  ill: 

Besides,  on  griefi  so  fresh  my  thoughts  were  brcodine 

EtilL 

What  could  1  do,  unaided  and  unble^t ! 

My  lather !  gone  was  every  friend  of  thine : 

And  kindred  of  dead  husband  are  at  bo=t 

Small  help;  and,  alter  msrriage  such  as  mine. 

With  little  kindness  would  to  me  incline. 

Nor  was  I  then  for  toil  or  service  tit ; 

My  deep-drawn  sighs  no  effurl  could  confine; 

In  open  air  forgetful  would  1  sit 

V/hdie  hours,  with  idle  arms  in  moping  sorrow  kniL 
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paced,  I  loitered  through  the  fields; 
',  jet  aometimes  lelPACcafled, 

life  to  what  chance  bounty  yields, 

p^eo,  now  utterly  tefused. 

I  fur  aiy  bed  have  often  used : 
Sicts  my  peace  with  keenest  ruth, 
re  my  iziner  self  abused^ 
le  home  delight  of  constant  truth, 
nd  open  soul,  so  prized  in  fearless  youth. 


irs  the  rising  sun  I  oft  have  viewed, 

LFB  hare  seen  him  towards  that  world  descend 

poor  heart  lost  all  its  fortitude : 

I  a  wanderer  now  my  course  I  bend — 

e  whither — for  no  earthly  friend 

She  ceased,  and  weeping  turned  away ; 

ae  her  tale  was  at  an  end, 

bccaose  she  bad  no  more  to  say 

petoal  weight  which  on  her  spirit  lay. 

LL 

itby  the  sailor*s  looks  expressed, 
4br  pondering  he  was  mute  the  while. 
nler*8  care  for  wretchedness, 
nre  help  to  calm  and  reconcile, 
■1  spring  and  hope*s  long-treasured  smile, 
for  him  to  speak— -a  man  so  tried, 
irre  her  heart,  in  friendly  Htyle 
words  of  comfi>rt  he  applied, 
I  vain,  while  they  went  pacing  side  by  side. 

LII. 

frcni  helps  of  turf,  before  their  sight, 
TCjf'kin^  in  the  eutia  slant  beam, 
■ii*  wreaths  that  into  one  unite 
jh  and  higher  mounts  with  silver  gleam: 
'jcle, —  but  instantly  a  scream 
■in^tiDg  shnll  did  all  remark  prevent; 
•*tl.  and  heard  a  hoarser  voice  blaspheme, 
.e  cntw.    Their  course  they  thither  bent, 
t  man  who  foamed  with  anger  vehement 

LIII. 

:  rton]  with  quivering  lips  and  pale, 

:*.  Qg  to  a  little  child  that  lay 

1  on  the  ground,  bet^an  a  piteous  tale ; 

i:m:>\e  freak  of  thoughtless  play 
mioked  hid  father,  who  straightway. 
1  blow  were  deadlier  than  the  last, 
*  pnor  innocent.     Pallid  with  dismay 
^rV  w  idow  heard  and  stood  aghast ; 

.ouikA  on  the  man  her  grey-haired  comrade  cast. 

uv. 

with  indignation  rising  hinrh 
her  deed  in  manhood^s  name  forbade ; 
iDt,  wild  in  passion,  made  reply 
rr  insult  and  reviiingB  sad; 


Asked  him  in  scorn  what  business  there  he  had ; 
What  kmu  df  plunder  he  was  hunting  now ; 
The  gallows  would  one  day  of  him  be  glad ;  — 
Though  inward  anguish  damped  the  sailor's  brow, 
Yet  calm  he  seemed  as  thoughts  so  poignant  would  allow. 


LV. 

SofUy  he  stroked  the  child,  who  lay  outstretched 
With  face  to  earth ;  and,  as  tlie  boy  turned  round 
His  battered  head,  a  groan  tlie  sailor  fetched 
As  if  he  saw — there  and  upon  that  ground—- 
Strange  repetition  of  the  deadly  wound 
He  had  himself  inflicted.    Through  his  brain 
At  once  the  griding  iron  passage  found ; 
Deluge  of  tender  thoughts  then  rushed  amain. 
Nor  could  his  sunken  eyes  the  starting  tear  resM^in. 

LVI. 

Within  himself  he  said  — What  hearts  have  W4 ! 
The  blessing  this  a  fiither  gives  his  child ! 
Yet  happy  thou,  poor  boy !  compared  with  me, 
Suflering  not  doing  ill  —  fate  far  more  mild. 
The  stranger's  looks  and  tears  of  wrath  beguiled 
The  father,  and  relenting  thoughts  awoke ; 
He  kissed  his  son  —  so  all  was  reconciled. 
Then,  with  a  voice  which  inward  trouble  broke 
£re  to  his  lips  it  came,  the  sailor  them  bespoke. 

LVII. 

I  **  Bad  is  the  world,  and  hard  is  the  world's  law 

Even  fur  the  man  who  wears  the  warmest  fleece ; 

I  ' 

:  Much  need  have  ye  that  time  more  closely  draw 
The  bond  of  nature,  all  unkindness  cease. 
And  that  among  so  few  there  still  be  peace : 
Else  can  ye  hope  but  with  such  numerous  foes 
,  Your  pains  shall  ever  with  your  years  increase  1"— 
I  While  from  his  heart  the  appropriate  lesson  flows, 
;  A  correspondent  calm  stole  gently  o'er  his  woes. 

LVIII. 

Forthwith  the  pair  passed  on ;  and  down  they  look 
Into  a  narrow  valley's  pleasant  scene 
Where  wreaths  of  vapour  tracked  a  winding  brook. 
That  babbled  on  through  groves  and  meadows  green ; 
A  low-roofed  house  peeped  out  the  trees  between ; 
The  dripping  groves  resound  with  cheerful  lays, 
And  melancholy  lowings  intervene 
Of  scattered  herds,  that  in  the  meadow  graze. 
Some  amid  lingering  shade,  some  touched  by  the  sun's 
rays. 

LIX. 

I 
They  saw  and  heard,  and  winding  with  the  road 

I  Down  a  thick  wood,  they  dropt  into  the  vale ; 

'  Comfort  by  prouder  mansions  unbcstowed 
Their  weary  frames,  she  hoped,  would  soon  regale. 
Erelong  they  reached  that  cottage  in  the  dale 
It  was  a  rustic  inn ;  —  the  board  was  spread. 
The  milk-maid  followed  with  her  brimming  pail. 
And  lustily  the  master  carved  the  bread. 
Kindly  the  housewife  pressed,  and  they  in  comfort  fed- 
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kir,  though  toth,  must  pwl : 
p  longer  now  agrees, 
Ji  and,  while  her  heart 

lietering  round  hia  knees, 

0  children  played ; 

k  o'eihung  witli  trees 

\;  bcnealli  the  shade 

c  luiiiml  strayed. 


Y  rivulet  stood; 

I  [1  beams  slione. 
o  Ecoop  the  Sood 
wherein  lay  one, 

e  fer  gone. 
^  well  behoved ; 

it  had  loved 
le  wasted  limbs  have  moved, 

d  with  honest  pain 
h  mual  there 


Brctch  m 


f  and  Jbllowing  near 

IS  retraced 
ji  sight  is  here," 

I  left  but  a  few  minutes  post 

•r  speed  they  ran, 

man  half  upraised 

id  deadly  wan ; 
Lp  she  gazed 
I  Odd  amazed ; 
I  witli  feeble  inoen. 

"God  Iw  praised, 

J  n  tended  and  alone !" 


Ichimney  seat, 

II  her  icy  foot 
B-eful  hands  apply. 

■  mn  sigh 
J.  her  head  to  rear; 
I  all ;  if  I  must  die, 
■8  for  you  will  hear; 
y  end  had  been  so  near. 


But  sickness  slopped  me  in  an  early  Btnge 
Of  my  sad  jouroey;  and  within  the  wain 
They  placed  mo  —  there  to  end  life's  pilgrimage, 
L'nlesB  beneath  your  roof  1  may  remain : 
For  1  olmll  never  see  my  fether's  door  again. 


"  My  life.  Heaven  knows,  hath  long  been  burtbemoON; 
I  But,  if  I  have  not  meekly  sufTered,  meek 
May  my  end  be!     Soon  will  this  voice  be  dumb: 
Should  child  of  mine  e'er  wander  hither,  e^peak 
Of  me,  say  that  tiie  worm  is  on  my  cheek. — 
Torn  from  oor  hut,  tlmt  stood  beside  ihc  sea 
Near  Portland  lighthouse  in  a  lonesome  creek, 
My  husband  served  in  sad  captivity 
On  sliipboard,  bound  till  pence  or  death  should  aet  biB 

"  A  sailor's  wife  I  fcnew  a  widow's  cares, 

I  Yet  two  sweet  little  ones  partook  my  bed ; 

Hope  cheered  my  dreams,  and  to  my  daily  preyen 
,  (.lur  heavenly  Father  granted  each  day's  bread ; 
'  Till  one  was  Ibund  by  stroke  of  violence  dead, 
I  Whose  body  near  our  cottage  chanced  to  lie ; 
I  A  dire  snspicion  drove  us  from  our  shed ; 
!  In  vain  to  find  a  friendly  face  we  try, 

Nor  could  we  live  together  those  poor  boys  and  I } 


\r  cDidd  procure, 
•  could  assuage. 


"  For  evil  tongues  made  oath  how  on  that  day 

My  hufiband  lurked  about  the  neighbourhood ; 

Now  he  had  ded,  and  whither  none  could  say. 

And  he  had  dune  the  deed  in  the  dark  wood  — 

Near  his  own  home!  — but  he  was  mild  and  good; 

Never  on  eartli  was  gentler  creature  seen ; 

He'd  not  have  robbed  the  raven  of  its  food. 

My  husband's  loving  kindness  stood  between 

Me  and  all  worldly  barms  and  wrongs  however  keek* 


Aloe !  the  thing  she  told  with  labouring  broal}| 

The  sailor  knew  loo  well.     That  wickedness 

His  hand  had  wrought;  and  when,  in  tlie  hniic  of  deidh 

He  aiw  his  wife's  lips  move  his  name  to  bless 

With  her  last  words,  unable  to  suppress 

His  anguish,  with  hia  heart  he  ceased  to  strive ; 

And,  weeping  lond  in  this  extreme  distress, 

He  cried  —  "Do  pity  mel    That  thou  shouldat  liva 

I  neither  ask  nor  wish — lorgivs  mc,  but  forgive  r* 


To  tell  the  change  tliat  voice  within  her  wrought 
Nature  by  sign  or  sound  made  no  essay ; 
A  sudden  joy  surprised  expiring  thoupiht. 
And  every  mortal  pang  dissolved  away. 
Borne  gently  to  a  bed,  in  death  she  lay ; 
Yet  still  while  over  her  the  husband  bent, 
A  look  was  in  her  lace  which  seemed  to  say, 
"Be  blest;  by  sight  of  thee  from  heaven  was  sent 
Peace  to  my  parting  soul,  the  fulness  of  content" 


I  peace,  —  his  puJscs  throbbed  and  stopped, 

be  gazed  upon  her  face,  —  Uien  took 

3  his,  Biu)  raised  it,  bat  both  dropped, 

u  own  he  eaet  a  rueful  look. 

sre  never  siTent ;  sleep  forsook 

;  evelids  stretched  ind  stilf  as  lead ; 

•oat  time  to  lime  under  him  shook 

i  he  lay  iiliuddcring  on  hia  bed ; 

groeoed  aloud,  "  O  God,  tliat  I  were  dead '.'' 

B  widow  lingered  in  the  cot; 

he  rose,  he  thisked  her  pious  care 

hich  hie  wife,  to  that  kind  slielter  broug-ht, 

arms ;  and  with  those  thanks  a  prayer 
i  fijT  her,  and  for  tlmt  merciful  pair. 
nterred,  not  one  hour  he  remained 
?ir  roof,  but  to  the  open  air 
now  with  fortitude  sustained, 
thin  a  hreast  where  dreadful  quiet  reigned. 

if  purpose,  fetrlessly  prepared 

I  aufieriog,  lo  the  city  straight 

ed,  and  ferthwitb  his  crime  declared : 

your  dtxnn,"  he  added,  "now  I  wail, 

ingcr  long,  the  murderer's  fate." 

tual  wsa  that  piteous  claim : 

le  sentence  which  will  end  though  late," 

he  pan^  that  to  my  conacicnce  came 

doed.    Mf  trust,  Saviour  1  is  in  thy  name !" 

H  pitied.     Him  in  icon  case 
rgive  the  intolerable  tliought) 

tMt :  —  no  one  on  hU  tbrm  or  tiice 
,  as  on  a  show  by  idlers  Bought ; 

sullferer,  to  hia  dcith-place  brought 

curiosity  or  chance, 

A>rm  the  evening  sky  is  wrought, 

ringing  corse  an  eye  can  glance, 

■  be  once  dropped,  in  miserable  trance. 
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ACT  I. 
ScENB,  road  in  a 
W*LL*CK  and  L"™ 

Ldcy.  The  troop  will  be  impatii 
Back  to  our  post,  and  strip  the  Scot 
Of  their  rich  spoil,  ere  they  recross  i 
—  Pity  that  our  young  chief  will  hm 
In  this  good  service. 

Wal.  Ratlier  let  us  gricvc 

That,  b  the  undertaking  which  has  caused 
His  Bbfience.  he  hath  sought,  whate'er  his  aim. 
Companionship  with  one  of  crooked  ways, 
From  whose  perverted  mu]  can  come  no  good 
To  our  conhding,  open-hearted,  leader. 

Lacy.  True;  and,  remembering  how  the  bend  I 

That  Oswald  finds  small  favour  in  our  sight. 
Well  may  we  wonder  ho  has  gnbed  such  power 
Over  our  much-loved  captain. 

Wal.  I  have  heard 

Of  some  dark  deed  to  which  in  early  life 
Uis  passion  drove  him — then  a  voyager 
Upon  the  midland  Sea.     You  knew  hia  hearing 
In  PdlesUns  T 

Laey.  Where  he  deapised  aliko 

Mohammedan  and  Christian.     But  enough ; 
Let  U9  begone  —  the  band  may  else  be  foiled. 

{Exevnl 
Enter  MABHtnDKE  and  WiLfOED. 

IVit,  Be  cautibua,  my  dear  master ! 

Mar.  I  perceive 

That  fear  ia  like  a  ctoab  which  old  men  huddle 
About  their  love,  aa  if  to  keep  it  warm. 

Wil.  Nay,  but  I  grieve  that  we  should  port.    Th- 
nranger, 
For  such  he  ia 

Mar.  Your  busy  fancies,  Wilfred, 

Might  tempt  me  to  a  smile ;  but  what  of  him  ? 

Wit.  You  know  that  you  have  saved  his  life. 

JVrnr.  1  know  r 

WU.  And  thai  he  bates  you! — Pardon  me,  perhaps 
That  word  was  hasty. 

Star.  Fy !  no  more  of  it, 

Wil.  Dear  master!  gratitude's  a  heavy  burden 
To  a  proud  soul.  —  Nobody  loves  tliis  Oswald - 
Yourself)  you  do  not  love  him. 


Mar. 


Idom 


I  honour  him.     Strong  feelings  to  his  lieart 
natural ;  and  from  no  one  can  he  learnt 
More  of  man's  thoughts  and  ways. than  his  experience 
■  Has  given  him  power  to  teach :  and  then  for  courage 
And  enlerprise — what  perils  halh  he  shuaned' 


Peace,  my  good  Wilfred ; 
|d  [ell  the  band 

days,  at  farlhesL 

'  is  over  kU  protect  you ! 

[Exit. 
inch  of  planlt  in  kit  hand.) 
a  plants  and  curioua  simpleB. 
.)    The  wild  rose,  and  ihe 
Ightshade : 
Oewald! 

That  which,  while  it  ia 
strong  to  heal — 

[Lookirtg  foraard. 
'II  saunter  here  awhile; 
ill,  by 
ini/.)    It  is  no  common  thing 
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To  make  the  proud  and  vain  his  tributaries, 

And  stir  the  pulee  of  lazy  charity. 

The  ecignories  or  Herbert  are  In  Devon ; 

We,  neighbours  of  the  £s[i  nod  Tweed :  't  is  mach 

The  Arch-impostor 

Mar.  Treat  him  gently,  CMwaldj 

Though  I  have  never  seen  bis  ftce,  methinks, 
There  cannot  come  a  day  when  I  ahall  ceosa 
To  love  him.     I  remeiuber,  when  a  boy 
or  scarcely  seven  year^'  growth,  beneath  the  Elm 
That  casts  its  shade  over  our  village  school, 
'T  v/aa  my  delight  to  sit  and  hear  Idonea 
Repeat  her  fiither's  terrible  adventures. 
Till  all  the  band  of  play-mates  wept  together; 
And  tliat  was  the  beginning  of  my  love. 
And,  Itirough  all  converse  of  oiir  later  yean. 
An  image  of  this  old  man  still  was  present. 
When  1  liid  been  most  happy.     Pardon  me 
If  this  be  icily  spoken, 

OitD.  See,  they  come. 

Two  travellers! 

Mar.  (poind.)    The  woman  is  Idoneo. 

Olio.  And  leading  Herbert. 

Mar.  We  must  let  them  \»m 

This  thichet  will  conceal  us.  [They  iltp  aM 


Enter  Id< 


\,  leading  Herb^t  blind. 


lilnn.  Dear  fnlher,  you  sigh  deeply;  eversinea 
We  left  the  willow  shade  by  the  brook-side, 
Vour  natural  breathing  has  been  troubled. 

Ilir.  Nay, 

Vou  are  loo  fearful ;  yet  must  I  confess. 
Our  march  of  yesterday  had  better  suited 
A  firmer  step  tlian  mine. 

lilon.  That  dismal  Moor — 

In  spite  of  all  the  larks  that  cheered  our  path, 
I  never  can  forgive  it:  but  how  steadily 
You  paced  along,  when  the  bewildering  moonligbt. 
Mocked  me  with  many  a  strange  fantastic  shape ! ' 
I  thought  the  convent  never  would  appear ; 
It  seemed  to  move  away  from  us :  and  yet. 
That  yoii  are  thus  the  ftult  ia  mine ;  for  the  air 
Was  Eofl  and  warm,  no  dew  lay  on  the  gnss. 
And  midway  on  the  waste  ere  night  hod  bllen 
I  spied  a  covert  walled  and  roofed  with  aods — 
A  miniature ;  bolike  some  shepherd-boy. 
Who  might  have  found  a  nothing-doing  hour 
Heavier  than  work,  raised  it:  within  that  hut 
We  might  have  made  a  kindly  bed  of  heath. 
And  tliankliilly  there  rested  nde  hy  side 
Wrapped  in  our  cloaks,  and,  with  recruited  strength. 
Have  hailed  the  morning  sun.     But  cheerily,  Eilher,'' 
That  staff  of  yours,  1  could  almost  have  heart 
To  Iling'I  away  from  you:  you  make  no  use 

le,  or  of  my  strength ;  —  come,  let  me  feel 
Tbnt  you  do  press  upon  me.    There  —  indeed 
are  quite  exhaiuted.    Let  us  rest  awhile 


bank. 


[On  thu green  ban 

A 


[ffenlf  AM 


Set.  iafltr  Mmr  lime.')     Idonea,  jrim  are  silent, 
lai  1  dinne  the  caaso. 

Um.  Do  not  reproach  me : 

1  podcred  psli^nlly  jrour  wish  and  will 
Wben  I  give  way  to  your  request;  and  now, 
Wbm  I  behoM  the  niins  of  Uml  lace, 
TInEe  FyBballs  dark — dark  beyond  hope  of  light, 
M  Ihink  that  Ihey  were  blasted  for  my  m\te, 
lie  game  of  Mirmaduke  is  bbwn  away  ; 
F^iber,  I  would  not  change  that  Eacred  feeling' 
For  ill  this  world  can  gicc. 

Brr.  Nay,  be  composed: 

Fis  minutes  gone  a  laintneaa  ovci^pread 
Hj  fiime,  and  I  bethoug-ht  tne  of  two  things 
'      Ine'er  had  heart  to  separate — tny  grave, 
Aad  thee,  my  child  I 

Uon.  Believe  me,  honoured  eirel 

Til  weariness  that  breeds  these  gloomy  fancies, 
.^Dd  you  mistake  ihe  cause :  you  hear  the  woods 
Remind  witli  mnslc,  could  you  see  Ilie  fiin, 

Ana  look  upon  the  pleasant  Ace  of  Nnture 

fftr.  I  comprehend  thee — I  should  bo  as  clieerful 
Ai  if  we  two  were  twins ;  two  songBlers  bred 
In  the  same  nest,  my  «pring-iinie  one  with  thine. 
My  liiiciea,  &Dcies  if  they  be,  arc  such 
Ai  come,  dear  child !  from  a  fiir  deeper  source 
Tbaa  bodily  weariness.    While  here  we  sit 
1  feel  my  strength  reluming.  —  Tho  bequest 
Of  thy  kind  patroness,  wbich  to  receive 
We  have  thoa  far  adventured,  will  sulGce 
To  BTe  thee  from  the  eittreme  of  penury ; 
EiiB-ticn  Ihy  fathtrr  mtll^t  lie  down  and  die, 
IloH  will  thou  Eland  alone  1 

Uon.  Is  he  not  strong? 

!i  he  not  raliant  1 

Rtr.  Am  1  then  so  soon 

PujoUen !  have  my  warnings  passed  so  quickly 
Oolof  thy  mind!     My  dear,  my  only  child; 
Tbou  Houldst  be  leaning  on  a  broken  reed  — 

Tbb  Utrmaduke 

Hon.  O  could  you  hear  his  voice : 

Akt!  JO)  do  not  know  him.    He  it  one 
(I  not  nor  what  ill  tongue  has  wronged  him  with  you) 
Ail  g?ntleneee  and  love.     His  face  beapeaks 
A  dnp  aod  simple  meekness ;  and  that  ioiil, 
Which  with  Ihe  motion  of  a  virWoua  act 
Flubei  a  look  of  terror  upon  guilt, 
k  itter  conflict,  quiet  as  the  ocean, 
%i  miraculous  finffer,  aliUed  at  once. 
If'T.  L'lihsppy  woman! 
Uen.  Nay,  it  was  my  duly 

Tht  much  to  speak ;  bat  think  not  I  fo^et — 
Dmt  btber!  bow  couM  I  forget  and  live — 
Yoa  and  the  atory  of  that  doleful  night 
When,  Antioch  blazing  to  her  topmost  towers, 
Tm  rndted  into  the  marderoiu  Samea,  returned 
Wai  MM  the  gnve,  bnt,  aa  you  oft  Imvb  told  me, 
iTufing  ynar  in&nt  daughter  to  jour  heart. 


I  Her.  Thy  mother  too  !- 

I I  caught  her  vitici;;  ahe  ll 

j  t  felt  thy  infant  brother  in  .. 
'■  She  saw  my  blasted  fiice — i 
I  That  instant  rushed  betwecbi  ub, 
I  Her  last  death-shriek,  distinct  an 

IJon.  Nay,  &ther,  slop  not;  lt,L 
I     Her.  Dear  daughter!  prcciouari 

For  my  old  age,  it  doth  remnin  witL 
'  To  make  it  what  tliou  wilt.     Thi 

That  when,  on  our  return  from  t 

I  found  how  my  domains  had  bee 
;  !  took  thee  in  my  arms,  and  we  i, 
I  Our  wanderings  together.  Provi 
I  At  length  conducted  us  (o  Rosslai 

Our  nielancboiy  story  moved  a  st 

To  take  thee  to  her  home  —  and  toi  ...,=dir. 

Soon  after,  the  good  Abbot  of  SL  Cuthb 
i  Supplied  my  helplessness  with  food  and 

And,  as  tliou  know'st,  gave  me  that  hu 
■  Where  now  we  dwell.  —  For  many  ye«, 
I  Thy  absence,  till  old  age  and  fresh  iofiri 

Exacted  thy  return,  and  our  reunion. 

1  did  not  think  that,  during  that  long  absence. 

My  child,  forgetful  of  Ihe  name  of  Herbert, 

Hod  given  her  love  to  a  wild  freebooter. 

I  Who  iiere.  upon  the  borders  of  the  Tweed, 
Doth  prey  alike  on  two  distracted  cauni 
Traitor  to  both, 

/Jon.  Ob,  could  you  hear  his  voice. 

I I  will  not  call  on  Heaven  to  vouch  tor  me, 

'  But  !cl  this  kiss  e|ienk  what  is  in  my  heart, 

I  Enter  a  PeasanL 

Pfa.  Good  niorraw,  strangers !   If  you  want  a  guid^ 
Let  me  have  leave  to  serve  you  1 

Idon.  My  companion 

Hatii  need  of  rest ;  tlie  sight  of  hut  or  hostel 
Would  bo  most  welcome. 

Pf-  Yon  while  hawthorn  gained, 

I  You  will  look  down  into  a  dell,  and  there 
!  Will  see  an  ash  from  which  a  sign-board  hangs; 
The  house  is  hidden  by  the  shade.     Old  man, 
I  You  seem  worn  out  wiili  travel — shall  I  supprt  you! 

Her.  I  Ihonk  you;  but,  a  resting-place  so  near, 
'T  were  wrong  to  trouble  you. 
I      Pfa.  God  speed  you  both. 

[Exit  PoasanU 
Her.  Idoneri.  wc  must  part.     Be  not  alarmed  — 
T  is  but  for  a  few  days  —  a  thought  has  struck  roe. 

Win.  Tliat  I  should  lenve  you  al  Ihin  house,  and  tlienca 
Proceed  alone.    It  shall  be  so ;  for  strength 
Would  fail  you  ere  our  journey's  end  be  reached. 

[Exit  Herbebt,  supported  by  Idohi*. 

Rt-mter  Makkaddkb  and  Oswald. 

Mar.  This  instant  will  we  stop  him 

0*10.  Be  not  hut;. 

For,  loiDetiincs,  in  despite  of  my  conviction, 
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IB  Btory  U 

jjlhy  w 
ir  ot'  his  soul — 
lauld  befiil  her 

n  much  deceived. 

[ti  ihc  maiden,  and  never  love 
e  iteelf  eo  itrangely, 


Truth  ID  his  Btory ! 
1,  known  what  it  wii, 
I  ber  gentle  heait 

Strange  p1e« 

I  for  ourselvea ! 
I  her  tenderness 

Lnd  infirmity! 
Iiwenty  yeara. 

:  l  shake  her  off  at  once. 

a  instruments. — A  man 
I  the  world's  cold  aenae, 
III!  —  what!  leave  her  thus, 


Something  ie  here 
e  ihia  strong  aversion ! 
Inworthy  tales 

I]  have  had  enemiea. 
i  own  coinage. 

That  may  be, 
n  such  aa  you 
Imps  he  looks  elsewhere,  — 

!~t  thou  heard 
Jiing  atands  clear  of  mystery ; 
13  himself  the  slander 
ear;  —  for  a  plain  reason; 
'  a  virtuous  man 
I  oyo  would  search  his  hoart, 
is  evil  deeds 
|riL     All  la  plain: 


Vet  that  a  ftther 
0  rivals  hip, 

J-t  of  his  own  child 

Mny  friendship! 

lieaven  fiirbid !  — 
■,  triflbg  indeed  — 
—  yet  I  believe 
Lt  of  it  again 

e  by  chnnce  have  witneaed. 
[aningi 

Tivo  days 


Hovering  round  Ilerttert's  door,  a  man 
Resembled  much  that  cold  volupluiry, 
The  villain,  Cliflbrd.  He  hates  you,  i 
Where  he  can  atab  you  deepest 

JMar.  Cli£ 

Would  stoop  lo  skulk  shout  a  cottage 
It  could  not  be. 

Oiw.  And  ycl  I  now  remcr 

That,  when  your  praise  was  warm  upi 
And  the  blind  man  was  told  bow  you  I 
A  maiden  from  the  ruffian  violence 
Of  Ibis  aame  Clifford,  he  became  impt 
And  would  not  hear  me. 

Mar,  No — it  cam: 
I  dare  not  trust  myseif  with  such  a  th 
Yet  whence  this  strange  aversion  1  \ 
Not  used  to  rash  conjectures 

Osu).  If  yi 

A  thing  worth  furlhur  notice,  we  mus 

With  caution,  sill  the  matter  artiiilly. 

[Exfunt  Mah]|*du 


Scene,  fAa  diior  of  the  B 
Herbebt,  Ido.vea,  and  I 

//(T.  (wolfj.)  As  I  BQi  dear  lo  you. 
This  last  request. 

Idnn.  You  knowme,eiro 

Hrr.  And  are  you  going  thenl  Cor 
We  must  not  part,  —  1  have  measure! 
When  these  old  limbs  had  need  of  rec 
I  will  not  pisy  the  sluggard. 

Won.  Nay,  sil 

[' 
Good  host,  such  tendance  as  you  wouL 
From  your  own  children,  if  yoiiraelf  \ 
Let  this  old  man  lind  at  your  bands;  ; 
[Lo 
We  soon  shall  meet  again.  If  thou  i 
This  charge  of  thine,  then  ill  befal  th< 
The  little  fool  ia  loth  to  stay  behind. 
Sir  Host  I  by  all  the  love  you  bear  to 
Take  care  of  hint,  and  feed  the  truan 

HiM.  Fear  not,  I  will  obey  you ;  — 
And  one  so  Mr,  it  goes  against  my  he 
That  you  should  travel  unattended,  la 
I  have  B  palfrey  and  a  groom :  the  lot 
Shall  squire  you,  (would  it  not  be  bcti 
And  for  len  fee  than  I  would  let  him 
For  any  Isdy  I  have  seen  this  twelvei 

Idmi^  Yon  know,  sir,  I  have  been  to 
Not  to  have  learnt  to  laugh  at  little  U 
Why,  if  a  wolf  should  leap  from  out  i 
A  look  of  mine  would  send  bim  scour 
Unless  I  differ  from  tlie  thing  1  am 
When  yon  are  by  my  aide. 

Htr.  Idonea,  i 

I  Are  not  lbs  enemies  that  move  my  fc 


,^ 
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Uon.  No  more,  I  pray,  of  this.    Throe  days  at  fartlicsl 
^Vill  bring  me  back  —  protect  hiui,  Samts  —  farewell! 
[Exit  Idosea. 
ffoff.  ^ia  never  ilrou^t  with  uh— St.  Cuthbert  and 
hia  pilgrims, 
flunks  to  theo),  are  to  us  a  stream  of  comfort : 
Pity  the  maiden  did  not  wait  a  white ; 
Sif  Kjuld  not,  sir,  hove  fiiiled  of  company. 

Btr.  Now  she  is  gone,  I  fain  would  caliper  bock. 
Hot!.  {elUling.-)  Holla ! 

//rr.  No,  no,  Ihc  business  must  be  done. — 

Wbal  means  this  riotous  noise ! 

Ho*L  The  villngers 

Are  Hocking  in  —  a  wedding  Testival  — 
Tlul  't  all  —  Cod  eave  you.  sir. 


Enlcr  Oswald. 

Onr.  Ila!  as  1  live, 

The  BBron  Herbert. 

Ihit,  Mercy,  the  Boron  Herbert! 

One.  So  far  into  your  journey !  on  my  lite, 
Vouarea  lusty  Traveller.    But  liow  lare  yoiil 

Ber.  Wellas  the  wreck  I  am  permits.    And  you,  ei 

Ono.  I  do  not  see  Idonca. 

Her.  Dulitiil  girl, 

Kbc  is  gone  betbr«,  to  epare  toy  wearinees. 
Bui  what  has  brought  yoQ  hitlier ! 

"■V.  A  slight  a&ir, 

Ikt  will  be  aooo  deapaicbed. 

Btr.  Did  Harmaduke 

Rwive  that  letter  T 


Otit. 


-Then 


Be  at  peace. 
Utroken.  you  will  hear  no  more  of  htm. 

Ber,  This  is  true  comfort,  thanke  a  ttiousnnd  limes  I — 
"^i  noise!  —  would  I  had  gone  with  her  as  tiir 
Aillie  Lord  Cliffiird's  castle:  I  have  heard 
llat,  in  his  milder  moods,  he  has  exprefscd 
ComfBssioo  far  me.     His  influence  is  great 
Wnh  Henry,  our  good  king ;  —  (he  Baron  might 
Ilin  heard  my  suit,  and  ur^ed  my  plea  at  court, 
^oimtler  —  he's  a  dangerous  man.  —  That  noise!  — 
Tb  too  disorderly  for  sleep  or  rest 
lioai  would  Lave  fears  for  me, —  the  convent 
Will  give  me  ijuiet  lodging.    Vou  have  a  boy,  goodhost, 
.tnd  bt  must  lead  me  back. 

On.  You  are  most  lucky ; 

I  lare  been  waiting  in  the  wood  bard  by 
Fa- 1  cccDpaiiion  —  here  he  cooies ;  our  journey 


Enter  MabkajiI'ke. 
'■Kt  on  your  way ;  accept  us  as  your  guides. 
Her.  Alas !  1  creep  so  slowly. 
Onr.  Never  tear; 

^Vll  not  catn|dain  of  that 

Hit.  Uj  limbs  ftre  ttiff 

And  ae^  rppoae.    Could  you  but  wait  an  hour? 
Om*.  MMtwillingly!— Come,  let  m»lo>d  you  id. 


And,  whilo  you  take  your 

We  'U  stroll  into  the  wool 

[0,n<i 

Enler 
One.  {to  hirmrlf  camiuK  i™  —  — 
prepared  a  luoat  b[ 
The  vagrant  must,  no  dou 
About  this  ground  ;  she  h 
By  mingling  natural  matl^..  . 
With  all  the  daring  fictions  I  i 
To  win  belief,  such  as  my  plot 

Enter  more  Viliagere,  a  Mubi- 
llotl.  {to  them.)    Into  the  c 
youiself 
Aloft  upon  the  elm-tree.    Pretty 
Garlands  and  flowers,  and  cakes  imii 
Are  here,  to  send  the  sun  Into  the  wi 
More  sjieedily  than  you  belike  would 


ScBMB  change*  to  the   Wood  adjoinklt 

MMtNADUKB   and   Ob W  ALU  < 

Mar.  I  would  fain  hope  that  wa  <1 
When  first  I  saw  him  sitting  there,  i 
It  struck  upon  my  heart  I  knew  not  tiow. 

One.  To^ay  will   clear   up  oil. —Yon   imta 

C(.>tlage,  '■ 

Tlinl  nigged  dwelling  cinae  lw.'neat}i  a  rock 
By  the  brook-eido ;  it  is  the  abode  of  one, 
A  maiden  innocent  till  ensnared  by  Cliffiird, 
Who  soon  grew  weary  of  her;  but,  alas! 
What  she  had  seen  and  suffered  lunied  her  brain. 
Cost  off  by  her  betrayer,  she  dwells  alone. 
Nor  moves  her  hands  to  any  needfiil  work ; 
She  eats  her  food  which  every  day  the  peasants 
Bring  to  ber  liut;  and  so  the  wretch  has  lived 
Ton  years;  and  no  one  ever  heard  her  vokb; 
But  every  night  at  the  first  stroke  of  twelve 
She  quits  ber  house,  and,  in  the  neighbouring  churchyard' 
Upon  the  selfsame  spot,  in  mm  or  storm. 
She  paces  out  the  hour  '(wist  twelve  and  one  — 
She  paces  round  and  round  on  infant's  grave. 
And  in  the  churchyard  sod  her  test  have  worn 

A  hollow  ring;  tliey  say  it  is  knee-deep 

Ah  I  what  is  here' 

[A  female  Beggar  rises  vp,  n^bivg  her  fytt' 
as  if  imleep  —  a  child  in  hemrmi. 

Brg.  Oh !  gentlemen,  1  thank  you ; 

I've  had  the  saddest  dream  thnl  ever  troubled 
The  heart  of  living  creature.  —  My  poor  babe 
Was  crying,  as  1  thought,  crying  lor  bread 
When  I  had  none  to  give  him;  whereupon 
I  put  a  slip  of  foKgluve  in  his  hand, 
Which  pleased  him  eo,  that  he  was  hushed  at  ooo ; 
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n»  Kprtwd  belk 

ni  point  bim  out; — a  maiden  b  his  ( 

ihe  eiuU  wick  jaj 

Lovely  as  Spring's  first  rose ;  a  liitla . 

iiultiaev. 

Tied  by  a  woollen  cord,  moves  on  bda 

ubewooUdie, 

With  look  as  nd  OS  he  were  dumb ;  tl 

^th>i.m7b.bbli<«g<»>p; 

I  owe  him  no  ill  will,  but  in  good  eooll 

oa.           [Gae»  her  monnf. 

He  dopa  hia  master  crediL 

The  SiiiiU  reward  you 

Mar.                             Aa  I  live, 

.«Lw.ihi«f«»wJaw»y; 

'T  m  Herbert  and  no  other! 

Mnng«  dog. 

Beg.                                    Tkafe. 

«t«i  wad. 

Lank  as  a  ghost  and  tall,  his  shoulders 

Me  be  dept. 

And  long  beard  white  with  age  —  yet 

■-.  then  oo  a  fwdden 

As  if  he  were  the  only  saint  on  earth. 

lofwl  of  hix  bead : 

He  turns  his  6ce  to  heaven. 

chiU]  it  must  have  been  a 

One.                                 But  why 

Against  this  venerable  man ! 

d  to  sleep,  take  «iy  advice, 

Beg.                                   rillcll 

irniKtt,  under  cover. 

He  has  the  ver;  hardest  heart  on  eartl 

not  talk  thu»,  if  you  knew 

[  had  as  lief  turn  to  the  Friar's  school 

■IV  sk'cp  will  master 

And  knock  for  entrance,  in  mid  holida; 

■ntlofolk  bsvegot 

Mar.  But  to  your  stoty. 

»h.    1  'd  raiher  be 

fl'^.                               I  was  sayii 

But  two  nights  gone. 

Wdl :  —he  has  otlcn  spumed  me  like 

-  wind  ami  rain        , 

Bui  yesterday  was  worse  than  all;  — i 

snii  yel  1  saw 

I  overtook  him.  sirs,  my  babe  and  I, 

f.iverl  of  the  fiirze, 

And  begged  a  litUe  aid  fiir  charity : 

ailiyltliceky; 

But  he  was  snappish  aa  a  cottage  cur. 

1  God  in  Heaven.— 

Well  then,  says  I  — Til  out  with  it;  i 

I  cast  a  look  upon  the  girl,  and  telt 

and  if  jou  think 

Aa  if  my  heart  would  burst;  and  so  I 

,!  you  ahmild  chido 

One,  I  tliink,  good  woman,  you  are 

ntler  —  tliia  good  day 

Whom,  but  a  few  days  past,  1  saw  in  I 

At  Herbert's  door. 

to  you  both;  hi.uOBir! 

Beg.                     Ay;  and  if  truth  w 

fl  on  whole  hours 

I  have  good  businen  tliere. 

nn  the  ground. 

One.                               I  met  you 

how,  to  Hnd 

And  he  seemed  angry. 

ihmugh  the  du«L 

Beg.                            Angry !  well  1 

ntcr.    Pray,  good  lady ! 

And  long  as  I  can  stir  Hi  dog  him.  — 

To  serve  me  so,  and  knowing  that  he  ( 

you  are  like  the  rest. 

The  beat  of  all  he  has  to  me  and  mine. 

in  the  heart  — 

But 't  ia  all  over  now.  -That  good  old 

t:gar  from  their  doors, 

Has  left  a  power  of  riches;  and  I  any  i 

■.an  MC  the  babe 

If  there 's  a  lawyer  in  the  land,  the  kn 

ino  where  I  bought  il: 

Shall  give  me  half 

ipnn  my  fece — 

0$ic.                   Wbat'sthiat-Ife 

T. 

You  have  been  insolenL 

Come  hiLber,  fathers. 

Beg.                                And  there's 

>m  this  poor  wretch  1 

I  spied  him  skulking  in  his  peasant's  di 

ndy  that  feels  for  ua. 

Ota.  Howsayyout  indisguise?  — 

overlook 

n.anly! 

Mar.                                     But  what 

With  Herbert  or  his  daughter? 

Beg.                                     Da  ugh 

But  how's  the  day!  — I  fear,  my  liiUe 

y '"  """'• 

hero  again 

Well,  but  mftly. 

JMof.  I  must  haws  more  of  this;- y 

you ! 

An  inch,  till  I  am  answered.    Know  yi 

JUarkyoume; 

That  dolh  concern  this  Herbert ! 

r\ 
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8(?-  You  are  provotcd, 

AAd  trill  miiuBB  me,  sir! 
Mar-  No  trifling,  woman !  — 

One.  You  ate  la  «afe  as  ia  a  sanctuarf ; 
Spak. 
Mt.  Speak! 

Beg.  He  is  B  meet  Imrd-beurled  man. 

Mot.  Your  life  is  at  mj  mercy. 
Stg.  Do  not  liann  me, 

And  I  wi]|  tell  yon  all !  —  You  know  not,  air, 
Whit  strong  temputioos  press  upon  Ids  poor. 
Oitc.  Speak  out. 

Beg.  O,  sir,  I've  been  a  wicked  woman. 

Onr.  Naj,  but  speak  out  1 

Btg.  He  flattered  me,  and  said 

Wbl  harvest  it  would  brmg  ua  both ;  and  so, 
Iprted  with  the  child. 
Mar.  Parted  with  wliom ! 

Brg.  Idonea,  as  he  calls  her;  but  the  girl 
Itnine. 
Har.     Yours,  woman  1  sre  you  Herbert's  wife  ■? 
Beg.  Wife,  sir!  bis  wife  — not  I;  my  husband,  sir. 
Wis  of  EirkoBwald  —  maoy  a  snowy  winter 
We're  weathered  out  togetiier.     My  poor  Gilfred! 
&  has  been  two  years  In  bis  grave. 
Mar.  Enough. 

One.  We've  solved  the  riddle  —  Miscreant! 
Mar-  Do  you, 

Good  dame,  repair  to  Liddesdaie,  and  wait 
F«  mj  return ;  be  Hire  you  sliall  have  justice. 
Om.  A  lucky  woman! — go,  you  have  done  good 
•crvice.  [AMe. 

Mar,  (lo  himtel/.)     Eternal   praises  on  tlio   power 

that  saved  her !  — 
Omt.  {givt*  her  mojiri/.)    Here  'a  for  your  little  buy 
—  aod  when  you  christen  bim 
nibehisgodtather. 

Big.  O,  sir,  you  are  merry  with  me. 

la  ^nge  or  farm  this  Hundred  scarcely  owna  | 

Aiiof  thai  does  not  know  me. — These  good  folks. 
For  bve  irf  God,  1  must  not  pass  their  doors ; 
Bd  I'll  be  back  with  my  be»it  speed:  for  you  — 
Gcd  blea  and  thank  yon  both,  my  gentle  masters. 

[Exit  Beggar. 
Mar,  (lo  kimielf.)    The  cruel  viper ! — Poor  devoted 

Km  1  do  love  thee. 
One,  1  am  thunderstruck. 

Mar.  Where  ii  she  —  holla  r 

[Coning-  (0  fAe  Beggar,  who  rKlurm;  he  lookt 
at  her  ilecd/aslly. 

You  are  Idonca's  mother  1  — 
Sij,  be  not  terrified  —  it  docs  me  good 
To  look  upon  you. 

One.  {inttrrupiing.)    In  a  pnaant'i  drcsa 
Too  «w,  who  was  it  J 
Btg.  Nay,  I  dare  not  speak ;  \ 


Ho  is  a  miQ,  if  it  sitoul 
1  never  shall  be  heard  a 

Oiw. 

Beg.  Wliatcan  I  do 
I  love  her,  tliou^j  1  dare 

One.  Lord   Cliffiird—  _-l 

Heibertl 

Beg.  Yes,  to  my  sorr 
At  Herbert'e  doot — ani  » 

The  blind  man  —  at  the  „,ivi,.: 
With  such  a  look  —  it  makes  t 
To  tliink  of  iL 

0(ie,  Enough '.  yot 

Mar.  {to  himtflf.)     Fatht 
cannot  give 
A  holier  name;  and,  under  such 
To  lead  a,  spirit  spotless  as  the  Hi 
To  lliat  abhorred  den  of  brutiah  vice 
Oswald,  the  firm  tbimdalion  of  my 
Is  giiing  fVom  under  me ;  these  strs 
Looked  at  from  every  point  of  tear  u 
Duly,  or  love  —  invoice,  I  feci,  my  ri 


ScenK,  A  chamber  in  the  I/oild 
riling  from  a  table  on  uihich  he  I 
Ota.  They  chose  Atm  for  their  chief!  — ' 

He,  in  llio  preference,  modosl  yoiitb,  miglil  like, 

1  neither  know  nor  care.     The  insult  bred 

More  of  contempt  than  hatred ;  both  are  flown ; 

That  either  e'er  existed  is  my  shame : 

'T  was  a  dull  spark  —  a  most  unnatural  lire 

That  died  the  moment  the  air  breathed  upon  iL 

— These  fools  of  feeling  are  mero  birds  of  winter 

That  haunt  some  barren  island  of  the  north. 

Where,  if  a  tiimishing  man  stretch  forth  his  hand. 

They  think  it  is  to  feed  tliem.     I  have  left  bim 

To  solitary  meditation ;  —  now 

For  a  few  swelling  phrases,  and  a  fiash 

Of  tnitli,  enough  to  dazzle  and  to  blind. 

And  he  is  mine  for  ever  —  here  he  comes. 


Enter  M*i 

Mar.  These  ten  years  she  has  moved  her  lipe  all  daj 
And  never  speaks! 

0,110.  Who  is  ill 

Jllar.  I  have  seen  her. 

Otw.  Oh !  the  poor  tenant  of  that  ragged  homeatoad. 
Her  whom  the  monster,  Clillbrd,  drove  to  maJness. 

JUar.  I  met  a  peasant  near  the  spot ;  he  told  me, 
These  ten  years  she  had  sale  all  day  alone 
Within  those  empty  walls. 

Otw.  1  too  have  seen  her; 

Chancing  to  pase  this  way  some  six  months  gDoe^ 
At  midoight,  I  betook  me  to  the  churchyard : 
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IwSB  Btill.  SO  Still 

■■avps  bt'neath  them. 
V  pacing  round 
LuDcl  and  round, 


Eartlily  law 

'e  rank  not,  happily, 
1  of  their  rule 
la  who  feci 
lint  they  §pam 
•iah  what  they  spare 
WouM  that  Idonea 
might  bear 
I  alje  loves  him. 
I  truth  that  mukipliea 

f  moet  perplexing: 


Lib,  that  own 
Hkcs  Ibr  himself; 
lof  triumi^i. 
mg  lier  hither ;  —  here 
IS  guilt  proved 
L-n  lo  me. 
Iiough  we  well  may  [mat 

:  remember, 
tslalioned  here. 
k  have  seen  you 
mio  stormy  seas 
vy  at  your  bidding. 

Ried  a  band 


|n  and  cvtl, 
tnptible. 
n  due  preife, 
lietliing  more 
licts ;  and  b>day 

fad  hereafter 

;  hoar  mc  then, 

H,  if  compaBaion. 


Which  to  our  kind  is  nalurul  aa  life, 

Be  known  unto  you,  you  uill  love  tliis  wonan. 

Even  ae  I  do;  but  i  should  Iwthe  tlio  light. 

If  I  could  think  one  weak  or  partial  feeling 

Ojw.  You  will  forgive  me 

Mar.  If  1  ever  kucw 

My  heart,  conid  penetrate  ils  inmost  core, 
T  ia  at  this  moment  —  Oswald,  I  have  loved 
To  be  the  friend  and  fnther  of  the  oppressed, 
A  comforter  of  sorrow ;  —  there  is  eomething 
Which  looks  like  a  transition  in  my  «oul. 
And  yet  it  is  noL  —  Let  ua  lead  him  hither. 

Oiw.  Stoop  for  B  moment;  'ti«  an  net  of  Justice; 
'  And  where  'a  the  triumph  if  the  delegate 
Must  611  in  the  e:iecution  of  hia  oeic<3  T 
The  deed  is  done  —  if  you  will  have  it  mi  — 
.Here  where  westand  — that  tribe  of  vulgar  wretchea 
I  (You  saw  them  gathering  for  the  festival) 

j  Rush  in  —  the  vdlainsfeizc  us 

I      Mar.  Seine  l 

I     0«UJ.  Yea,  ibey— 

I  M^n  who  are  little  given  lo  sift  and  weigh  — 
Would  wreak  on  ua  the  passion  of  the  momenL 
Mar.  The  cloud  will  soon  disperse  —  farewell — but 

Thou  wilt  relate  the  slory. 

Ono.  Am  !  neither 

To  bear  a  part  in  this  man's  punishment. 

Nor  be  its  witness  ? 

j     Afi'T.  I  bad  many  hopes 

,  That  were  mcml  dear  to  me,  and  some  will  be&r 
I  To  be  transferred  to  tliee. 

j      Oiui.  When  I  'm  dishononrod  t 

Mar,  I  would  preserve  lliee.    How  may  this  be  done! 
Ono.  By  showing  tlial  you  look  beyond  the  iustanL 

A  few  leagues  hence  we  shall  have  open  ground. 

And  nowhere  upon  earth  is  place  so  fit 

To  look  upon  the  dpod.    Before  we  enter 

The  barren  moor,  hangs  from  a  beetling  rock 
j  The  ahaltercd  castle  in  which  Clifford  oft 
I  Has  held  infernal  orgies  —  with  the  gloom. 

And  very  superstition  of  the  place, 

Seasoning  his  wickedness.    The  debatichec 
I  Would  there  perhaps  have  gathered  the  liret  fruits 

Of  tliia  mock  father's  guilL 


Enter  Hoet,  eanducling  Hesbebt. 
Halt.  The  Boron  Herbert 

Atienda  your  pteaaure. 

I     Ono.  ((o  Host)  We  are  ready— 

I  {to  Herbeht.)     Sir ! 

I  hope  you  are  refreshed. — I  have  just  written 
A  notice  for  your  daughter,  that  she  may  know 

I  What  is  become  of  you. — Vou  'II  sit  down  and  sign  it; 

I 'T  will  glad  her  heart  to  see  her  father's  signature. 
,  I  [  Gives  the  teller  he  had  writ 

I     Her.  Thanks  for  your  care. 

I  [Silt  down  and  icritti.    Exit  HoaL 


1 


Om.  {atiit  to  Maaxuiiiee.)     Perlwiw  it  would  be 

Tluivou  Ino  should  subscribe  your  name. 

[MiiHuiViiE  ovrrlooki  Hkrbkrt — Ihen  uirUet  — 
tXHmiiet  Ihe  Uller  eagfrti/, 
Har,  I  cannot  lonve  thte  paper- 

[Itf  put*  it  up,  agitMtd. 
(he.  (uuJr,)  Dasurd!     Come. 

(Mahudueb  goei  loaardt  Hcmiert  and  tvpporls 
kin — MAkiADirKB  IrembUngty  beckons  OswAiB 
U  rote  Am  place, 
Ua.  (a»  ke  ipiili  Merbest.)     There  is  a  (Mlsy  in 
hisiimbs  —  he  shakes. 

[Enunl  Ohwuj)  and  IfntBERT—  Mabhaddse 
folloaing. 


Scni  tkangr*  M  «  Wood  ^  a  Group  of  Pilgrims 
Tirrt  Pit  A  grove  of  darter  and  more  lofty  Bhsde 

&c.  Pit.     Tlie  muBie  of  the  birds 
Ompi  deadened  from  a  roof  so  thick  with  leaves. 
(Mi  Pit.  Thisnewfl!    liniBdcmy  hearllespup  with 

Urn.  i  Ksrcclf  can  believe  iL 
nd  PiL  My^eir,  I  heard 

Ttc  Sheriff  reail,  in  open  court,  a  letter 
Wliirh  purportw!  it  was  the  royal  plcnpiire 
The  ftuon  Herbert,  who,  as  wu  supposedi 
Hid  litnu  refuse  in  tliis  nciglibourliooJ, 
SbcBld  be  fbrthwitli  restored.     The  hearing,  lady. 
Filled  ray  dim  eyes  with  tears.  —  When  I  returned 
^Palestine,  and  brought  with  me  a  heart, 
Thoagd  rich  in  heavenly,  poor  in  earthly,  comfort, 
'  iW  your  &lber,  then  a  wandering  outcast : 
HtJBij  1  guide,  a  shepherd's  boy;  but  grieved 
He  su  that  one  ao  young-  should  pass  his  youth 
lonch  nd  tervicc-,  and  he  parted  with  him. 
tV'e  joined  our  talcs  of  wretchedness  toother, 
And  begged  our  daily  bread  from  door  to  door. 
'  itlk  Eimiliarly  to  you,  sweet  lady ! 
Fn  once  you  loved  me. 

Sin.  You  sball  back  with  me 

And  we  your  friend  again.     Tbe  good  old  man 
'''ill  te  rejoiced  to  greet  you. 

OU  PiL  It  seems  but  yesterday 

"nal  I  fierce  alonn  o'ertooh  u?,  worn  with  travel, 
l)*ileep  wood  remote  from  ony  town. 
A  cave  that  opened  to  the  road  presented 
A  ftimdly  shelter,  and  we  entered  in, 
Uan.  And  1  was  with  you  I 

OUPa.  If  indeed 'twas  you  — 

Bnt'foa  were  then  a  tottering  little-one —  I 

H's  Mte  ua  down.    The  sky  grew  dark  and  darker : 
'  Anck  my  flint,  and  built  up  a  naall  6re  | 

I^ilk  rotten  boo^  and  leaves,  luch  ts  the  winda  | 

•  in  tbe  care  bad  piled.  ] 


Meanwhile  Hie  storm  Tell 
Our  little  tire  sent  forth  a 
And  we  were  c<)mf»rl"il,  nnu  i 
But 't  was  an  angry  night,  b 
The  thunder  rolled  in  peal  .v> 

A  sleeping  man  uiiea^  in  .-L 

O  lady,  you  have  need  lo  ioi      fui 
His  voice  —  methinks  I  heat  ii  nO' 
When,  after  a  broad  flash  tlial  fill. 
He  said  to  me,  that  he  had  fwxi  hw  » 
A  &ce  (no  cherub's  bee  more  In 
Revealed  by  luetre  brought  wil 
And  it  was  you,  dear  Udy 

/(/on.  Gu 

Thai  1  have  been  his  comlbrter  t 
And  will  be  so  through  every  chn 
And  every  sacrifice  hia  peace  rei         >i  — 
Let  us  bo  gone  witli  speed,  that  lie  laij  b" 
These  joyful  tidings  frmn  do  lips  but  ib<> 
[£nun(  I  DOM 


SoBSE.  Ike  Area  of  m  tHtJf-niined  Catde — oa  on 

the  enlTance  lo  a  dungrim —  Oew>U>  t 

oVKx  pacing  baekinaTdi  end  forwari*- 

,V«r.  'Tia  a  wild  night. 

OtiB.  I  'd  give  D 

For  sight  of  ft  warm  tire. 

iSar.  The  wind  l>loi 

My  hands  are  nnnib. 

Osto.  Hat  ha!  't  Ls  nipping  cold. 

[  Btoaing  his  fingerB. 
I  long  for  news  of  our  brove  comrades ;  Lacy 
Would  drive  those  Scottish  rovers  lo  their  dens 
ir  once  they  blew  a  horn  this  side  the  Tweed. 

Mar.  [  think  1  see  a  second  range  of  lowenj 
This  castle  has  another  area  —  como. 


Lctu 

Osio.  'T  is  a  bitter  night; 

I  hope  Idonea  is  well  housed.     Tliat  horseman. 
Who  at  full  speed  swept  by  us  where  the  wood 
Roared  in  the  tempest,  was  within  an  ace 
Of  sending  lo  his  grave  our  precious  charge : 
That  would  have  been  a  vile  mischance. 

Mar.  It  would. 

I     Quo.  Justice  had  been  ntoct  cruelly  defrauded. 

Mar.  Most  cruelly. 
i     Oiv.  As  up  the  steep  we  clomb, 

I  saw  a  distant  fire  in  the  north-east; 
I  took  it  for  the  blaie  of  Cheviot  Beacon  ; 
I  With  proper  speed  our  quarters  may  be  gained 
To-nion^w  evening. 

[iMoki  re*lUuly  loaardt  the  moulh  of  Ihe  dungeotk 

Mar,  When,  upon  the  plank, 

I  had  led  him  'cross  the  torrent,  his  voice  blessed  me: 
You  could  not  hear,  tor  the  foam  beat  the  tocka 
With  deafening  noise,  —  the  benediction  fell 
Back  on  himself;  but  changed  into  a  cune. 
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LighL  Otip.  Why  an  jou  not  the  nao  ; 

And  thia  ;ou  deem     I  momcct ! 

I  [He  dramt  Mxsvuim  t 

i-*-ing  piUfijI.  I     'War,  Yoo  t«y  he  vna  adeep,  —  )ook 

an  odd  moeDing' that  ic! —  And  tell  me  if  tu  fit  for  euch  a  work. 
Uight;  odd   Oswald,  Oswald !  [L»bi 

?.  wliile  we  Mand  One.  This  is  Gome  sudden  s 

y;  —  I'll  be^o  J/or.  A  most  alrange  faintnes,— 


lilt  iog  of  his,  jou  are  mre, 
I?  muH  have  periabed ; 
\\K'\  an  oak  to  epiialen. 
|s  tonka — that  he 
re  here  agaio, 
)iild  quail  me  more 

J    The  old  blind  man, 
I  mischance,  was  troubled 


|ri  lender  heart! 
ifo  Joipn  into  Iht  dungeon. 

Truly,  1  was  going 

Were  there  not 

1  6vc  leagues, 

p  and  b^'llfi, 

I  [ilaying  the  fi»l  here 


Perhaps, 
b  descend  togellier, 
whnt  say  you  to  it! 
■■■p  each  other  warrar 
iir-legged  friend 
r  I  'II  not  engage; 

These  drowsy  shiTcruigs, 
creeping  over  me, 
I  iIiIb  my  single  body 
e  would  tremble : 
not  the  depth 
i\  the  reach  of  thought? 
iS  tor  judgment, 
I  turns  my  Tnind 
—  my  breast 
lipf  the  Universe: 
li(c  a  child. 

I  ihing  you  noticed  not: 

i|i  of  tliuniler 

linll -rousing  force. 
I  (fiiill  may  shudder; 

ilKiin  who  walk 

WB  ;■  with  Ihem, 


A  draught  of  water! 

One.  Nay,  to  see  you  ti 

Mores  me  beyond  my  bearing.  —  1  will 
To  gain  the  lorreni's  brink,  [ 

Mar.  (ufler  a  pauu.)  It  seems  an 
Since  that  man  left  me. — No,  I  am  not 

Jler.  {al  Ike  mouth  of  the  diington.') 
hand;  where  are  yoa,  Friends!  i 
How  goes  the  night 

Mar.  T  is  hard  to  mess 

In  such  a  weary  night,  and  such  a  place 

Her.  I  do  not  hear  the  voice  of  my  fr 

Mar.  A  minute  past,  he  went  to  fetci 
Of  water  from  the  torrent.  'T  is,  you  'J 
A  chcerieas  beverage. 

Her.  How  good  it  wai 

To  stay  behind !  —  Hearing  at  firet  no  a 
I  was  alarmed. 

Mar.  No  wonder;  thia  is  a  p 

That  well  may  put  some  (ears  into  jroio' 

Her.  Why  sot  a  rooflees  rock  had  be 
Storm-beaten  and  bewildered  as  we  wei 
And  in  a  night  like  this,  to  lend  your  cli 
To  make  a  bed  for  me !  —  My  girl  will ' 
When  she  ia  told  of  it. 

Mar.  This  daughter  o 

Is  very  dear  to  you. 


Her. 


'.  but  you  are  ji 
twenty  years  mue 


Over  your  head 
With  ail  their  natural  weight  of  sorrow 
Ere  can  be  known  to  you  how  much  a  li 
Uay  love  bis  child. 
Mar.  Thank  you,  old  msn,  for 

Her.  Fallen  am  I,  and  worn  out,  a  us 
Kindly  have  you  protected  me  to-night. 
And  no  return  have  I  to  make  but  pmye 
May  you  in  age  be  blea^  wiib  cuch  a  i 
When  from  the  Holy  I^nd  I  had  return' 
Sightle«  and  from  my  heritage  was  drii 
A  wretched  outcast — but  tliis  strain  of 
Would  lead  me  to  talk  fondly. 


Doni 


.  I  II 


0  iho  ai 


Your  words  are  precious  to  my  ears;  go 
Her,  You  will  forgive  me.  but  my  hra 
When  my  old  Leader  slipped  into  the  9< 
And  perished,  what  a  piercing  outcry  yo 
Sent  after  him.    1  have  loved  you  ever  i 

I  You  start — where  are  wel 

j     Mar.  O,  there  ia 

I  The  cold  blast  struck  me. 


^\ 


WRITTEN  IN   YOUTH. 


Hf.  T  w&B  a  Joalisb  queBtioa. 

Jbr,  But  when  yaa  were  an  outcast!  —  Mcaven  is 
jiisi: 
Vinjr  piety  would  Dot  nitsa  lis  duo  reward ; 
riiE  liltk  orphan  then  would  be  your  euccour, 
Am)  Jo  good  service,  though  she  knew  it  noL 

Utr.  1  turned  me  from  the  dwellinga  of  my  fiithers, 
It'hDK  Dooe  but  those  wbo  trampled  on  my  rights 
Scnnfd  to  remember  me.     To  the  wide  world 
Itmreher,  inmy  arma;  her  looks  won  pity ; 
Sieiraa  my  raven  in  the  wilderneaB, 
AdiI  bfuig-ht  me  food.    Huve  1  not  cause  to  love  her  ? 
.ttrr.  Vea. 

Brr.  Hore  thau  ever  parent  loved  a  child  1 

Mff.  Yea,  yea. 

ifer.  1  will  not  murmur,  merciful  God ! 

I  sill  Dot  murmur ;  blasted  as  I  have  been, 
iTiw  hast  left  me  ears  to  hear  my  daughter's  voice, 
AmJMtDB  to  fold  her  to  my  heart.     Submiaaiveiy 
Tim  I  idore,  and  find  my  rest  in  faith. 

Enter  Oswalo. 
'         On*.  Herbert!  —  confusion!     (oii'ife.)     Here  it  is, 
my  friend,  [PresmU  Iht  norn. 

.*  eiarming  beverage  for  you  lo  carouse, 

Tb  bitter  nigiit. 
&r.  Ha !  Oswald !  ten  bright  crosses 

lioulJ  have  given,  not  many  minutes  gone. 

To  inve  heard  your  voice. 
I       One.  Your  couch,  I  Tear,  good  Bano, 

llulwea  hat  cocnfbrtleaa:  and  yet  that  place, 

Wbra  (he  tempestuous  wind  first  drove  us  hither, 

fflt  nrm  as  a  wren's  oesL     Vou 'd  bettor  turn 

^d  under  covert  rest  till  break  of  day, 

Oriai  the  itorm  abate. 

(T^  MtanumiiE  atide.)     He  has  restored  you. 

No  iloabl  jou  have  been  nobly  enlcrtaine*! ! 

Sol  nil ! — how  came  he  fortii )    The  night-mare  con- 

HudriTen  him  out  of  harbour!  I 

Ibr.  1  believe 

fen  tun  guened  right. 

jfer.  The  trees  renew  their  murmur : , 

doK,  let  ns  house  together.  j 

[Oawiui  condvtU  him  to  Ike  dungeon. 
On,,  (rtlvmi.)  Had  1  not 

EKecmed  you  worthy  to  conduct  the  affair 
Id  it)  roost  fit  conclusion,  do  you  think 
I  vaold  so  long  have  struggled  with  my  nature. 
And scDothered  all  that's  man  in  me!  —  away !  — 

[Looking  towards  Ike  dungeon. 
"Va  man 's  the  property  of  him  who  best  , 

(^  feel  hta  Crimea.     I  have  resigned  a  privilege; 
It  sow  becomea  my  duty  to  resume  iL 

Utr.  Touch  not  a  finger I 

Otw.  What  then  must  be  done? 

Jbr.  Which  way  soe'er  I  turn,  I  am  perplexed. 
On».  Now.on  my  life,  I  grieve  for  you.    The  misery 
Of  daobt  ii  iiHBpporlable.    Pity,  the  beta 


Did  nut  admit  of  strongt 
I  Twelve  honest  men,  pla: 
Their  verdict  would  abo! 
I  Mar.  Weak!  I  am  we 
Feeding  itself. 
1      Osuj.  Verily,  when 

How  his  old  heart  would  I  >  n 

You  thought  hia  voice  the  of 

.Var.  And  never  heard  a  soui 
Oite.  Perchance  you  think 
ilta-. 
Twice  did  I  spring  to  grasp  hiB 
When  such  a  sudden  weakness 
I  could  have  dropped  asleep  upui. 
I      Osio.  Justice — is  tiiere         'b.' 
Shall  it  be  law  to  stab  the 
Who  aims  but  at  our  pur^ 
,  Worse  is  he  &r,  &r  worse  (ii  luu,  di_n>i>ji 
Be  worse  than  death)  to  that  confiding  i^m 
Whom  he  to  more  than  tilial  love  an' 
Hath  falsely  trained— shall  he  lullil 
But  you  arc  fallen. 

Mar.  Fallen  should  I  be  indeed - 

Alurder  —  perhaps  asleep,  blind,  old,  alone, 
Betrayed,  in  darkness  1     Here  to  eUik6  tlic 

Away!  away! [Flitigi p' 

I      OiiD.  Nay,  I  have  di 

I  We  '11  lead  him  to  the  convent.     I 
And  she  shall  love  him.    With  un. 
He  shall  be  seated  in  his  barony. 
And  we  too  chant  the  praise  of  his  go 
I  now  perceive  we  do  mistake  our  mosiera, 
And  moEt  despise  tlie  men  who  beat  can  teach  ua: 
'  Henceforth  it  shall  be  said  that  bad  men  only 
,  Are  bmve :  ClifTord  is  brave ;  and  that  old  man 
Is  brave. 

[Tailing  M/innii'iiLKE'i-  sirord  rinJ  {{icing  it  to  kim. 
To  Cliliord's  arms  he  would  have  led 
His  victim  —  haply  to  this  desolate  house. 

Mar.   (aduancing   to   the   dungeon.)     It    must  be 

Osw.  Softly ;  do  not  rouse  him ; 

He  will  deny  It  to  the  last    He  lies 
Within  the  vault,  a  spear's  length  to  the  left 

[Maem.vduke  deicend*  to  the  dungeon. 
(Alone.)     The  villains  rose  in  mutiny  to  destroy  me; 
I  could  have  quelled  the  cowards,  but  this  stripling 
Must  needs  step  in,  and  save  my  lifa    The  look 
With  which  be  gave  the  boon — I  see  it  now! 
The  same  that  templed  me  to  loathe  the  gift.— 
For  this  old  venerable  grey-beard  —  laith 
'T  ia  his  own  fault  if  he  hath  got  a  face 
Which  doth  play  tricks  with  them  that  look  on  it : 
'T  was  this  that  put  it  in  my  thoughts—  that  couot»- 

Hia  stafi' — his  figure— murder !  —  what,  of  whom  I 
We  kill  a  worn-out  horse,  and  who  but  women 
Sigh  at  the  deed !     Hew  down  a  withered  tree. 
And  none  look  grave  but  dotards.    He  may  live 
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With  lupecl  so  inviting.     Wliy  firliid  me 
To  Fliare  yout  iriuDiph ! 

Mar.  Yea,  her  vcr;  look. 

Smiling  in  sleep 

One.  A  pretty  Teat  of  Fsney ! 

JUnr.  Though  but  a  glimpse,  it  sent  me  to  my  pcayerk 

One.  U  be  alivcl 

Mar.  What  mean  you!  wlio&live? 

Oiw.  Herbert!  since  you  will  Lave  it,  Baron  Herbert; 
He  wbo  will  gain  his  Beignory  when  Iilanea 
Hath  become  Cliflbrd's  barlol  —  ia  he  living  7 

Mar.  The  old  man  in  that  dungeon  u  alive. 

Ome.  Henceforth,  then,  will  I  never  in  camp  or  GeU 
Obey  you  more.    Your  weakneea,  to  the  Band, 
Shall  be  pnxlaimed :  brave  men,  they  all  shail  bear  il. 
You  a  protector  of  hiimanily! 
Avenger  you  of  outraged  innocence  > 

Mar.  "J'  waa  dark — dark  as  Ibe  grave ;  yet  did  I  lefl. 
Saw  him  —  his  fiicc  turned  lawanl  me;  and  I  leli  (ha* 
Jdonea'a  filial  countenance  was  there 
To  bafilo  me  —  it  put  me  lo  ray  prayers. 
Upwards  1  cast  my  eyes,  and,  tlinnigh  a  crevice. 
Beheld  a  star  twinkling'  above  my  bead. 
And,  by  the  living  God,  I  could  not  do  it. 

[SinAj  txhamalti. 

One.  (^lo  himielf.)     Now  may  1  periah  if  this  tnn 

change  my  course. 

iG.)  Dear  MuoMdoksi 

rashly  spoken ;  I  iccal  ibem : 
;  elieilding  blood 
serious  thing. 
Mar.  Not  I  ulone, 

Tiiou  loo  art  deep  in  guilL 

Ojio.  We  have  indeed 

Been  most  prcBumptuous.     There  it  guilt  m  this. 
Else  could  to  strong  e  mind  have  ever  known 
These  trepidations!     Plain  it  is  that  Heaven 
Has  marked  out  this  fiiul  wretch  as  one  whom  crime* 
Must  never  come  before  a.  mortal  Judgment-scat, 
Or  be  chastbed  by  mortal  instruments. 
Mar.  A  thought  that's  worth  a  thousand  wotlds  ! 

[Goet  tovitrd  the  dangttm. 
OttD.  I  grieva 

That,  in  my  leul,  I  have  caused  you  so  much  pain. 
Mar.  Think  not  of  that  1  "t  is  over  —  wo  are  safe. 
Oxm.  {at  if  to  himtel/lyel  rpeaking  aloud.)     TTi« 
truth  ia  hideous,  but  how  stifle  it! 

[Turning  lo  SIarmiddkb. 
Give  me  your  Bword  —  nay,  here  are  stones  and  fi»j- 

The  least  of  which  wouW  beat  out  a  man's  brains; 
Or  yuu  might  drive  your  head  against  that  wail. 
No !  this  is  not  Ihe  place  to  hear  the  taie : 
It  should  be  told  you  pinioned  in  your  bed, 
and  solitary  plain 
you  from  a  trumpet. 

Why  talk  thrtst 
'  the  monster  broodirig  in  your  breast 
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lannoC:  fear  I  have  none,  and  caonot  &ar 

[The  sound  n/a  horn  is  htard. 
TbU  Imn  is&in  —  Tifliome  one  of  out  tr<xi]t; 
Wkt  do  they  here  I    Listeo ! 
One.  Wliat:  doggei!  like  tliieves! 

Enter  Waluce  and  Lacy,  Slc 
lory,  Vdu  ate  found  at  last,  thanks  to  the  vagrant 

Pcf  umiBleadin^  us. 
On,  {looking  at   Wjuj,*ce.)     Tlint  euht!e   grey- 
^rd  — 
1 1  i»lbef  see  my  fether's  ghosU 

Ufij.  {to  MARHAPtJCE.)  My  Captain, 

W(  asm  by  order  of  the  band.  Belike 
Vk  htte  not  heard  that  Henry  has  at  ]ast 
iMted  the  Barons*  League,  and  sent  abroad 
IlnBlicfifis  with  fit  force  lo  reinstate 
IV^nuine  owners  of  such  lands  and  baronies 
Aiibtbese  long  commotions  have  been  seized. 
IspDwer  m  this  way  lending.  It  befits  us 
Toilind  upon  our  guard,  and  with  our  awords 
hibd  Ibe  innocent. 

rr.  lacy  !  we  looh 

ftitu  thesnrfacesof  things;  we  hear 

MD9  in  flonifs,  lields  ravaged,  young  and  old 
Dnftn  out  in  Ironpa  to  want  and  nakedneea ; 
Ah  ptep  ovt  awords  and  rush  upon  a  cure 
IWfltuers  ID',  because  it  asks  not  thought: 
TV iwper  malady  is  better  hid; 
I      Tbe  •orld  is  poisoned  at  the  hoarL 

licy.  What  mean  you  ! 

I         BW.  {ahnie  eye  has  been  J!xfd  nttpiriomlg  upon 

Oswald.)     Ay,  what  is  it  yon  mem! 
I         Mot,  Harkee,  my  friends;  — 

[Appearing  gay. 
'  Were  tiere  a  mnn  who,  bcin(r  weak  and  helpless 
And  mtX  forlorn,  pliould  hrihe  a  mother,  pressed 
Bl  jmury  to  yield  him  up  her  daughter, 
■\  linlc  inlint,  and  instruct  the  babe, 

PntUiaj  upon  his  knee,  to  cnll  him  father 

iKif.  Why,  if  Ills  hairt  be  tender,  that  offence 
I  cmld  forgive  him. 

Kir.  {going  on  )     And  slioutd  he  make  tlie  child 
An  iimniinent  of  falsehood,  ehoult!  he  leach  her 
Tonrcich  her  arms,  and  dim  the  gladsome  light 
Winint  playfulness  with  piteous  looks 

Of  miierj'  that  was  not 

I«y,  Troth, 'tis  hard  — 

fclin*  world  like  ours 

W«r.  {changing  hit  tnne.)    This  aelf-samo  man  — 
f-"n  while  be  printed  kif«es  on  tlie  cheek 
'If  lhi>  poor  babe,  and  taught  its  innocent  tungue 
Toli^the  name  of  father  —  could  he  look 
Ti  die  unnatural  harvest  of  that  lime 
Hlim  he  sliould  give  her  up,  a  woman  grown, 
'inhim  who  bid  the  highest  in  the  market 

Of  Swl  pollution 

H 


Lacy.  The 

Contains  not  such  a  monster ; 

Mar. 
Should  he  revive  to  taint  her  h 
Which  bathe  tlie  limbs  in  sweat  lo  in,.,i. 
Should  he,  by  talcs  wtiich  wtrnld  draw  tean. 
Work  on  he. 
And  gratitude  to  re 
And  make  ttic  spotless  spirit  of  filial  lore 
Prime  mover  in  a  plot  to  damn  iiis  victim 

\  Both  soul  and  body 

I      Wtil.  'Tistoohorriblei 

Oswald,  what  say  you  to  it  1 
I     Lacy.  Hew  hiin  down. 

)  And  fling  him  to  the  ravens. 

Atar.  But  liis  aspect        .  i 

It  is  so  meek,  his  countenance  so  venerable. 
WaL  {milk  an  appearance  of  tniilnisl.)    B 

what  say  you,  Oswald  ? 
Lacy,  {at  the  lame  momenl.)    Stab  him,  we 
Before  the  altar. 

Mar.  What,  if  he  were  wck. 

Tottering  upon  the  very  verge  of  life. 

And  old,  and  blind 

Lacy.  Blind,  say  youl 

OtlB.  {cntning  foTieard.)  Are  W4 

Or  own  we  baby  spirits?     Genuine  courage 
Is  iwt  an  accidental  quality, 
A  thing  dependent  Fur  its  casunl  birth 
On  opposition  and  impediment. 
Wisdom,  if  Justice  speak  tlie  word,  beats  down 
The  giant's  ^Ironglh ;  and,  at  the  voice  of  Justice, 
Spares  nnl  tlie  worm.     Tito  giant  and  tlie  worm  — 
I  She  weighs  them  in  one  scale.     The  wiles  of  womaOi 
I  And  crnll  of  age,  seducing  reason,  first 
Msde  weakness  a  protection,  and  obscured 
The  moral  shapes  of  thingSL     His  tender  erica 
]  And  helpless  innocence  —  do  they  protect 
,  The  in&nl  lamb!  and  shall  the  infirmities. 
Which  have  enabled  this  enormous  culprit 
To  perpetrate  his  crimes,  serve  as  a  sanctuary 
To  cover  him  from  punishment!     Shame!  —  Justice, 
Admitting  no  resistance,  bends  alike 
Tiie  feeble  and  the  strong.     She  needs  not  here 
Her  bunds  and  chains,  which  make  the  mighty  feeble. 
—  We  recognise  in  lliis  old  man  a.  victim 
Prepared  slready  for  the  sacrifico. 

Lacy.  By  heaven,  his  words  are  reason  I 
Oaio.  Yes,  my  frienJi, 

His  countenance  is  meek  and  venerable; 
And,  by  the  Mass,  to  see  him  at  his  prayers!  — 
I  am  of  flesh  and  blooil,  and  may  I  perish 
When  my  heart  does  not  ache  to  think  of  it!  — 
Poor  victim !  not  a  virtue  under  heaven 
But  what  was  made  an  engine  to  ensnare  thee; 
But  yet  I  trust,  Idonea,  thou  art  safe. 
Lacy.  Idonea ! 
WaL  How  I  what!  your  Idonea! 

[To  MABII4DFH. 
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Scene,  a  detolate  Moor. 

OewtLD  {alouf.') 

Oiw.  Carry  him  Lo  the  camp !     Yes,  to  Ihe  amp,     , 

O,  Winlam '.  a  most  wise  resolve !  and  tbcn, 
That  hair  a  word  should  blow  it  to  the  winda! 
Thie  last  decice  must  cm!  mj  work.  —  Metliinkj 
It  were  s  pleasant  pnstinie  to  construct 
A  scale  and  lablo  of  Micf — as  thus  — 
Two  columns,  one  for  passion,  one  for  piW(   _a 
Each  Tinn  as  the  otlier  fells ;  sod  Snt,  ■ 

Pasion  a  unit  and  aga'mU  ue  —  proof — 
Nay,  we  must  travel  in  another  path, 
Or  we're  stuck  fast  for  ever;  —  passion  lUon, 
Shall  be  a  unit/or  ua;  proor — no,  paeaion! 
We'll  not  insult  thy  majesty  by  time, 
PerBon,  and  place  —  tlic  where,  the  when,  t!ie  ba»« 
And  all  parliculara  that  dull  brttins  require 
To  constitute  the  epiritless  shape  of  Fact, 
They  bow  to,  calling  the  idol,  DeinooBtratioo. 
A  whipping  to  the  moralists  who  preach 
That  misery  is  a  sacred  thing :  lor  mo, 
I  know  no  cheaper  engine  tu  itograile  a  man. 
Nor  any  half  so  sure.     This  stripling's  mind 
la  shaken  till  tlie  dregs  flout  on  the  sorfatw ; 
And,  in  tlic  storm  and  anguish  of  the  heart. 
He  talks  of  a  transition  in  his  soul 
And  dreams  that  he  is  happy.     We  dissect 
1'he  Ecnselesa  body,  and  why  not  the  mind  I  — 
These  are  strange  sights  —  the  mind  of  man  uptuna^ 
Ib  in  BJl  natures  a  strange  spectacle; 
in  some  a  hideous  one  —  heui !  shalllslop! 
No,  —  Thoughts  and  feelings  will  sink  deep,  but  Unb 
They  have  no  substance.     Pass  hut  a  Tew  minutMi 
And  something  nhall  be  done  which  memory 
May  touch,  whene'er  her  vassals  arc  at  work, 
EnUr  Mabhadvkb.  from  UkituL 

OitD.  {turning  Co  meet  liirn.)  But  liaten,  ftr 

my  peace 

Mar.  Why,  I  believe  you. 

Ota.  But  hear  the  proofs • 

Mar.  Ay,  prove  that  when  two  peu 

Lie  snugly  In  a  pod,  the  pod  must  then 
Bo  larger  than  the  peas  —  prove  this  —  'twere  mittar 
Worthy  the  heating.     Fool  was  I  to  dream 
It  ever  could  be  otherwise  I 

Olio.  Last  night 

When  I  returned  with  water  from  tlie  brook, 
I  overheard  the  villains  —  every  word 
Like  red-hot  Iron  burnt  into  my  heart. 
Said  one,  "  It  is  agreed  on.     The  blind  man 
Shall  feign  a  sudden  illncai,  and  the  girl, 
Who  on  her  journey  must  proceed  alone, 
Uudcr  pretence  of  violence,  be  seized. 
She  i^"  continued  tlic  detested  slnve, 
"She  is  right  willing  —  strange  if  she  were  not!^ 
They  say,  Lord  Clifford  is  a  savage  man ; 
But,  faith,  to  Bcc  him  in  hi«  silken  tunic. 
Fitting  his  low  voice  lo  the  minstrel's  harp, 
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:hery  in  *t.    I  never  knew  a  maid 
ritbstand  it.    True,**  coDtinoed  be, 
arrmnged  the  afbir,  she  wept  a  little 
I  weleome  lo  mj  lord  for  that) 
ij  &tber  be  will  have  it  so.'*' 
n  joor  bearer. 

This  I  caught,  and  more 
oc  be  retold  lo  anj  ear. 
le  bolt  of  a  small  iron  door 
em  near  the  gateway  of  the  castle. 
ntem^a  light  I  saw  that  wreaths 
were  in  their  hands,  as  if  designed 
decoration ;  and  they  said, 
I  laoghter  and  most  foul  allusion, 
ihoold  share  the  banquet  with  their  lord 
w  &Toiihte. 

Misery!  — 

I  knew 
roold  be  disturbed  by  this  dire  news, 
ore  chose  this  solitary  moor, 
part  the  tale,  oT  which,  last  night, 
ease  my  mind,  when  our  two  comrades, 
Bed  by  the  band,  burst  in  upon  iis. 
ist  night,  when  moved  to  lift  the  avenging 

i 

Fe  all  things  were  shadows  —  yea, 

lead  all  things  were  bodiless, 

motoal  naockeries  of  body, 
une  star  summoned  me  back  again. 
Id  laugh  till  my  ribs  ached.    O,  fool ! 
built  in  the  heart  of  things, 
a  twinkling  atom  !  —  Oswald, 
:h  lessons  out  of  wiser  schools 
have  entered,  were  it  worth  the  )>ains. 
I  am  I  might  go  forth  a  teacher, 
L.cvld  see  how  deeply  I  could  reason 

ail  Its  shapes,  bei^innings,  ends; 
joaliLcs  in  their  diverse  aspects; 
.  and  their  laws  and  tendencies. 

Ai  take  it  as  it  merits 

One  a  king, 

cham,  soltan  or  emperor, 
eaty  acres  of  good  meadow-ground 
fcses,  in  lineament  and  shape 
ince,  nothing  differing  from  his  own, 
wy  cannot  stand  »ip  of  themselves; 
Is  i  th*  sun,  and  by  the  hour 
?cup(i  in  the  brook  —  a  hero  one 
nd  scorn  the  other  as  Time's  spendthrift; 
iiey  not  a  world  of  common  ground 
—  both  fools,  or  wise  alike, 
s  wav  ! 

Troth,  I  begin  to  think  so. 
ow  for  the  comer-stone  of  my  philosophy : 
a  give  a  denier  for  the  man 
Qch  provocation  as  this  earth 
lid  not  chuck  his  babe  beneath  the  chin, 
It  with  a  fillip  to  its  grave. 
ay,  yoQ  leave  me  behind. 


Mar,  That  such  a  one, 

So  pious  in  demeanour !  in  his  look 
So  saintly  and  so  pure !  —  Hark'ee,  my  friend, 
I  '11  plant  myself  before  Lord  Cliffi)rd's  castle, 
A  surly  mastiff  kennels  at  the  gate, 
And  he  shall  howl  and  I  will  laugh,  a  medley 
Most  tunable. 

Osw,  In  fiiith,  a  pleasant  scheme ; 

But  take  your  sword  along  with  you,  for  that 
Might  in  such  neighbourhood  find  seemly  use.  — 
But  first,  how  wash  our  hands  of  this  old  man  ? 

Mar.  Oh  yes,  that  mole,  that  viper  in  the  path ; 
Plague  on  my  memory,  him  I  had  forgotten. 

Osw.  You  know  we  left  him  sitting— see  him  yonder. 

Mar.  Ha!  ha!  — 

Osw.  As 'twill  be  but  a  moments  workt 

I  will  stroll  on ;  you  follow  when  't  is  done.     [Exeunt. 


Scene  changes  to  another  part  of  the  Moor  at  a  short 
distance — Herbert  is  discovered  seated  on  a  stone. 

Her.  A  sound  of  laughter,  too ! — ^'t  is  well — I  feared, 
The  stranger  had  some  pitiable  sorrow 
Pressing  upon  his  solitary  heart. 
Hush !  —  't  is  the  feeble  and  earth-loving  wind 
That  creeps  along  the  bells  of  the  crisp  heather. 
Alas !  't  is  cold  —  I  shiver  in  the  sunshine  — 
What  can  this  mean?    There  is  a  psalm  that  speaks 
Of  God's  parental  mercies  —  with  Idonea 
I  used  to  sing  it — Listen  —  what  foot  is  there? 

Enter  Marmaduke. 

Mar,  (aside — looking  at   Herbert.)     And  I  have 
loved  this  man !  and  she  hath  loved  him ! 
And  I  loved  her,  and  she  loves  the  Lord  Clifford ! 
And  there  it  ends;  —  if  tliis  be  not  enough 
To  make  mankind  merry  for  evermore, 
Then  plain  it  is  as  day,  that  eyes  were  made 
For  a  wise  purpose  —  verily  to  weep  with ! 

[Looking  round. 
A  pretty  prospect  this,  a  masterpiece 
Of  Nature,  finished  with  most  curious  skill ! 
(  To  Herbert.)     Good  Baron,  have  you  ever  practised 

tillage  ] 
Pray  tell  me  what  tliis  land  is  worth  by  the  acre  ? 
Her,  How  glad  I  am  to  hear  your  voice !    I  knovi 
not 
Wherein  I  have  offended  you;  —  last  night 
I  found  in  you  the  kindest  of  protectors ; 
This  morning,  when  I  spoke  of  weariness. 
You  from  my  shoulder  took  my  scrip  and  threw  it 
About  your  own ;  but  for  tliese  two  hours  past 
Once  only  have  you  spoken,  when  the  lark 
Whirred  from  among  the  fern  beneath  our  feet. 
And  I,  no  coward  in  my  better  days. 
Was  almost  terrified. 

Mar,  That 's  excellent !  — 

So,  you  bethought  you  of  the  many  ways 
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to  his  end,  whose  crimes 

^Vhothe^  loo  much  for  patience,  or,  like  mine. 

apiinet  hion  —  pahsw  !  — 

SoliiMied  till  il  becomes  a  gift  of  mercy. 

a  nobody  in  sight  1 

Mar.  Now,  this  is  as  it  should  bo ! 

smiinl 

Her.                                                   loraweftk!^ 

Not  a  soul: 

My  daughter  does  not  know  how  wenk  I  am ; 

bent,  and  bire, 

And,  as  thou  ece'et,  under  the  arch  of  heaven 

flakes  of  pen-green  moss 

f  the  rough  sca-wiiid ; 

By  the  good  God,  our  common  Father,  doomed!  — 

coin  [any : 

Bui  I  liiid  once  n  spirit  and  an  arm 

IfamandiouMdie 

Mar.  Now,  lor  a  word  about  your  Barony  : 

were  nil  one 

1  fancy  when  you  left  the  Holy  Land, 

Andcnmo  to— what's  your  title  — eh!  your  claim 

mon  friend  1 

A  ^host,  mclhinka  — 

HfT.                   Like  a  mendicant, 

oan,  for  instance  — 

Whom  00  one  comes  to  meet,  I  stood  alone;  — 

mble  about  here, 

I  murmured— but,  remembering  Him  who  feeds 

nnd  gibber  in. 

The  pelican  and  ostrich  of  the  desert, 

host  nny  close-pent  gitilt 

From  my  own  threshold  I  looked  up  to  Heaven 

nd  tliis  the  hour 

And  did  not  want  glimmeringa  of  quiet  hope. 
So,  (mm  the  court  I  passed,  and  down  the  brook, 

word  from  t/ou ! 

Led  by  its  murmur,  to  the  ancient  oak 
I  came;  and  when  I  felt  its  cooling  shade. 

Bpemte  wretch!  — A  flower, 

she  once,  bitl  now 

While  in  my  lap  1  held  my  little  babe 

m  (he  Mem— Poh!  let  her  lie 

And  clasped  her  to  my  henrt,  my  heart  thatmclwd 

tlie  IioueelRss  snail 

More  with  delight  than  grit^f —  1  heard  a  voice       < 

knew  her  well  —  ny,  there. 

Such  as  by  Cherith  on  Elijah  called  ; 

lynx,  you  knew 

It  said,  "1  will  be  with  thee."     A  little  boy, 
A  shepherd-lad,  ere  yet  my  trance  was  gone. 

ercy  !  Sir,  what  mean  you! 

Hniled  us  as  if  he  had  been  sent  from  heaven. 

tcr! 

And  mid  with  tears,  that  he  would  be  our  guide: 

0,  that  BhQ  were  here!  — 

1  had  a  belter  guide  — that  innocent  babe — 

into  ell  hearts, 

Her,  who  halh  saved  ine,  to  this  hour,  from  hann. 

nded  you, 

From  cold,  from  hnnger,  penury,  and  death; 

e  make  pence  between  us. 

To  whom  I  owe  the  best  of  all  die  good 

ve  he  weeps— T  could  weep 

I  have,  or  wisli  for,  upon  earth —  and  more 
And  higher  tar  than  lies  wilhin  earth's  bounds: 

e  that  runa  through  his: 

Therefore  1  hlesa  her :  when  1  think  of  man. 

boded  forth 

I  bless  her  with  sad  spirit,- when  of  God, 

I  loved  the  mniJ; 

I  blcsa  her  in  the  futnesa  of  my  jny ! 

rinore:  these  tears- 

Mar.  The  name  of  daughter  in  his  mouth,  he  pe 

«-BS  left  in  me 

Wilh  nerves  so  steady,  that  the  very  flies 

i,  I  thank  thee.  Heaven ! 

ised  across  my  minJ. 

If  he  were  innocent  —  then  he  would  tremble 

t  off  from  mnn  ; 

And  be  disturbed,  as  1  am.     (Turning  anide.)    Ill 

no  more  shall  1 

rend 

7^  Hebbest.)— Nowfora 

In  sti>ry.  what  men  now  alive  linve  witnessed, 
How,  wlien  the  people's  mind  was  wracked  wilh  A» 
Appeal  was  mnde  to  the  great  Judge:  the  aceuKd 

pa  of  armed  men. 

Wilh  naked  feel  walked  over  burning  pImighsharM 

ss  us ;  little  children, 

Here  is  a  mnn  by  nature's  hand  prepared 

lie  of  play. 

For  a  like  trial,  but  more  merciful. 

hem  •  I  have  heard 

Why  else  have  1  been  led  to  this  bleak  wnstcl 

he  miry  road. 

Bare  is  it,  without  house  w  track,  and  destitute       ■ 

il  us  with  mild  voice. 

Of  obvious  shelter,  as  a  shiplese  sea. 

e  to  his  poor  benats. 

Here  will  1  leave  him  — here  — All-seeing  God! 

you  goiitg't 

Such  as  Ae  is,  and  sore  perpiejfed  aa  1  am ; 

Learn,  young  man, 

1  will  commit  him  to  this  final  Ordeal.'  — 

verence  misery. 

He  heard  a  voice — a  ehepherd-kd  came  to  him 

^~V 

^ 

,,  .1,, 

iesertl    If  never — ihen  Uie  whole 
eajB,  ind  looks,  aad  doe^  ind  is, 
le  damning  lalaehao).     Leave  him  here 
bunicet!  —  Pain  is  of  Ihe  heart, 
■e  a  few  throes  of  bodily  suffering 
wiken  one  pang  of  remorse ! 

[Goei;  up  to  IIbrbekt. 
f  wrath  ia  aa  a  Hame  burnt  out, 
rekindled.    Tbou  art  here 
isnd  TO  ave  thee  from  perdition ; 

ive  liiae  to  breathe  nnii  think 

O,  mercy ! 
low  Ihe  need  that  all  men  have  of  mercy, 
■e  lease  Ihee  ton  righlsjous  judgmenL 
child,  my  bleseed  child  '. 

No  more  of  (hat ; 
ive many  gnidcs  iflhou  art  innoccnl; 
le  DUDOct  comere  of  ihe  earth, 
I  will  come  o'er  this  waste  to  rave  thee. 

[Ht  pauMt  and  lonki  al  llenBERT'fl  itaff". 
I  heieT  and  carted  by  her  own  hand '. 

[Rfoilt  upon  Ihe  ttaff. 
lo  lb«  blind,  aailh  Ihe  Lord. 
I  his  trust  in  me  etiall  not  faill" 
■; — repent  and  bo  forgiven — 
t  Maff  ftre  now  thy  only  guides. 

{He  leaves  Hekhbbt  on  the  Moor. 


%  enrinenoP,  «  BetKtm  on  the  twmniL 
rii  Wallace,  Leijnoi,  kc.  &c. 
f  Ihe  Band.  (am/iueJIy.)     But  patience  1 
t  Band.  Curses  on  that  tinilor, 

Jd!  — 

made  a  prey  to  foul  device  1  — 
Wei.')     Ilia   tool,   llie   wandering   beggar, 

last  night 

Lssion,  such  as  leavt^  no  doltb^, 
itt  oUietwise  we  know  loo  well, 
'etled  the  Irath.    Stand  by  me  now ; 
iMid  I  have  a  nest  of  vipers 

bceaat'plate  and  my  shin,  thtn  make 
^MciaJ  enemy,  if  you 

We  have  been  fooled  — 

Natures  stich  as  hia 
I  oot  of  their  own  bowels.  Lacy ! 
■  when  1  was  a  Confessor, 
rell;  there  needs  no  other  motive 
cat  BirsDge  incontinence  in  crime 
IS  this  Oswald.     Power  \s  life  to  him 
ind  being;  where  he  csnnot  govern, 
roy. 

To  have  been  trapped  like  moles !  — 
right,  we  need  not  bunt  for  motives; 
:riine  from  which  this  man  vrould  shrink; 


looSet  upour 


He  recke  not  human  law;  and  I  lutve 

Tiiut  bllen  when  the  name  of  Gi     ii  u.  .^- 

A  £iidden  blankneaa  overspreads     is  face.  •* 

hen.  Yet,  reosoner  as  be  is,  h     pride  hu  In 
Sgnie  uncouth  saperslition  of  its  um'o. 

Wal.  I  have  seen  traces  of  It. 

Lcn.  Once  he  headed 

A  band  of  Pirates  in  tiie  Norway  sens; 
And  when  the  King  of  Denmark  summoned  him 
To  the  oi,th  of  fcalty.  1  well  remember, 
'T  was  a  strange  au,-wr  that  lie  made;  be  raid, 
"  I  hold  of  tij  irita,  and  Ihi-  ^iin  in  heaven." 

Lacy.  Ho  \i  no  madman. 

WaL  A  most  subtle  doctor 

Were  that  man,  who  coiilJ  draw  the  line  that  port! 
Pride  and  her  daughter.  Cruelly,  from  MadnuBS, 
That  should  bo  scourged,  not  pitied.     Restless  mia 
Such  minds  as  find  amid  Ihcif  fellow  men 
Nn  heart  that  loves  them,  none  that  they  i 
Will  turn  perforce  and  seek  for  sympathy 
In  dim  relation  to  imaginod  beings. 
I      One  of  Ihe  Band.  What  if  he  mean 

Captain 
An  expiation  and  a  sacrifice 
To  those  infernal  fiends! 

IVaL  Now,  if  the  event 

Should  prove  as  Lennox  has  foretold,  then  swear. 
My  friends,  his  heart  shall  have  as  many  wounds 
As  Uiere  are  daggers  here. 

Lacy.  What  need  of  sweftrinf 

One  of  the  Band.  Let  us  away  ■ 

Annther.  Away ', 

A  third.  Hark  I  how  tlie  horns 
Of  those  Scotch  Rovers  echo  through  the  vale. 

Lacy.  Stay  you  behind ;  and  when  (he  sun  is  down. 
Light  up  tliis  beacon. 

One  of  the  Band.     You  shall  be  obeyed. 

[Thry  go  out  logaher. 


Scene,  the  Wood  on  the  edge  of  tlie  Monr. 
Marhaduxk  (alone.) 
Mar.  Deep,   deep   ntirl   vnKl,   vkbI    beyond    hiinuii 
thought. 
Yet  calm.  —  I  could  believe,  that  there  was  here 
The  only  quiet  heart  on  earth.     In  terror, 
Remembered  terror,  there  is  peace  and  rest. 

Enter  OsWAUk 

Ono.  Ha  I  my  dear  Captain. 

3Inr,  A  later  meeting'.  Oswald, 

Would  have  been  belter  timed. 

One.  Alone,  I  see; 

Von  have  done  your  duty.     I  had  hopes,  which  now 
I  feel  that  you  will  justify. 

M'lr.  I  had  (bar*. 

From  which  I  have  freed  myself — biii  'i  is  my  wish 
To  be  alone,  and  iherefofe  we  must  pari. 
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III  names,  caa  render  no  ill  services. 

In  recompense  lor  what  thctnselvs  required. 

of  solitude  — 

So  meet  extremes  in  Uila  mysleritnis  world. 

ced  of  IhiB  a«8unDce 

Mar.  Time,  since  man  first  drew  bre«th,  hMI 

vcn  DOW  T 

moved 

Because 

Wilh  5uch  a  weight  upon  his  wings  aa  now ; 

mnaier;  you  liave  laught  mo 

Rit  tliey  will  soon  be  lightened. 

living  loan 

One.                                            Ay,  look  up- 

and  Ihcrcfure  gratitude 

Cast  round  your  mind's  eye,  and  you  will  learn 

itself  by  praise. 

Fortitude  is  the  child  of  Enterprise : 

Great  actions  move  our  admiration,  chiefly 

Because  I  feci 

Because  they  carry  in  themselves  an  eamcHt 

1  by  a  signal  infilance, 

Tliat  we  call  suffer  greatly. 

uel  miiPt  seek  Ihe  rule 

JW«r.                                     Very  true. 

own  bosoms. 

OtiB.  Action  is  transitory  —  a  step,  a  blow, 

ff  a  tyranny 

The  motion  of  a  muscle  —  this  way  or  Uinl  — 

d  acquiescence 

'T  is  done,  and  in  Uie  after-vacancy 

tlie  tyranny 

We  wonder  nt  ourselves  like  men  betrayed: 

itii  tlie  [nuBty  ruiss 

Suflering  is  permanent,  obscure  and  dark, 

r  crall  from  age  to  age : 

And  shares  the  nature  of  inanity. 

law  that  sense 

Mar.  Truth  — and  I  feel  iL 

immediate  law. 

Oiu>.                                           What !  if  yon  W 

cumatancce,  flashed 

Eternal  farewell  to  unmingled  joy 

leot. 

open  on  your  path ; 

It  is  the  toy  of  fools,  and  lillle  fit 

with  ibedcuiaod; 

For  such  0  world  as  tills.    The  wise  abjure 

will  cleave  to  you 

All  thoughts  whoso  idle  compoaition  lives 

[oqny  and  BCorn, 

on  your  eleps. 

-I  nee  I  have  disturbed  you. 

>no. 

Mar.                                    By  no  raeana. 

I  know  your  motives! 

One.  Compassion!— pity  1— pride  can  da  n4 

them; 

1  neither  ace  nor  feel. 

And  what  if  you  should  never  know  Ihem  more!-^ 

ance ;  your  slrvigglc« 

He  is  a  puny  soul  who,  feeling  pain. 

?ouT  victory. 

Finds  ease  because  another  feels  it  too. 

bat  greeling 

If  e'er  I  open  out  Ibis  heart  of  mine 

It  mny  be. 

It  shall  be  for  a  nobler  end  — lo  teach 

.misli  haif-thmking  cowards, 

And  not  to  purchase  pultog  sympathy. 
—  Nay.  you  are  pale. 

ide  among  thotn. 

Mar.                          It  may  he  sa 

built  mind!— 

0«D.                                             Remorse- 

uai  height 

It  cannot  live  wilh  thought ;  think  on,  think  m, 

you  will  see  the  less 

laller;  and  they  aU 

Whore  the  least  things  conlro!  the  greatest,  wbn» 

.    Solitude!  — 

The  feintest  breath  that  breathes  can  move  a  wndl 

What !  feel  remorse,  where,  if  a  cat  had  snoeied. 

Even  80, 

A  leaf  hsd  ftllen.  the  thbg  bad  never  been 

se-top,  and  I, 

Whoso  very  shadow  gnaws  us  to  the  vilals. 

turea,  stand  resolved 

Mar.  Now.whitherareyouwanderingi   ThalBW 

ct,  aloue. 

So  used  to  suit  his  language  to  the  time. 

and  (or  ever  I  —  My  young 

Should  thus  so  widely  differ  from  himself— 

It  is  most  strange. 

B  become 

0,w.                   Murder  — what's  in  the  wotd!- 

own  paet  deeda. 

I  have  no  cases  by  me  ready  made 

willing  or  no; 

To  fit  all  deeds.    Carry  him  to  the  camp  I  — 

ack  in  their  duly. 

A  shallow  project;  — you  of  late  have  seen 

where  we  may. 

More  deeply,  taught  us  that  the  institutes 

f.  which,  though  the;  betr 

Of  nature,  by  a  cunning  usurpation 

^^ 

r\       i 

Btnbhod  fiom  human  inlercourec,  exist 

Onljr  itt  our  relations  to  Iho  lirutes 

That  cialie  the  fields  theit  dwelling.     If  &  Enake 

Cn«l  rrom  beneath  our  feet  we  do  not  a&k 

A  license  to  dectray  him :  our  good  governots 

H«dge  in  the  life  of  ewrj  pe«t  and  plague 

TIbI  beats  the  ehape  of  man ;  and  for  wimt  purpose, 

Fol  to  protect  Ibemaelvea  from  extirpation  1  — 

l^i»  aims;  borrieT  joo  have  overleaped. 

Mar.  Mj  office  is  fulfilled  —  the  man  is  now 
Deiiiered  to  Iho  Judg^e  of  all  tbinga. 

One.  Dead ! 

Mot.  I  have  bomi*  mj  burtljen  to  its  destined  end. 

Oiw.  Tills  instant  we  '11  return  to  our  companionfi — 
0.  bow  I  long  to  see  their  laces  again ! 

Enter  Idoicei,  vilh  Pil^ims  icho  continue  Ihtir 
journey. 

lion,  (aflrr  tome  timr.)    What,  M«rmaduke!  now 
thou  art  mine  for  crer. 
And  Oswald,  too!  (To  M*Rii*i>rKK.)    On  will  we  to 

my  bthet 
With  the  glad  tidings  which  this  day  hath  brought ; 
We  11  go  together,  and  such  proof  received 
Of  bis  own  righte  reEtored,  his  gratitude 
TViGod  abore  will  nuike  him  feel  for  ours. 

thw.  I  interrupt  you 

Uem.  Think  not  so. 

Mtr.  Idonea, 

Hat  I  riiould  erer  live  Id  see  thie  moment ! 

Mn*.  Rwf  ive  ine. — Oswald  knows  it  all — he  knows 
Eich  word  of  that  unhappy  letter  fell 
A»  I  blood  drop  Ironi  toy  hcarL 

One.  'T  was  even  so. 

Mtr.  I  have  much  to  say,  but  lor  whose  ear?  —  uot 

IJtm.  HI  can  I  bear  that  look — Plead  for  me,  Oswald! 
You  are  my  father's  friend. 
(TV  HutviDirss.)  Alae,  you  know  noL 

Aod  aeyer  ttin  you  know,  how  niuch  he  loved  me. 
Twice  bad  he  been  to  me  a  father,  twice 
Had  given  me  breath,  and  was  I  not  to  be 
Ub di,iighter,  once  bis  daughter?  could  I  withstand 
Hii  (deading  Ace,  and  feel  his  clasping  arms, 
Aod  bear  his  prayer  that  I  would  not  fbriiake  him 
Is  hii  old  age [lliilet  her  face. 

Mar.  Patience  —  Heaven  grant  me  patience  J  — 

She   vecpB,   nhe   weeps  —  my   brain    shall    burn    tor 

Ere  /  can  abed  a  tear. 

Aod,  balancing  the  hopes  that  are  the  dearest 

To  wooiankind  with  duty  lo  my  &Elier, 

I  fielded  up  thoee  precious  hopes,  which  nought 

On  eanh  could  else  have  wrested  from  me; — If  erring, 

0,  let  me  be  forgiven ! 

Mar.  I  do  forgive  thee. 

Hon.  But  take  me  to  your  arms  —  this  breast,  hIos! 
b  thnli^  and  yon  lw*e  a  bevt  that  does  not  feel  iL 


Mar.  {exultingly.)  She 


Osu>.  {aside.) 
I  should  make  wondrous  re 


I  shall  have  business  with  ; 
Follow  me  lo  the  hostel. 

Idrm.  Marmi 

This  is  a  happy  day.    My  fiithet  cuuu 
Shall  sun  himself  before  his  native  do 
The  lame,  the  hungry,  will  be  w        i 
No  more  shall  he  complain  of 
Of  thoughts  that  &il,  aod  a  de- 
His  good  works  will  be  talm  ana  j 

Mar.  This  is  most  strange ! — 1 1 

But  there  was  something  which  most  pio 
That  thou  wert  innocent. 

Idon.  How  tnnoci 

O,  heavens!  you've  been  deceived. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a  1 

To  bring  perdition  on  the  universe. 

Idon.  Already  I've  been  punished  to         » 
Of  my  otTence.  [Smiling 

I  see  you  love  me  still, 
The  labours  of  my  hand  are  still  your  joy; 
Bethink  you  of  the  hour  when  on  your  shouldar 
I  hung  this  belL 

[Pointing  to  the  belt  on  which  irns  nufaM. 
Hesbebt's  terip. 

Mnr.  Mercy  of  Heaven !  [Sinis. 

Mm.  What  oils  you !     [nittraetedly. 

Mar.  The  scrip  that  held  liis  food,  and  1  forgot 
To  give  it  bach  again! 

Idon.  What  mean  your  words? 

Mar.  I  know  not  what  I  raid  —  all  may  be  weU. 

Idon.  Thatsmile  hath  life  init! 

Mar.  This  road  is  perilous  ;i 

t  will  attend  you  to  a  hut  that  stands 
Near  the  wood's  edge — rest  there  to-night,  I  pray  you : 
For  me,  I  have  business,  as  yon  heard,  willi  Oswald, 
But  will  return  to  you  by  break  of  day.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


Scene,  A   desniate  protpect  —  a  ridge  of  rvdi* — a 
Chapel  on  the  lummil  of  one  —  Moon  behind  the 
rock*  —  night  ilormy  —  irregular  found  of  a  belt  — 
Hebbgkt  enteri  exhaialed. 
Her.  That  chnpel-bell  in  mercy  seemed  to  guide  mCt 

But  now  it  mocks  my  steps:  its  fitful  stroke 

Can  scarcely  be  the  work  of  human  hands. 

Hear  me,  ye  men,  upon  the  cliffs,  if  such 

There  be  who  pray  nightly  before  the  Altar. 

O,  that  I  had  but  strength  to  reach  ibe  place! 

My  child — my  child — dark — dark — I  fiiint— thia  wind— 

These  stifling  blasts — God  help  me  I 
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Mar.  Quick  —  to  tJie  point  —  if  any 
Ih)th  huunt  your  oiciuory. 

Oiw.  Pntiencc,  hear  me  futther 

One  day  in  silence  did  we  drift  at  noon 

bare  rock,  narrow,  and  wliiie,  and  bare; 
No  food  WOE  there,  no  drink,  no  gnea,  no  sbode. 
No  tree,  nor  jutting  emioence,  nor  form 
Iniknimale  large  as  tlie  body  of  man. 
Nor  any  living  thing  whose  lot  of  IjIq 
Might  ulrctch  b«yond  the  messure  of  one  moon. 
To  dig  for  water  op  the  spot,  tJie  captain 
Landed  witli  a  small  troop,  myself  being  one: 
1'here  I  reproachcil  him  with  hia  Irrachcry. 
Imperioiia  at  all  limes,  his  Lemper  rose ; 
He  strueh  mc;  and  that  instont  had  I  killed  him, 
And  put  an  end  to  his  inaolence,  but  my 
Rufhcd  in  bnlwccn  us ;  then  did  I  insist 
(All  lialcd  him,  and  1  was  stunf  to  madnesa) 
That  we  should  leave  him  there,  alive! —  we  did  to. 

Mar.  And  he  was  famished! 

Oaa.  Naked  wu  die  fpal; 

Melhinks  I  Hee  it  now  —  how  in  the  sun 
Its  Biony  eitrlace  glittered  like  a  Gliield  -, 
And  in  that  miserable  place  we  left  him. 
Alone  but  tor  a  swarm  of  minute  creatures 
Not  one  of  which  could  help  him  while  alive. 

Mar,  A  man  by  men  cast  off, 

Left  without  burial !  nay,  not  dead  nor  dying. 
But  standing,  walking,  stretching  fiirth  his  armsi, 
In  all  things  like  oureelvee,  but  in  the  agony 
Wilh  which  he  called  lor  mercy;  and  —  even  fo- 
lic was  ibrsakcn '. 

Oiw.                    There  ia  s  power  in  sounds: 
he  uliercd  mi^ht  have  stopped  the  hu>t 
Thai  bore  us  through  the  water 

Mar.  You  tehirnod 

Upon  that  dismal  hearing  —  did  you  not? 

0»io.  Some  scoffkl  at  him  wilh  helliidi  mockery. 
And  laughed  so  loud  it  seemed  thai  the  smooth  eea 
Did  from  some  distant  region  echo  us. 

Mar.  We  all  arc  of  one  blood,  our  veins  are  fiUerf 
At  the  same  poisonous  fountain ! 

Otw.  Twos  an  island 

Only  by  eufTii 

Which  with  their  foam  could  cover  it  at  will. 
I  know  not  how  he  perilled;  but  the  calm. 
The  same  dead  calm  continued  many  days. 

JVior.  But  his  own  crime  had  brought  on  ) 


His  wickedness  prepared  it;  these  expedients 
Are  terrible,  yet  ours  is  not  the  faulL 

Otie.  The  man  was  famished,  aod  w 

.liar.  Impossible! 

The  man  bad  never  wronged  trth 

Mar.  Banish  the  thought,  c^uf^h  it,  and  be  at  pesB^' 
His  guilt  was  marked  —  these  tilings  could  never  t 
Were  there  not  eyes  that  see,  and  for  good  ends, 
Where  ours  are  baffled. 


P0BM8  WBITTBN  IN  TOUTH. 


I  hU  DOtn  QOOMTOd* 

Or  ftom  the  top  of  Lebanon  aarveyed 

li  fi«B  dm  hour  die  miienble  man 

The  moonlight  deaert,  and  the  moonlight  aea: 

salMudon 

In  these,  my  lonely  wanderings  I  perceived 

I  had  been  betrayed* 

What  mighty  objeeta  do  impreaa  thdr  forma 

id  lie  fiand  no deliveimnce! 

To  elevate  oor  intelleetnal  being; 

The  crew 

And  felt,  if  anght  on  earth  deeervea  a  conob 

hearty  veloooie;  they  had  Uid 

'T  is  that  wont  princiide  of  ill  which  dooma 

1  rid  theneelf  eap  at  any  coat. 

A  thing  80  great  to  pwiah  aeltemaiuned. 

nk  naaler  whom  they  loathed. 

—  So  much  ibr  my  remorae! 

nedoarvoftgn;  when  we  landed, 

Mar*                               Unhappy  man! 

naapraadabioad;  my  power  at  once 

Oiw.  When  firom  these  fbnna  I  tnmed  to  contena- 

a—;  plana  and  Bchemea,  and  lofty  hopea 
ii.    I  gave  way— do  you  attendl 
M  C3Paw  deceived  yon? 

Nay,  command  yoorael^ 
ia  e  dianal  night — how  the  wind  howla ! 
lid  ny  bead  within  a  convent,'  there 
a  an  a  doraaouae  in  mid  winter. 
ID  life  ftr  me*-f  waa  overthrown. 


Tbe  pnx)ft — yon  ought  to  have  aeoi 
— heve  toQcbed  it — felt  it  at  your  heart — 


A  fndk  tide  of  croaaden 
ha  plaee  of  my  retreat:  three  nighta 
Bl  aaditation  dry  my  blood ; 
flav  nighta  I  paand  in  Bounding  on, 
I  and  thii^ga,  a  dim  and  perOooa  way; 
I  tnmed  me^  I  beheld 

Id  which  the  dungeon 

I  are  perfect  liberty. 

■e — I  waa  comfcrted ; 

:  every  poariUe  afaipe  of  action 

d  to  good  —  I  8iw  it  and  burst  fortli 

ibr  some  of  those  exploits  that  fill 

fcr  sure  redemption  of  lost  peace. 

[Aimrking  MAKMAOtJKE*8  countenance, 

have  had  the  worst    Ferocity 

a  a  OMxnent,  like  a  wind 

■  down  dead  out  of  a  sky  it  vexed. 

bad  within  me  evermore 

ipnng  of  energy;  I  mounted 

on  np  to  action  with  a  mind 

T  rested*- without  meat  or  drink 

ed  maoy  days  —  my  sleep  was  bound 

es  of  reajmo  —  not  a  dream 

cootinoity  and  substance 

ing  life  had  never  power  to  give. 

'  wretched  human-kind ! — Until  the  mystery 

i  world  is  solved,  well  may  we  envy 

,  that,  underneath  a  atone  whose  weight 

Hh  the  1ioa*s  paw  with  mortal  anguish, 

\  and  feed,  and  coil,  and  sleep,  in  safety. 

le  wrath  of  Heaven  upon  those  traitors? 

ire  not  to  them  a  thought    From  Palestine 

«d  to  Syria:  tdi  I  left  the  camp, 

that  multitude  of  hearts  was  still, 

ed  eo,  through  wooda  of  gloomy  cedar, 

tvooUed  by  roaring  atieama; 
1 


plate 

The  world*a  opiniona  and  her  naagea, 
I  aeemed  a  behig  who  had  paand  alone 
Into  a  region  of  futnrity, 
Whoae  natnial  element  waa  freedom -—— 

Mar.  Stop— 

I  may  not,  cannot,  follow  thee. 

(hw.  Youmnat 

I  have  been  nourished  by  the  aickly  food 
Of  popular  appkuae.    I  now  perceived 
That  we  are  praiaed,  only  aa  men  in  ua 
Do  reo^iae  aome  image  of  themaelves^ 
An  abject  eonnterpart  of  What  they  are^ 
Or  the  empty  thing  that  they  would  wiah  to  beu 
I  felt  that  merit  baa  no  aurer  teat 
Than  dbtoquy ;  that,  if  we  wiah  to  aerve 
The  world  in  aubatance,  not  deceive  by  ahow, 
We  must  become  obnououa  to  ita  hate, 
Or  fear  diiguiaed  in  aimnlated  acorn. 

Jkfor.  I  pity,  can  forgive,  you;  but  thoae  wretchee-* 
That  monatroua  perfidy ! 

Osw.  Keep  down  your  wrath. 

False  Shame  discarded,  spurious  Fame  despised. 
Twin  sisters  both  of  Ignorance,  I  found 
Life  stretched  before  me  smooth  ad  some  broad  way 
Cleared  for  a  monarch's  progress.    Priests  might  spin 
Their  veil,  but  not  for  me — *t  was  in  fit  place 
Among  ita  kindred  cobwebs.    I  had  been. 
And  in  that  dream  had  left  my  native  land. 
One  of  Love'a  aimple  bondsmen  —  tbe  soft  chain 
Was  off  for  ever ;  and  the  men,  from  whom 
This  liberation  came,  you  would  destroy : 
Join  roe  in  thanks  for  their  blind  services. 

Afar.  'Tis  a  strange  aching  that,  when  we  would 
curse 
And  cannot, — You  have  betmyed  me — I  have  done  — 
I  am  content — I  know  that  he  is  guiltless — 
.  That  both  are  guiltless,  without  spot  or  stain. 
Mutually  consecrated.    Poor  old  man ! 
And  I  had  heart  for  this,  because  thou  lovedst 
Her  who  from  very  in&ncy  had  been 
Light  to  thy  path,  warmth  to  thy  blood !  —  Together 

[Tuminsr  to  OawALO. 
We  propped  his  steps,  he  leaned  upon  us  both. 

0$w,  Ay,  we  are  coupled  by  a  chain  of  adamant ; 
Let  us  be  fellow-labourers,  then,  to  enlarge 
Man's  intellectual  empire.    We  subsist 
In  slavery;  all  ia  alavery ;  we  receive 

6* 


■rdsworth's  poetical  woeks. 


I  tboBO  luws  have  coi 

Speak  to  that 

Themuk, 


ce  again, 

u  h«ve  struck  home, 
k  abort  the  buBiDCBs ; 
■id  to  mc 


■  that 


from  the  blank 

future  dn;, 

Think  of  my  story  — 


Hd  doublingly.)     You  do 

itB,  the  seed  miiBt  lie 
e  done  in  darkness 


Knd  could  prompt 
1  breaking  heart  !- 


[En/. 
[Exit. 


Ma  poor  Cotlagf. 
^iflA  mated. 
—Mercy  for  poor  or  rich, 
might! 
I  bed,  good  toihs,  withia  I 


I  ibr  my  poor  huabandl  — 
I  flocks  to-morrow; 
Hslormy  nrgbCB: 
"wasaiilcrfl 

re  amay  in  the  diilante. 
ftiy  heart  beats  so — 
[ghten  me. 

[  LUtening, 
|>.    On  such  a  night,  my  ' 

.0  a  dungeon, 
d  many  years, 

Ltal  violence 

lible  friend 
^  breeding,  one 
;ak  or  injured. 

[JAilmi'ig. 


EUa.  T  is  my  husband's  fooL     Good  Eldied 

Haa  a  kind  heart;  but  his  imprisonment 
Hu  made  him  fearful,  and  he'll  never  be 
The  man  ho  was. 

Idon.  Iwillretire; — good  night! 

{She  goa  wUkia, 

Enter  Eldbsd,  {hidei  a  bundle.') 

Eld.  Not  yet  in  bed,  Eleanor!— there  are  GtaiA  is 
tlAt  frock  which  muiit  be  washed  out 

Elea,  What  has  bclallen  you  ? 

Eld.  I  am  belated,  and  you  must  know  the  cause  — • 
[gpeaking  low)  that  is  the  blood  of  an  unhappy  man. 

EUa.  Oh !  we  are  undone  for  ever. 

Eld.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  lift  my  hand  against 
any  man.  Eleanor,  1  have  shed  tears  to-[iigbt,  and  it 
comforts  ine  lo  lliink  of  it. 

Elra.  Where,  where  is  he! 

Eld.  I  have  done  him  no  harm,  but it  will  be 

forgiven  me ;  it  would  not  have  been  so  once. 

Elea.  You  have  not  buried  any  thing!  You  are  or- 
riclier  llian  when  you  left  tne! 

Eld.  Be  at  peace  ;  I  am  innocent. 

Elea.  Then  God  be  thanked  — 

[A  ihorl  pause ;  the  fatU  upon  hit  nfcfc 

Etd.  To-night  I  metwitiianoldmanlyiDpBtretclwd 
upon  the  ground — a  sad  spectacle :  I  raised  him  up  wilti 
a  hope  that  we  might  shelter  and  restore  him. 

Elea.  (as  if  ready  lorun.)  Where  is  he!  Yon  ww# 
not  able  to  bring  him  aft  the  way  witli  you ;  let  us  re- 
turn, I  can  help  you.  [Eldbed  $haka  hit  head. 

Elil.  He  did  not  seem  to  wish  for  life :  B<t  1  was 
struggling  oa,  by  the  light  of  the  moon  I  saw  the  stims 
of  blood  upon  my  clothes  —  he  waved  his  haod  u  if  it 
were  all  u^clesa :  and  I  let  him  sink  again  to  the  gnunfi 

Elea.  O,  that  I  had  been  by  your  side ! 

Eld.  I  tell  you  his  hands  and  his  bnly  were  coU*^ 
how  cQuld  1  disturb  his  Inst  moments!  he  strove  to  tint 
from  me  as  if  ho  wished  to  settle  into  sleep,  ' 

Elea.  But,  for  the  stains  of  blood- 

Eld.  Ho  must  have  fallen,  I  fancy,  for  his  head  was 
cut;  but  I  tliink  his  malady  was  cold  and  liunger. 

EUa.  O,  Eldred,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  look  up  at 
is  roof  in  storm  or  fair  but  I  shall  Iremble- 

Etd.  Is  it  not  enough  tJiat  my  ill  stars  have  kept  me 
abroad  to-night  till  tliis  hour!  I  como  home,  sod  tins  a 
my  comfort ! 

Elea.  But  did  he  say  nothing  which  might  have  set 

Eld.  1  tliought  he  grasped  my  hand  while  he  was 
muttering  something  about  his  child  —  his  daughter — 
ilarling  as  if  be  heard  a  noise.)     Wlint  is  that! 
Elea.  Eldred,  you  are  a  father. 
Eld,  God  knows  wiial  was  in  my  heart  and  will  not 
luse  my  son  for  my  sake. 
Elea.  But  you  prayed  by  him !  you  waited  the  boitf 
of  his  rcleaae! 

Eld.  The  night  was  wasting  fast;  I  have  no  friend; 
am  spited  by  the  world — his  wound  terrified  me^if  I 
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htd  brou^t  bim  along  with  me,  and  tie  had  ilteil  in  my 

attm! 1  am  sure  1  hwid  eoffielhiog  brealhing  — 

and  thia  chair ! 

Elfa.  O,  Eldred,  you  will  die  ulone.  You  will  have 
nobody  Ig  close  your  eyes — no  hand  to  grasp  your  dying  ' 
h«id  —  I  eb&U  be  Id  my  gmva  A  curse  will  alleail 
BialL  ; 

£U.  ll&Te  yoa  forgot  your  onn  troubles  when  i  was 
in  the  dungeon ! 

Elea,  And  yoii  left  him  nliTS? 

£WL  Alive  ;  —  tiie  damps  of  dealh  were  upon  him  — 
le  couM  not  have  survived  an  hour. 

Elm.  to  the  cold,  cold  nigbL 

EU.  (in  a  larage  Itme.)  Ay,  aodhia  head  was  bare; 
I  suppase  you  woulil  have  had  rae  lend  my  bonnet  to 
ooieriL  —  Yon  will  never  rest  tdl  I  am  brought  to  a 
felon's  end. 

Elea.  la  there  nothing  to  be  done!  cannot  we  go  to 
tbeConTcnt! 

EU.  Ay,  and  my  at  once  that  I  murdered  him  1 

Elea.  BUred,  I  know  that  ours  if  llic  only  house  upon 
Ihe waste;  let  ua  take  heart;  this  man  maybe  rich; 
ud  could  he  be  saved  by  our  meana,  liia  gratitude  may 
icward  OS. 

£UL  Tta  all  in  vain. 

ElM.  But  let  us  make  the  attempt  This  old  man 
mty  hare  a  wife,  and  he  may  have  children — let  us  re- 
Umi  to  the  epol ;  we  may  restore  him,  uid  his  eyes  may 
;n  open  upon  those  that  love  him. 

Eid.  He  will  never  open  them  more;  even  when  he 
(poke  to  me,  he  kept  them  firmly  sealed  as  if  ha  had 
been  blind. 

Idon.  [rvMnff  tnct.)   It  ia,  it  is  my  father — 

EU.  We  are  betrayed,  (footing'  at  Idone*.} 

Elea.  His  daughter!— God  have  mercy!  (lurning'  (o 

Mon.  (linking  dourn.)  Ob  1  lift  me  up  and  carry  me 

to  the  place. 
Tonuenfe;  the  whole  world  shall  not  harm  yon. 
Elea.  This  lady  ia  bis  daughter. 
EU.  (moved.)  I  '11  lead  you  to  the  spot. 
lion,   {springiitg   up.)     Alive!  —  you   heard    him 

breathel  quick,  qaick —  [Exeunt. 


S<.-e:<e,  a  icood  on  (Ae  edge  of  the  Wailt. 
Enter  OsWiLD  and  a  Poreeler. 

Fer.  He  leaned  opon  the  bridge  that  spans  the  glen, 
And  down  into  the  bottom  cast  his  eye, 
That  fastened  there,  as  it  woulc)  chc-ck  the  current 

One.  He  listened  too;  did  you  not  say  he  listened! 

/v.  As  if  there  came  such  moaning  (roni  the  flood 
Aa  is  heard  often  after  stormy  nigbta. 

Ono.  But  did  he  utter  oolhing ! 

Fdt.  See  him  there! 


Mar,  Bui!,  buzz,  ye  I 
That  is  no  siibstanco  wh. 

J^.  His  bensea  play  I 
Outspread,  as  if  to  save 
Some  terrible  phantom  1 
Passing  before  him,  such  bj 
Permit  to  visit  any  but  a  m 
Who  has  been  guilty  of  soi 


0>w.  The  ganii 


sup!- 


I  will  nsslHt  you  to  lay  h 
Otic.  Pfo,  no,  my  frienu,  j 

'T  IB  a  poor  wretdi  of  an  unsetl!  L 

Wlio  ims  a  trick  of  straying  from  tua  ki 
We  must  be  gentle :  leave  him  to  mj  C 

If  his  own  eyes  play  false  with  him, 
Of  fancy  shall  be  quickly  tamed  by  i 
The  goal  is  reached.     My  master  di»      X 
A  shadow  of  myself —  made  by  myielC 


Scene,  the  edge  of  tte  Mow. 
MABHitDVKE  ami  Eldred  enter  J  f 

Mar.  (raiting  hi*  eye*  and perv^...^  -'''Pti.i 

any  comer  of  this  savage  wute, 
Have  you,  good  peasant,  eei'ii  n  blind  old  manl 

Eld.  I  heard 

Mar.  You  heard  him,  wherel  when  heard 

Eld.  Aa  you  knoK', 

The  first  hours  of  last  night  were  rough  with  stonn: 
I  had  been  out  in  search  of  o  stmy  heifer; 
Returning  late,  1  heard  a  moaning  sound  ; 
Then,  tltinking  that  my  fiincy  had  deceived  ine^ 
I  hurried  on,  when  straight  a  second  moan, 
A  human  voice  distinct,  struck  on  my  ear. 
So  guided,  distant  a  few  steps,  I  found 
An  aged  man,  and  such  os  you  describe. 

Mar.  You  heard!  —  he  called  you  to  him!    Of  all 

The  best  ntid  kindest !  —  but  where  ia  he !  guide  me, 
That  I  may  see  him. 

Eld,  On  a  ridge  of  rocka 

A  louesome  chapel  stands,  deserted  now: 
The  bell  is  left,  wliich  no  one  dares  remove ; 
And,  when  the  stormy  wind  bloivs  o'er  the  peak, 
Tt  rings,  as  if  a  human  hand  were  there 
To  pull  the  cord.    I  guess  he  murt  have  heard  it; 
And  it  had  led  him  towards  the  precipice, 
To  climb  up  to  the  spot  whence  tlie  Bound  came ; 
But  he  haii  failed  through  weakness.    From  his  h«Dd 
Ills  staW  had  dropped,  and  close  upon  the  brmk 
Of  a  araall  pool  of  water  he  was  laid, 


^^^^^^^^^HrDS WORTH'S  POKTICAL 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  and  BO 

And  seems  the  like  for  you :  if  'l  is  your  wisli, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^B 

I  '11  lead  you  u,  his  daughter ;  but 't  were  I*^ 

^^^^^^^^^^^1  Well,  well,  he 

Tliat  she  should  be  [irepared ;  I  '11  go  before. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ibr.  There  will  be  need  of  prepariitlon. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  But  few  words: 

[F.uinea  gott  nf 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ft  daughter. 

Etea.  (fnlfrs.)                                             Ma^er! 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Her  ace         more 

Your  limbs  sink  under  you,  Ehall  I  nipport  yoo  T 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H  by 

Mar.  (taking  hrr  arm.)   Woman,  I've  lent  my  badf 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hit  Ik 

to  tiie  service 

^^^^^^^^^^^Br. 

Wliieh  now  Ihou  takest  upon  thee.     God  forbid 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

That  thou  shouldst  ever  mrei  a  like  occasioa 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H  All-seeing  knowe, 

With  such  a  purpose  in  thine  heart  as  mine  was. 

^^^^^^^^^^^■r  child.— 

Elea.  O.  why  have  1  lo  do  with  thingB  like  then ! 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^V ' 

IE*««t 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1       Ho  waa 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H  thera  wu             about 

Scene  changei  lo  the  door  of  Eldrkd's  cotlagt— 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H  . 

ll>OHCA  seated  — enter  Eldhed. 

^^^^^^^^^^^1            Nor  w&s 

Eld.  Your  felher.  lady,  from  a  wilful  hand 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  to                           have 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^M 

Prom  what  has  just  befallen  me  I  have  cause 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Bvenv-. 

To  fear  the  very  worsL 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^loncnicB  of  men 

Idon.                         Mylalherisdead; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Ht  Am  une 

Why  dost  thou  eome  to  me  with  words  like  these* 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Knd  hy 

Eld.  A  wicked  man  should  answer  for  his  crimet. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H  Ihan  wonla  cnn 

Mm.  Thou  seost  me  what  lam. 

Eld.                                              It  was  most  heinon 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^K  ace 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^HroEB  our 

iJon.                                             Do  not  add, 

1  prithee,  to  the  harm  thou  'st  done  already. 

^^^^^^^^^^^B  one  of  ihpm 

EM.  Hereafter  you  will  thank  me  for  this  service 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  prcfsod  on  me 

Hard  by,  a  man  I  met,  who,  from  plain  proo& 

^^^^^^^^^Hcume         iny 

Of  inletfering  Heaven,  I  have  no  doubt. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H  there  are  three 

Laid  hands  upon  your  (hllier.    Fit  it  were 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

You  ehould  prepare  to  meet  him. 

^^^^^^^^^^^H(e,  anrf      afiebU 

/don.                                             I  have  nolliinff 

^^^^^^^^^^^■l  am  deserted 

To  do  with  others;  help  me  to  my  fniher  — 

^^^^^^^^^^^H  hsve      >  net 

[Sht  lufFK  and  K€i  MiBMADUK£  hamng  <■« 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Kngled  this  poor  mnn. — 

EtEANoa  — lAroiej  hrrxelf  upon  hit  arek 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hl  [llragging         along. 

and  aftrr  lome  lime, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Be   your 

In  jny  I  met  tliee,  but  a  fow  houra  past ; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

And  tlius  wc  meet  again:  one  human  stay 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Htisand                lod^ 

Is  left  me  sldl  in  tlice.     Nay,  shake  not  so. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^M 

Mar.  In  such  a  wilderness  — to  sec  no  thing. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  To  the 

No.  not  tiie  pitying  moon ! 

^^^^^^^^^^^Kave  me. 

Idon.                             And  perish  so. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hro  was  a 

Mar.  Without  a  dog  to  moan  for  him. 

^^^^^^^^^^^■u'as  her 

Iilon.                                              Think  not  of  ifc 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hiur  n^Fiiti 

But  enter  there  and  see  him  how  he  sleeps, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hht                     now— 

Tranquil  as  he  had  died  in  his  own  bed. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Ht  yon              hear     — 

Jlfor.  Tranquil— why  noti 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Kraiv 

tdon.                                     O,  peace ! 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hghlcr                her 

Mar.                                               He  is  at  pcaot 

^^^^^^^^^^^■crrible 

His  body  is  at  rest;  there  was  a  plot. 

^^^^^^^^^^^■aHH  4DIIKC 

A  hideous  plot,  against  the  soul  of  man: 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hin  the 

It  took  cfioct— and  yet  I  baffled  ii, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

In  lotne  degree. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hsmal                     for 

Won.               Between  us  stood,  I  thought. 

^^^^       r^ 

A  cvp  of  coDsoIatLon,  GUed  from  Heaven 

For  both  our  needa ;  miut  I,  and  in  Ihj  presence. 

Alone  partake  of  it!  —  Beloved  Manoaduke  I 

Mar.  Give  jne  a  reason  why  the  wisest  thing 
That  the  earth  owns  Ehall  never  chooae  to  die. 


Batee 


ir  to  CI 


The  woooded  deer  retires  to  eolitude. 

And  dies  in  solitude :  all  thing!  but  man, 

AU  die  ia  solitude.    [Moving  loicardt  ihe  cottage  door. 

AlysIcriouB  God, 
If  she  had  never  lived  I  had  not  done  il !  — 

Idon.  Alas,  the  thou^t  of  euch  a  cruel  death 
Has  overHbelmed  him.  —  I  must  ToUow. 

EU.  Lady! 

You  will  do  veil;  {the  goei)  onjuat  Euspicion  may 
Cleave  to  this  stranger:  ir,  upon  hia  entering, 
The  dead  man  heave  a  groan,  or  from  his  sida 
UpliA  his  band  — that  would  bo  evidence. 

Elea,  Sbsme!  Gldrcd,  shame! 

Mar,  {both  reluming.)  The  dead  have  but 

one  face,    (to  himtd/.') 
And  Buch  a  man  —  so  meet  and  unoflending  — 
Hrlples  and  barmlees  as  a  babe :  a  man, 
Ej  obvious  sifual  to  the  world'*  protection, 
Solemnly  dedicated  —  lo  decoy  him !  — 

Idan.  O,  had  you  seen  him  living!  — 

Mat.  I  (so  filled 

With  horror  is  this  world)  am  unto  thee 
Tbe  thing  most  precious,  that  it  now  contains : 
IWefbre  through  roe  alone  tnu?I  be  revealed 
Bjr  whom  thy  parent  was  destroyed,  Idonea! 
1  bivc  the  proofii !  — 

Uon.  O,  mlBorablc  father! 

Tium  didfit  command  me  to  bless  all  mankind  ; 
Sof  to  tliis  moment  have  I  ever  wished 

Etil  to  any  living  thing;  but  hear  me. 

Hear  me,  ye  Heavena ! — (kneeling.) — may  vengeance 
haunt  the  fiend 

for  Ihia  most  cruel  murder :  let  him  live 

And  note  in  terror  of  the  elements; 
.       IVlbander  send  him  on  his  knees  to  pnyer 

la  the  open  atreets,  and  let  hiwi  think  he  sees. 

If  e'er  he  eotereth  tbe  house  of  God, 

Tberooi;  eeir-raoved,  unsettling  o'er  his  head; 

And  let  him,  when  ho  would  lie  down  at  night, 

hat  lo  bis  wife  the  blood-drops  on  his  pillow ! 
Mar.  My  voice  was  silent,  but  my  heort  hath  joined 

I  thee. 

tim.  (leaning  on  Miibmaduee.)    Left  to  tbe  mercy 
of  that  savage  man ! 
Bov  could  he  call  upon  his  child !  —  O  friend ! 

[Tlirni  lo  MiHMADtlKK. 

Mjfcitbful,  true,  and  only  comforter. 
J&r.  Ay,  come  to  roe  and  weep,     (fie  KUset  her.) 
{To  Eldked.)  Ves,  varlet,  look, 

The  devils  at  snch  eighta  do  clap  their  hands. 

[ELDBtD  relirei  alarmed. 
Idoa.  Thy  vest  is  torn,  thy  cheek  is  deadly  pale ; 
Hist  ihoo  pursued  the  monster! 


Ob  1  would  tliat  Ihou  b» 

Won.  Hero  art  thou,  t, 

Mar.  There  was  a  lime,  Wu-, 
Availed  against  tbe  mighty;  nat^ 
Shall  ble^ings  wnit  upon  a  deed  b, 
Idon.  Wild  words  for  mc  to  hoar 
Committed  to  thy  guardianship  hi 
And,  if  thou  hast  forgiven  me, 
In  this  deep  sorrow,  trust,  thai  _  _.j 
For  closer  care ;  —  here,  is  no  molu 

/ItoT.  There,  is  a  malady — 
{StrikittghU  heart  aiid forehead.)   Andht 
A  mortal  malady.  —  I  am  accurst: 
All  nature  curses  me,  and  in  my  be 
Thy  curse  is  fixed ;  the  truth  must  ^ 
It  must  be  told,  and  borne.     I  am  the  i„ 
(Abused,  betrayed,  but  how  it  matters  . 
Presumptuous  above  oil  that  ever  br* 
Who,  casting  as  I  thought  a  guilty  p 
Upon  Heaven's  rigbleous  judymenl,i_._ 
An  instrument  of  fiends.     Tiirough  me, 
Tiiy  father  perished. 

Idon.  Perished  —  bj 

Mot.  BelovM !  —  if  I  dared,  so  "■ 
Conflict  must  cease,  and,  in  tby  fro 
of  eulTering  meet  ~ 


Idon.  {readt.)  •  Be  not  surpri y«_ 

some  signal  judgment  has  befallen  the  mai,  m 
himself  your  filher ;  lie  is  now  with  me,  as  his  aigua- 
ivill  show :  abstain  from  conjecture  til!  you  see  me. 
'  Herbert. 
'  Marmadces.' 
The  writing  Oswald's;  the  oignature  my  father's: 
(Looks  ileadily  al  Ike  paprr.)    And  here  is  yours, — or 

do  my  eyes  deceive  mel 
You  have  then  seen  my  father  1 
A/ar. 


iB  leaned 

led  him  towards  the  convent! 
twasStonE-ArlhurCaslie.  Thither 
.    I  on  that  night  resolved 

tby  coming  till  the  day 


Upon  this  arm. 

Lion.  Yoi 

Wflr.  Thatconvei 

7e  were  his  guide 
That  he  should  wai 
Of  resurrection. 

Idon.  Miserable  woman, 

Too  quickly  moved,  too  easily  giving  way, 
I  put  denial  on  thy  suit,  and  bcocc. 
With  the  disastrous  issue  of  lost  night. 
Thy  perturbation,  and  these  frantic  words. 
Be  calm,  I  pray  theel 

Mar.  Oswald 

Idon,  Name  h 

Enter  female  Beggar. 

Beg.  And   he  is  dead!  —  that  moor  —  h 

By  night,  by  day,  never  shall  I  be  able 
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na— Good  lady! 

Your  pupil  is,  you  see,  an  apt  pnificie 

rgive  me.     Hod  I  thought 

Start  not !_  Here  is  another  &ce  bai 

is!  — 

Come,  let  us  take  a  peep  at  botli  toge 

bat  brin^youhtthcrl  speak! 

And,  with  a  voice  at  which  the  dead 

BKiDCKB).   This  innocent  gen- 

Resound  the  praise  of  your  moratity- 

euvena !  t  told  him 

Of  this  loo  much. 

fither !  —  God  ifl  my  judge, 

[Drawing  Oswald  •owards  ll 

arm:  but  Ihat  bod  nittn. 

tkort  at  the  doc 

old,  and  looked  w  fierce. 

Men  are  there,  milli 

twhat— 0,  pityme- 

Who  with  bare  hands  would  have  plui 

ere  not  his  daughter — 

And  flung  it  to  the  dogs:  but  I  am  la 

—  thrico  tiiiaday 

Above,  or  sunk  below,  all  further  sem 

wish  to  be  BtruGk  blind ; 

rayed,  anil  had  no  voice. 

Of  that  old  man's  forgiveness  on  thy  i 

.)    Was  it  my  lather!  — no. 

Pressing  as  heavily  aa  it  doth  on  mint 
Coward  I  have  been;  hnow,  there  lie 

feeble,  old  and  blind. 

Within  the  compass  of  a  mortal  thoog 

earor  than  his  life. 

A  deed  that  I  would  shrink  from;  — b 

e  qtieetion,  I  have  a  heart 

That  is  my  destiny.     May  it  be  thine 

'id  you  murder  himi 

akc  of  arm.     But  leain  the 

To  feed  remorse,  to  welcome  every  st. 
Of  penitential  anguish,  yea  with  tear 

fscd  oponme;  guilt 

by  blacker  puilt. 

The  wider  space  the  better  —  we  ma; 

rapped  even  thee;  ond  truth 

in  his  looks, 

gestures,  did  but  serve 

maintained,  for  peaceful  ends  beyond 

s  crimes,  and  heaped 

lOanfmed  miicEs  — several  of 

which  Ihey  pleaded. 

rtuA  upon  Oswald  and 

h  of  my  roEolve  : 

One  of  them.  I  would  have  dogget 

0  Heaven,  and  caEt, 

of  hell!  — 

on  tiie  ordeal 

Oiw.  Ha !  is  it  so !— That  vagrant  1 

Ihim  — andBohediedl- 

Of  having  left  a  thing  like  her  alive ! 

efes*;  lieggai,  Eleahob,  fiic.. 

Several  voice).  Despatch  him! 

ml,  and  bear  her  tiff. 

Oiu,.                                   If  I  pa 

e  [hingfl,  and  do  no  more ; 

And  shout,  and,  with  the  echo  of  my 

he  arm  have  such  a  power. 

Bring  down  a  heap  of  rubbish,  and  it  < 

tilings  be  heard  in  vaini 

-if  lloved  this  woman, 

A  fool  and  coward  blended  to  my  wist 

cr  woke  again 

[Smiles  scOTTifuUg  and  exultingli 

he  will  weep  for  me. 

Wat.  'Tiadone!    (slabs  him.) 

ine— and  so,  poor  foot. 

Another  of  ihe  band.  The  rutblew 

anotlier  name. 

Afar. 

yUe  walks  aboiU  iMfrocfwUy. 

With  that  reproof  I  do  resign  a  statioc 
Of  which  I  have  been  proud, 

OawAtB. 

Strong  to  o'ertnm,  strong 

master! 

[To  MiBMADtlKK. 

Mar.  Discerning  monitor,  my  faitht 

Why  art  thou  here  ?                   [  Tami 

t  that,  I  tmst. 

Wallace,  up 

cost  off  the  chains 

Many  there  be  whose  eyes  will  not  wi 

y  of  mind  — 

To  weep  that  I  am  gone.  Brothers  in 
Raise  on  that  dreary  waste  a  monumei 

Let  ua  to  Palestine; 

That  may  record  my  story :  nor  let  wi 

nterpriae. 

Pew  must  they  be,  sod  delicate  in  the 

we  encounter  oeit!     This' 

As  light  itself— be  there  withheld  froi 
Who,  through  most  wicked  arts,  was  i 

d  a  rknesB  deepening  darknesB,  1 

By  one  who  would  have  died  a  thousai 

<rv 

To  shield  her  from  a  moment's  harm. 

POEMS  WRITTEN  IN  YOUTH. 


Williw  and  ^Vil^^Pll,  I  commead  the  ladj. 
By  Mf  nature  rrnired,  aa  if  to  make  her 
la  lil  things  vonhier  of  iJiat  noble  birth, 
Hloe  Ion^«u«peniled  rights  src  now  on  tlw  era 
or  mtoiitioii :  with  yoiu  tendereBt  care 
ffttdi  over  her,  I  pmy  —  BustsiD  her 

Smrai  of  the  Imnd  {eagerly.)  Captain ! 

Jbr.  No  more  of  thai ;  in  eilcace  hear  aiy  iloom : 
ibmili^  hu  furnished  fit  relief 
I^BDMof&Ddere;  other  penitenU, 
ba  p«timl  in  iheir  wretchedness,  have  fallen. 


Like  the  old  Roman,  on  fl 

They  had  their  cljoice:  k 

The  fpectre  of  llial  ionoo 

No  human  ear  kIisII  ever  iim 

Ne  human  dwelling  ever  give  t 

Orsleep,  or  re«t:  but,  over  waste -— i-' 

In  search  of  nothing  that  thia  ean 

Bui  expiation,  will  I  wander  on  — 

A  man  by  puin  and  tliought  compelled  to  livi^ 

Yet  loathing  life  —  till  anger  is  appeased 

In  Heaven,  and  mercy  givee  me  leave  Id  Aib 
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Note  I,  p.  25. 
Of  \ite  Poems  in  thia  class,  "The  EvsiirNo  Walk" 

iiii"DttninTivK  Skbtciieb"  were  first  publidied  in 
1793,  They  are  reprinted  with  some  unimportant  alte- 
ntnoi  dnt  were  chiefly  mode  very  Boon  after  their 
^Umtioo.  It  would  have  been  easy  la  amend  them, 
in  muj  pun^res,  both  as  to  sentiment  and  expression, 
ind  I  iate  not  been  ailogelber  able  to  resist  the  temp- 
rnim:  bol  Bitempts  of  this  kind  arc  made  at  the  risk 
of  iDjunag  those  charactcriEtic  features  which,  alter  all, 
"lU  be  re^rded  aa  the  principal  recommendation  of 
jutsmie  poems. 

Note  2,  p.  39. 

'iad,  hmrring,  TOrnid  it  o^len  did  <t  raven  fig.' 

htm  a  short  MS,  poem  read  lo  me  when  an  under- 

fnduite,  by  my  schoolfellow  and  friend,  Charles  Parish, 

loog  lince  deceased.    The  verses  were  by  a  brother  of 

li^imia  of  promising  genius,  who  died  young. 

Note  3,  p.  45. 
'The  Borderers: 

This  Dramatic  Piece,  as  noticed  in  its  title-page,  was 
mpned  m  lT95-a    It  lay  nearly  from  that  lime  till 


within  the  last  two  or  three  nKNitbs  unregttda 
my  papers,  without  being  mentioned  even  to 

intimate  friends.    Having,  however,  iniprav 
my  mind  which  made  me  unwilling  tod 
I  determined  to  undertake  the  responsi 
iog-  it  during  my  own  life,  rather  than  iiii|Mto 
■uecesBors  the  task  of  deciding  its  late.    Accoru 
it  has  been  revised  with  some  care ;  but,  as  it  waa  at 
lir>jt  written,  and  is  now  published,  without  any  view  to 
its  exhibition  upon  the  stage,  not  the  sli^Iitest  alteration 
has  been  made  in  the  conduct  of  the  story,  or  the  com- 
poeilion  of  the  characters;  above  all,  in  respect  to  the 
two  leading  persons  of  tlie  drama,  1  felt  no  inducement 
to  make  any  change.    The  study  of  hutimn  nature  sug- 
gests this  awful  Inith,  that,  au  in  the  triaUta  which  life 
subjects  UF,  sin  and  crime  sre  apt  to  start  from  their 
very  opposite   qualitieij,  so  arc  tliere  no  limits  to  the 
hardening  of  the  heart,  and  tlic  perversion  of  the  under- 
standing  to  which  they  may  carry  Iheir  slaves.    During 
my  long  residenoo  in  France,  while  tiie  revolution  was 
rapidly  advancing  to  its  extreme  of  wickedness,  I  had 
frequent  opportunities  of  being  an  cyc-u  itness  of  this 
process,  and  it  was  while  that  knowledge  was  fredi 
uponmy  memory,  that  the  Tragedy  of  "The  B 
was  compoeed.  — 1842. 
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POEMS 
REFERRING   TO   THE    PERIOD   OP  CHILD 


My  heart  leaps  up  when  1  behold 

A  Rainbow  in  Uie  shjr : 
So  was  il  when  my  life  began ; 
So  b  it  DOW  I  im  a  Man ; 
Sa  be  it  when  T  gIihII  grow  old. 

Or  let  me  die ! 
The  Chad  is  Fntlicr  of  the  Man; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bonod  each  to  each  by  natural  piety.* 


TO  A  BUTTERFLY. 
Stat  near  me — do  not  take  thy  Sight! 
A  little  longer  etaj  in  sight ! 
Hucb  conTcrae  do  I  find  in  Thee, 
Ristarian  of  my  In&ncy ! 

Fkut  near  me :  do  not  yet  depart  1 

DMd  times  rerive  in  thes : 

Thoa  bringest,  gay  Creature  as  thou  art: 

A  Bolemn  itna^e  lemy  heart, 

Mj  Fatiiet's  Family  ! 

Oh',  pleasant,  pleasant  were  the  days. 

The  time,  when,  in  our  childish  plays, 

iij  Sister  Einmeline  and  I 

Together  chased  the  Butterfly  ! 

A  rery  hunter  did  I  rush 

Upon  the  prey; — with  leaps  and  springs 

I  fullowed  on  from  brake  \o  bush ; 

Gut  the,  God  love  her !  feared  Co  bnisti 

The  dost  fiom  otT  its  wings. 


FORESIGHT, 
■Toe  charge  of  a  cibld  to  his  yorKcER 

COMPAKION. 
Tbxt  is  work  of  waste  and  niin — 
Do  ts  Charles  and  I  are  doing  l 
Strainberry-bloasoms,  one  and  all. 
We  must  spare  them  —  here  are  many: 
Imk  at  it  —  the  Flower  is  small. 
Small  and  low,  thongh  fair  as  any ; 
Do  not  touch  it !  eummera  two 
I  am  older,  Anne,  than  you. 


Pull  the  Frimroee,  Sieter  Anne  I 

FoU  aa  many  as  you  can. 

—  Here  ore  Daisies,  take  your  fill ; 

PanGies,  and  the  Cuckoo-Sower: 

Of  the  lofty  Daffodil 

Make  your  bed,  and  mal 

Fill  your  \tp,  and  Git  jr« 

Only  spars  the  Strawberr^ 

PrimroecB,  the  spring  may  love  them — 
Summer  knows  but  little  of  themr 
Vbleta,  ft  barren  kind. 
Withered  on  the  ground  must  lie; 
Daisies  leave  no  fruit  behind 
^^'llen  the  pretty  flowere^  die ; 
Pluck  them,  and  another  ;au 
As  many  will  be  blowing  here. 

God  has  given  a  kindlier  power 
To  the  favoured  Strawbenj-Sower. 
When  the  months  of  Spring  are  fled 
Hither  let  us  bemi  our  walk; 
Lurking  berries,  ripe  and  red. 
Then  will  liang  on  every  stalk. 
Each  within  its  leafy  bower; 
And  tor  that  promise  spare  the  Flower! 


CHARACTERISTICS 


\.^\' 


OF    A   CHILD  TIIIIEE  YEARSOI.D     i^     i, 

LovwQ  she  is,  and  tractahle,  though  wild  ( 

And  Innocence  hath  privilege  in  her 

To  din-nify  arch  looks  and  laughing  eyes; 

And  feats  of  cunning ;  and  tlio  pretty  round 

Of  trespasses,  affected  to  provoke 

Mock-chastiseraent  and  partnewhip  in  play. 

And,  as  a  fiigot  sparkles  on  the  hearth. 

Not  less  if  unattended  and  alone 

Than  when  both  young  and  old  ait  gathered  round 

And  take  delight  in  its  activity, 

Eviin  BO  this  liappy  creature  of  heraelf 

Is  oU-sufBcient ;  solitude  to  her 

Is  blillie  society,  who  fills  the  air 

With  gladness  and  invohmlary  songs. 

Light  are  her  sallies  as  the  tripping  Riwn*« 
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Lhe  fern  where  she  iny  couched; 

He  may  knock  at  the  door,— we'll 

pecteil.  aa  liie  siir 

May  drive  at  the  windows,  —  we'll 

ufflin^  the  meadow  flowers; 

Let  him  seek  hia  own  home  wberev 

asim;  wonlouly 

Here  'a  a  coiie  wann  house  for  Ed« 

1  placid  kke. 

THE  MOTHER'S  RE 

Ey  Ibe  Ri». 

ESS  TO  A  CHILD. 

Since  your  dear  Mother  went  i 

STEROUS  WLNTEIl  EVENING. 

And  she  to-morrow  will  retun 

By  mr  Biner. 

To-morrow  is  the  bappy  day. 

Wind  come  1  What  way  doeB  be  go? 

O  blessed  tidings  •  thought  of 

Her,  BJid  over  the  snow. 

The  eldest  heard  with  steady 

[)   through   vale;   and   o'er   rocky 

Silent  he  stood ;  then  laughed 
And  shouted,  "Mother,  come  t 

ot  climb, lakcaJiis sounding  flight; 

Louder  ond  louder  did  he  bIh 

aa  plainly  may  see ; 

With  witless  hope  to  bring  hi 

ne,  and  n-liither  he  goea. 

"Nay,  patience!  patience,  litt 

olar  in  E^glnnd  knuwa. 

Your  tender  mother  cannot  hi 

»I»in  a  conninjr  nook. 

I  told  of  hills,  and  fkr-ofl-lon 

arnm;  — bul,if  youshoaldlook. 

And  long,  long  valce  to  trave 

aeo  but  a  ctiahion  of  snow 

He  lislena,  puzzled,  Bor«  perj 

nd  whiter  than  nitllt. 

But  he  submits;  what  can  he 

were  coTcr'd  with  eilk. 

e  in  the  cave  of  a  rock, 

No  strife  disturbs  his  Slater's 

11  aalhe  buzzard  cock; 

She  wars  not  with  the  myslei 

nd  what  shall  you  find  in  the  place! 

Of  time  and  distance,  night  a 

and  empty  space ; 

The  bonds  of  our  humanity. 

a  heap  of  dry  leaves, 

bed,  to  beggars  or  thieves ! 

Hi-r  joy  is  like  an  instinct,  jc 
Of  kitten,  bird,  or  summer  flj 

She  dances,  runs,  witbout  an 

lard,  and  then  you  will  tee 

She  chatters  in  her  ecstasy. 

ere,  and  made  a  great  rout, 
Jichef,  and  strewn  thera  about; 

Iler  Lrother  now  takes  op  the  i 

e  spare  but  tliat  one  upright  twig 
e  sky  80  proud  and  big 
well  you  know. 

And  echoes  back  his  Sister's  g. 
They  hug  the  Inftnt  in  my  am 

As  if  to  force  his  sympathy. 

a  beautifiil  sbow ! 

Then,  settling  into  fond  diacoui 
We  rested  in  the  garden  bowej 

f  he  makes  a  pause. 

While  sweetly  shone  the  eveni 

8  would  fix  hia  clams 

In  his  departing  hour. 

and  with  a  hufre  rattle 

ike  men  in  a  battle: 

We  told  o'er  all  that  we  had  d( 

round ;  he  does  us  no  harm. 

Our  rambles  by  [he  swift  brook 

e,  we 're  snug  and  warm; 

Fsr  as  the  willow-skirled  pool. 

ffatb  see  the  candle  shines  briifht, 

Where  two  feir  swans  togethei 

ar  and  stody  light; 

ad,— but  that  hair-etifled  kneU, 

We  talked  of  change,  of  wint« 

of  the  eight  o'clock  belL 

Of  green  leaves  on  the  hawtho 

o  bed !  and  when  we  are  there 

Of  birds  tbu  build  Iheii  nests  . 

m  will,  B'>4.!JJHt!l»ll  w»  om«1 

/^""■"" 
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To  her  thew  tiles  they  will  repeat. 
To  her  our  new-bom  tribes  will  abow* 
The  goiliiig'e  green,  the  aa^s  ooh. 
The  kfflfas  that  in  the  meadow  go. 

—But  fee,  the  evening  star  comes  fixrth ! 
To  bed  the  children  must  depart ; 
A  Doment**  heaviness  they  feel, 
Aadneaiat  the  heart: 

Til  gone — and  in  a  merry  fit 

Tbej  ran  ap  stairs  in  gamesome  nee; 

I,  too»  infected  by  their  mood, 

I  oould  have  joined  the  wanton  chase. 

Fife  minatai  past — and,  O  the  change ! 
Aileep  opoo  their  beds  they  lie ; 
Tbeir  bwy  limbs  in  perfect  rest, 
And  dosed  the  qiarkling  eye. 


^ 


ALICE  FELL; 

OB,  POVERTY. 

Tn  pQH-boy  drove  inth  fierce  careo^ 

F«  threitening  donds  the  moon  bad  drowned ; 

When,  as  we  harried  on,  my  ear 

Wis  aniuen  with  a  startling  sound. 

At  if  the  wind  blew  many  ways, 
I heud  the  sound, — and  more  and  more; 
It  mnwd  to  follow  with  the  chaise, 
K^i  nill  I  heard  it  as  before. 

A'  .*!i'^  I  to  the  boy  called  out ; 
lit  iVjped  his  horse  at  the  word, 
B::  3*ithcr  cry,  nor  voice,  nor  shout, 
^  r  I'j^t  else  like  it,  could  be  beard. 

1 '?  bny  thcQ  smacked  his  whip,  and  fast 
T>  yfies  scampered  through  the  rain ; 
Bcv  h€tnn^  soon  upon  the  blast 
^'^  C7. 1  bade  him  halt  again. 

^  rJ'ivAh  alighting  on  the  ground, 

"^\:.«ce  comes,"  said  I,  "  this  piteous  moan T 

A-c  Lwe  a  little  girl  I  found, 

^•^2  behind  the  chaise,  alone. 

'  Vj  cloak  r  no  other  word  she  spake, 
Bu:  ioud  and  bitterly  she  wept, 
Af  if  ber  mnocent  heart  would  break ; 
^  down  from  off  her  seat  she  leapt 

'^'sti  aib  yoo,  child  r*— she  sobbed  "  Look  here !" 

'  aw  it  in  the  wheel  entangled, 

•^  vctther-beaten  rag  as  e^er 

Abb  ssy  gaiden  seaie-crow  dangled. 


There,  twisted  between  nave  and  spoke^ 
It  hung,  nor  could  at  once  be  freed ; 
But  our  joint  pains  unloosed  the  cloak, 
A  miserable  rag  indeed ! 

**  And  whither  are  yoo  going,  child. 
To-night  along  these  lonesome  waysl** 
«« To  Durham,"  answered  she,  half  wild- 
**Then  come  with  me  into  the  chaise." 

Insensible  to  all  relief 
Sat  the  poor  girl,  and  forth  did  send 
Sob  after  sob,  as  if  her  grief 
Could  never,  never  have  an  end. 

**  My  child,  in  Durham  do  you  dwell  t" 
She  checked  herself  in  her  distress, 
And  said,  **  My  name  is  Alice  Fell ; 
I  *m  fiitherless  and  motherless. 

And  I  to  Durham,  Sir,  belong." 
Again,  as  if  the  thought  would  choke 
Her  very  heart,  her  grief  grew  strong ; 
And  all  was  for  her  tattered  doak  I 

The  chaise  drove  on ;  our  journey's  end 
Was  nigh ;  and,  sitting  by  my  side. 
As  if  she  had  lost  her  only  firiend, 
She  wept,  nor  would  be  pacified. 

Up  to  the  tavern  door  we  post; 
Of  Alice  and  her  grief  I  told ; 
And  I  gave  money  to  the  host. 
To  buy  a  new  cloak  for  the  old. 

"  And  let  it  be  of  dufiil  grey, 
As  warm  a  cloak  as  man  can  sell !" 
Proud  creature  was  she  the  next  day, 
The  little  orphan,  Alice  Fell ! 


LUCY  GRAY; 

OR,   SOLITUDE. 

Oft  I  had  heard  of  Lucy  Gray ; 
And,  when  I  crossed  the  wild, 
I  chanced  to  sec  at  break  of  day 
The  solitary  child. 

No  mate,  no  comrade,  Lucy  knew ; 
She  dwelt  on  a  wide  moor, 
—  The  sweetest  thing  that  ever  grew 
Beside  a  human  door ! 

You  yet  may  spy  the  feiwn  at  play. 
The  hare  upon  the  green ; 
But  the  sweet  face  of  Lucy  Gray 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 
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*  joHt  (track  two^ 


k :— «l(k1  Ln^  took 


1-  ihe  jwwdery  mow 

dnbrforeitstime: 
>  aivl  i!.)W]i; 
dill  LocveUnib; 
il  ilic  iDvni. 

pantnUxl!  tfaatniffbt 

>.id  wide ; 
liciDii-r  stMini  nor  sight 
n  ffiiiilf. 

Iilll  ili<>r  stood 

■uiu'  i)>i'  Rridfre  of  wood, 
I  Ihi-.r  .I«ir 

itii;  linmoward,  cried, 
allalinl!  mcpt:" 
I  initw  till-  mother  spied 

l>  fWim  the  atoop  hiU's  edge 

ftn  brnkrii  liRwUiont-hedKe, 

MtuiD-anll  i 

<o  RnU  tlipf  croMod: 

•till  111"  Mine; 


II  Hint  to  this  ixj 
I  Chilli: 

f>  i>wr«>l  l^oy  Gny 
iif  Wild. 


O'er  rough  snd  miooth  she  tripi  aloq 
And  never  looks  behind; 
And  sings  a  solilaijr  •ong 
That  whistles  in  the  wind. 


W£  ARE   SEVEN. 

A  MMPia  Child,  'U.i  i.  -■■w 

That  lightly  draws  its  breath, 
And  feels  its  life  in  erery  limb. 
What  should  it  know  of  deatht 

1  met  a  little  cottage  Girl; 
She  was  eight  years  old,  die  said ; 
Her  hair  was  thick  with  many  a  cm^ 
That  clustered  round  her  head. 

She  had  a  rustic,  woodland  air. 
And  she  wns  wildly  clad : 
Her  eyes  were  ftir,  and  very  fair; 
— Her  beauty  made  me  glad. 

"  Slaters  and  brothers,  little  Maid, 
How  many  may  you  be  V 
"  How  many !  Seven  in  all,"  she  md 
And  wondering  looked  at  me. 

"And  where  ore  theyl  I  pny  you  t 
She  answered,  "  Seven  are  we ; 
And  two  of  us  at  Conway  dwell. 
And  two  aro  gone  to  sea. 

Two  of  ua  in  the  cburch-yaid  lie. 
My  sister  and  mj  brother ; 
And,  in  the  church-yard  cottage,  I 
Dwell  near  them  with  my  mother." 

"  You  say  that  two  at  Conway  dwell 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 
Yet  ye  are  seven ! — I  pray  yoo  tell. 
Sweet  Maid,  how  this  may  be." 

Then  did  the  tittle  Maid  reply 
"  Seven  boys  and  girls  are  we ; 
Two  of  U8  in  the  church-yard  lie. 
Beneath  the  church-yard  tree." 

"  You  run  about,  my  little  Maid, 
Your  limbs  they  are  alive; 
If  two  are  in  the  churcb-yaid  laid. 
Then  ye  are  only  five." 

"  Their  graves  are  green,  they  may 

The  little  Maid  replied, 

"  Twelve  steps  or  mrae  fltxn  my  mo 


And  they  aruj^by  aide. 
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ICj  stockingB  Xhvre  I  ollca  knit. 
My  kerchief  there  I  hem; 
And  there  upon  the  ground  I  sit — 
I  nt  uid  Bug  to  them. 


And  often  after  sunset.  Sir, 
^  When  it  is  light  and  &ir, 

I  lake  my  little  porringor, 
|L  JLati  eat  my  siippct  there. 

The  Srst  that  died  wu  litde  Jane ; 
In  bed  she  mooniiig  Iny, 
T^l  God  released  her  of  her  poia ; 
And  then  she  went  sway. 

8u  m  ihe  church-yard  she  wat  laid ; 
And,  nhen  Ihe  grass  was  dry, 
Together  round  her  grave  we  played, 
Hf  brother  John  and  I. 

Aad  vbeo  the  ground  was  white  with  at 
And  I  cooU  run  and  slide, 
Uj  brother  John  was  Ibrced  to  go, 
Aid  be  lies  fay  her  side." 

"How  many  arc  yoo,  then,"  said  I, 
"If  they  two  are  in  HoaTcn!" 
Hie  little  Maiden  did  reply, 
"0  Master  1  we  are  sevea" 

'But  they  are  dead,  those  two  arc  dead  l 
Hteir  apirite  are  in  Ileaven '." 
Twai  throwing  words  awny;  for  stiU 
TTie  little  Maid  would  have  her  will, 
And  «aid,  "Nay,  we  are  Eeven! 


A.VBCDOTE  FOR  FATHERS, 
WWBG  HOW  THE  PRACTICE  OF  LYINQ  MAY 


BE  TAUGHT 


1 UTE  a  boy  of  five  years  old ; 
Hi*  ^e  is  lair  and  fresh  to  aec ; 
Hk  limbs  are  cast  in  beauty's  mould, 
W  dearly  be  lovea  me. 

One  mom  we  strolled  on  our  dry  walk, 
ftaquiel  home  all  full  in  view, 
And  held  such  intermitted  talk 
A>  we  ire  wont  to  do. 

^J  Ibonglits  on  former  pleasure*  ran; 
I  Qmght  of  Kilve'a  delightful  aliore, 
Oqi  pleasant  home  when  Spring  began, 
A  long,  kmg  year  before. 

A  diy  it  waa  when  I  could  bear 
Some  fond  regreta  to  entertain ; 
Vith  BO  much  happiness  to  mtare, 
I  canld  not  feel  a  pain. 


The  green  earth  ech 
Of  lambs  that  bound 
From  (ihadc  to  sunsh 
From  sunshine  back 

Birds  wxrblcd  round  nii> 
Of  inward  sadness  hat 
"  Kilve,"  said  I,  "  was 
And  BO  is  Liawyn  litm 

My  boy  was  by  niy  ( 

And  graceful  in  his  i 

And,  OS  we  talked.  I  nun. 

In  very  idlencs. 

"  Now  tell  me,  had  ; 
I  said,  and  took  him 
"On  Kilvo's  an 
Or  here  at  Lisi 

In  careless  mood  he  looked  at  rae, 
While  still  I  held  him  by  i  m. 

And  said,  "  At  Eiive  I'd 
Than  here  at  Liawyn  far, 

"Now,  little  Edward,  say  why  so 
My  little  Edward,  tell  mo  why."— 
"  I  CBDiKit  tell,  I  do  Dot  know."  — 
"  Why,  this  ie  atrange,"  said  I ; 

"  For,  hero  are  woods,  and  gteon-hilla  i 
There  surely  must  some  reason  be 
Why  you  would  change  sweet  Liawyn  form 
For  Eilve  by  the  green  sea." 

At  this,  my  Boy  hung  down  hia  head. 
He  blushed  with  shame,  nor  made  reply; 
And  five  times  to  the  Child  I  said, 
"Why,  Edward,  tell  me  why!" 


ight. 


His  head  lie  raiaed — there  ivna 
It  caught  his  eye,  he  saw  it  pit 
Upon  the  house-top,  glittering  bright, 
A  brood  and  gilded  Vane. 

Then  did  the  Boy  hia  tongue  unlock ; 
And  thus  to  me  he  made  reply : 
"  At  Kilve  there  was  no  weather-cock, 
And  that's  the  reason  why," 

O  dearest,  dearest  Boy !  my  heart 
For  better  lore  would  seldom  yearn, 
Could  I  but  tench  the  hundredth  part 
Of  what  from  thee  I  learn. 


RURAL  ARCHITECTURE. 

TliERE'd  George  Fisher,  Charles  Fleming,  and  Ilegl 

Dold  Shore, 
Three  rosy-cheeked  School -boys,  the  higbert 


It  of  a  Coansellor'a  bag ; 

,T  How*  did  ttplease  them  to  climb: 
It  up,  without  mortar  or  lime, 

leak  of  the  crag. 

»  gathered  up  u  they  Uj : 
land  christened  him  lil  in  one  day, 

vigorous  and  hale; 

scruple  they  called  him  Ralph  Jonea. 
Icnowned  for  the  length  of  his  boncej 
iLegberthwaite  dale. 

k  atler,  the  wind  Bsllied  forth, 
ir  merruneat,  out  of  the  North, 
a  terrible  pother, 
f  the  crag  blew  the  Giant  away. 
see  Sehool-boysl — The  very  next  day 
I  (bey  built  up  another. 

n  of  blind  boisteroua  worka 
lititurbers  more  savage  than  Turk^ 
.0  and  undo : 

whereof  my  blood  Bometimcs  will  flag ; 
ted  Boys,  to  the  top  of  the  crag; 
ftp  a  Giant  with  you. 


WORDSWORTH'S   POETICAL   WORKS. 


r,  the  Lamb  wtii  all  alone, 
•I  cord  was  Iclbered  to  a  stone ; 
in  the  grass  did  the  little  Maiden  kneel, 
in  lAmb  she  gave  its  eveninpmeal. 


Right  towards  the  Lamb  she  looked; 

I  unobsen'ed  could  see  the  working! 
If  Nalore  to  her  tongue  could  measut 
Thu?,  thought  I,  to  her  Lamb  that 

sing: 
"  What  ails  thee,  Young  One  ?  what 

thy  cord  I 
Is  it  uot  well  with  thcel  well  both  6 
Thy  plot  of  gima  is  soft,  and  green  a 
Rest,  little  Yoong  One,  rest ;  what  is 

"  What  is  it  thou  wouldst  seek  ?  'W 

thy  heartl 
Thy  limba  are  they  not  strong  1  And 
This  grass  is  lender  grass ;  Ibese  flo< 

And  lliat  green  com  ail  day  is  rustli 
"  Iflhe  Sun  be  shining  hot,  do  but  e 

This  beech  is  standing  by,  its  covert ' 
For  rain  and  m 


The  rain  and  storm  are  things  that  i 

"Rest,  little  Young  One,  rest;  thou 
When  my  Father  found  thee  first  in 
Many  flocks  were  on  the  hills,  but  tli 

And  thy  mother  from  thy  ride  for  ev 

"  He  look  thee  in  his  arms,  and  in 

A  blessed  day  for  thee!   then  whi 

A  failhfu!  Nurse  thou  hast ;  the  dam 
Upon  the  mountain  tops  no  kinder  ci 


"  Thou  knowest  that  twice  a  day  I  bi 

Can 
Fresh  water  from  the  brook,  as  cteu 
And  twice  in  the  day,  when  the  g 

1  bring  thee  draughts  of  mil  k,  warm  : 

"Thy  limbs  will  shortly  be  twice  at 

Then  I  '11   yoke  thee  to  my  cart  1 

plough ; 
My  Playmate  thou  shalt  be ;  and  whi 
Our  hearth  shall  be  thy  bed,  our  hom 

"  It  will  not,  will  not  rest!— Poor  Ci 
That  't  is  thy  mother's  heart  which 

theet 
Things  that  I  know  not  of  beliko  to 
And  dreams  of  tbinga  which  thoucaj 
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as,  ihe  muintain  tops  that  kwk  so  green  uul  fair ! 
)  heard  of  fearful  winds  «ud  darkneas  that  come 
then; 

e  Utile  brooks  that  Be«m  all  pastimQ  and  oil  play, 
len  they  bto  angry,  roar  like  Lions  fiw  their  prey, 

lere  thou  needest  not  dread  the  raven  in  the  eky ; 
fbt  and  day  Ihmi  art  raie, — our  cotUge  is  hard  by. 
Ij  bleat  fo  after  me !  Why  pull  bo  at  thy  chain ! 
K)i— and  at  break  of  day  I  will  come  to  thee  agaia !" 

■.^homeward  ihrouph  the  lone  1  went  with  Inzy  feet, 
hiianig  to  myself  did  1  oftentimes  repeat; 
nd  it  seemed,  ta  I  retraced  the  bullnd  line  by  line, 
III  bal  half  of  it  was  hers,  and  one  haJf  of  it  was 


,|UD,  ind  once  again,  did  I  repeat  the  song ; 
Sij,"  Bid  I,  "  more  than  half  to  the  Danael  □ 


Wihe  looked  with  such  a  look,  and  ahe  spake  with 
Dal  I  ilnioet  received  her  heart  into  my  onn." 


THE  IDLE   SHEPHERD. BOYS; 
Oa.  DUNGEON-GflYLL  FORCE.' 


Tn  Tilley  rings  with  mirth  and  joy ; 
Anuo^the  hills  the  echoes  play 
A  nevor,  never  ending  song, 
Towdconie  in  the  May, 
^eMjgpie  chatters  with  delight; 
Tke  mountain  Raven's  youngling  brood 
Hitt  left  the  Mother  and  the  Nest ; 
^  tiey  go  rambling  east  and  West 
I»«rchof  their  own  food; 
Oitiiroiigh  the  glittering  Vapours  dart 
In  'erj  wantonness  of  heart. 

wMiiIi  a  rock,  upon  the  grass, 

'^0  feiys  are  sitting  in  the  sun ; 

«J>  ihal  have  bad  no  work  to  do, 

Or  ircrk  that  now  is  done, 

'*  pipes  of  sycamore  they  piny 

"^  fripnents  of  n  Christmas  Hymn ; 

Oi  wilh  that  plant  which  in  our  dale 

l^e  call  Slag-hom,  or  Fm's  Tail, 

IW  naty  llnlB  they  trim ; 

Aixl  thus,  B3  happy  as  the  Day, 

^W  Shepherds  wear  Ihe  lime  away. 

'''Ij'Cia  IhedHlcd  of  Cumberluid  uxl  WMmorelBnd.  i 
iiniA  for  die  mon  pan.  s  »t«p  rmmmTslley,  with 

nigh  it    Forre  ii  the  woni  ilnivennlly  em 

KM  far  Waler&ll 


Along  the  river's  sto 
The  Sand- lark  than  I 
The  Thrush  is  busy        oe  w< 
And  carols  loud  and  strong, 
A  thousand  Lambs  are  on  the 
All  newly  bom !  both  e"-'*- 
Keep  jubilee,  and  m"rf 
Those  Boys  with  the  ■ 
They  never  hear  the 
Thatpkintivocryl  i 
Comes  from  the  depE 


Said  Walter,  leaping 

"  Down  to  the  ati'mn  . 

We'll  for  our  V  a  mc 

Away  the  Mli  >w; 

They  leapt  — they  ran  — and  when  Hi 
Right  opposite  to  Diingeon-Ghjlt, 
Seeing  that  he  should  lose  the  prise, 
"  Slop !"  to  his  comrade  Waller  criei 
He  slopped  with  no  good  will : 
Said  Walter  then,  "  Yonr  task  is  here, 
'T  will  baffle  you  for  half  a  year. 

"Crosa,  if  you  dare,  where  I  du 

Come  on,  and  in  my  fc^'*^— 

The  other  took  him  at 

And  followed  as  he  led. 

It  was  a  spot  which  you  may  see 

If  ever  you  to  Ij.ngdale  go; 

Into  a  cliBsm  a  mighty  Block 

Hath  fallen,  and  made  a  Bridge  of  rock: 

The  gulf  is  deep  below; 

And  in  a  basin  black  and  small 

Receives  a  lofty  Waterfall, 

With  staff  in  hand  across  the  cleft 

The  Challenger  [lUrBued  his  march; 

And  now,  all  eyes  and  feet,  hath  gained 

The  middle  of  the  arch. 

When  listl  he  hears  a  piteous  moan  — 

Again!  —  his  heart  within  him  dies  — 

His  pulse  is  stopped,  his  breath  is  lost, 

He  totters,  pallid  as  a  ghost, 

And,  looking  down,  eapies 

A  Lamb,  that  In  the  pool  is  pent 

Witliin  that  black  and  frightful  Rent 

The  Iinmb  had  slipped  into  the  stream, 
And  safe  without  a  bruise  or  wound 
The  Cataract  had  borne  him  down 
Into  the  gulf  profound. 
Ilia  Dsm  had  seen  him  when  he  fell, 
She  BBw  him  down  the  torrent  borne; 
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Or,  len^eDtDg  out  thy  Maion  of  i 
Preserve  for  thee,  bj  individual  rifr 
A  young  Iamb's  heart  among  the  t 
What  hsEt  Thoa  to  do  mith  aorrovr, 
Or  the  injuriea  of  to-morrow  ! 
Tliou  art  a  Dew-drop,  wliich  the  m 
III  fitted  to  Bustoin  unkindly  ahocba 
Or  to  be  imiled  alone  Ui^  Boiling  o 
A  gem  tiAt  glittcn  while  it  lives, 
And  no  Ibrcwaming  gives; 
But,  at  the  touch  of  wrong,  withou 
Slipa  in  a  moment  out  of  life. 


INFLUENCE  OF  NATURA] 


TIO:i  IN  BOTBOOD  AHO  ■*■ 


nprinl. 


WisDov  and  Spirit  of  the  Universt 
Thou  Soul,  that  art  the  Eternity  of 
And  giveat  to  forms  and  images  a  b 
And  everlasting  motion '.  not  in  vai 
By  day  or  star-light,  thus  from  my  : 
Of  childhood  didst  thou  inleitwine 
The  pai>aions  tliat  build  up  our  huin 
Not  with  the  mean  and  vulgar  wor 
But  with  high  objects,  with  cndurii 
With  life  ond  nature;  punning  th' 
The  elements  of  feeling  and  of  tho 
And  sanctifying  by  such  discipline 
Both  pain  and  fear, — until  we  roco( 
A  grandeur  in  the  beatings  of  the  1 

Nor  was  this  fellowship  vouchsafed 
With  stinted  kinduees.  In  Novem 
When  vapours  rolling  down  the  va 
A  lonely  scene  more  lonesome;  am 
At  noon ;  and  'mid  the  calm  of  sui 
When,  by  the  margin  of  the  tremb 
Beneath  the  gloomy  hills,  I  homew 
In  solitude,  such  intercourse  was  it 
'T  was  mine  among  the  fields  both 
And  by  the  waters,  all  the  summer 
And  in  the  frosty  seBson,  when  the 
Was  set,  and,  visible  for  many  a  mi 
The  cottage  windows  through  the  i 
I  heeded  not  the  aaminons ; — happy 
It  was  indeed  for  all  of  us ;  for  me 
It  was  a  time  of  rapture ! — Clear  i 
The  village  clock  tolled  six  —  I  wi 
Proud  and  exulting  like  an  untiied 
That  cares  not  tbr  his  home.  —  All 
We  biseed  along  Che  polished  ice,  i 
Confederate,  imitative  of  the  Chast 
And  woodland  pleMures, — the  res 


^\ 
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Tia  Pick  loud-bellowing,  siid  the  hunted  hare. 
Sg  ttuoogb  the  darkness  and  the  cold  we  flew, 
laiwA  B  ?oice  was  idle :  with  the  din 
UMnvbile  the  precipicea  rang  aloud ; 
The  IwflMB  trees  and  every  icy  cmg 
TnUed  like  iron ;  while  the  distant  hills 
biD  the  tumult  ?ant  an  alien  sound 
Of  melnncholf,  not  unaoticcd,  while  the  stars, 
Euivud,  were  sparkling  clear,  and  in  the  west 
TIk  oaBge  sky  of  evening  died  awny. 

Not  geldom  Froin  the  uproar  1  retired 

bin  a  slent  bay,  —  or  sportively 

danced  sideway,  leaving  the  tumultaous  throng, 

Toiutacroas  the  reflex  of  a  Star, 

ha^  that,  flying  still  before  me,  gleatned 

Vjoa  the  gluey  plain :  and  oiteDtimea, 

Whm  we  had  given  onr  bodies  to  the  wind. 

And  ill  the  afaadowy  banks  on  eitlier  eids 

Com  sneepiog  through  the  darknoEB,  spinning  stil 

The  npid  line  of  motion,  then  at  once 

Hite  L  reclining  back  upon  my  heels, 

Slaifei  short ;  yet  still  the  solitary  cli& 

Wheeled  by  me — even  aa  if  the  earth  had  rolled 

With  viiible  motion  her  diurnal  round  1 

Miodcne  did  they  stretch  in  solemn  train, 

Ftetder  and  feebler,  and  I  stood  and  watched 

1^  iS  wu  tranquil  aa  a  summer  sea.* 


THE    LONGEST    DAY. 

AnDBESaED   TO . 

Let  us  quit  the  leafy  Arbour, 
And  the  torrent  murmuring  by : 
Sol  has  dropped  into  his  harbour, 
Weary  of  the  open  sky. 

Evening  now  unbinds  the  fellers 
Fuhioned  by  the  glowing  light; 
.yi  llial  breathe  are  thankful  debtors 
To  the  harbinger  of  nighL 

Vet  by  aoroe  grave  thoughts  attended 
Eve  renews  her  calm  career ; 
For  the  day  that  now  is  ended. 
h  the  Longest  of  the  Year. 

I^nra !  eport,  as  now  thou  sporteat. 
On  this  platform,  light  and  free  ; 
Take  thy  bliss,  while  longest,  shortest. 
Are  iodiflerent  to  thee  \ 

Who  would  check  the  happy  feeling 
That  inspires  the  linnet's  songl 
Who  would  stop  the  swallow,  wheeling 
On  her  pinions  swift  and  strong  T 


Yet  at  this  imprea 
Words  which  teniJ 
From  the  truths  ol 
Hiliglit  exalt  the  Ic 

And,  while  shades  to  ■ 

Steal  the  landscape  f 
I  woold  urge  this  motai  pi* 
I^at  forerunner  of  "  Good 

Sdkheb  ebbe; — each  •^••o  that  &11( 
la  a  reflux  Irom  on  hi, 
Tending  to  the  darks"         'How 
Where  tlie  (rosta  i 

He  who  governs  the  en 
In  His  providence,  assig 
Such  a  gradual  declination 
To  the  life  of  human  kind. 

Yet  we  mark  it  not ;  — ;  (hiils  n 
fresh  flowers  blow,  as  flowers  luii: 
And  the  heart  is  loth  lo  deaden 
Hopes  that  she  so  long  hath  known. 

Be  thou  wiser,  youth&l  Maiden 
And,  when  thy  decline  shall  ■■' 
Let  not  flowers,  or  boughs  f 
Hide  the  knowledge  of  thy  Oou 

Now,  even  now,  ere  wrapped  in  slumber. 
Fix  thine  eyes  upon  the  sea 
That  absorbs  time,  space,  and  number; 
lyiok  towards  Eternity. 

Fdlow  thou  the  flowing  River 
On  whose  bronat  are  thither  home 
All  Deceived,  and  each  Deceiver. 
Through  the  gates  of  Night  and  Mom ; 


Through  the  year's  eucce.-!aivB  portals  i 
Through  the  bounds  which  many  a  star 
Marks,  not  mindless  of  Irail  mortals. 
When  his  light  returns  from  far. 

Thus  when  Thou  with  Time  hasl  travelled 
Toward  the  mighty  gulf  of  things, 
And  the  mazy  Stream  unravelled 
With  thy  best  imaginings; 

Think,  if  thou  on  beauty  leanest, 
Think  how  pitifiil  thnt  atay. 
Did  not  virtue  give  the  meanest 
Charms  superior  to  decay. 

Duty,  like  a  strict  preceptor. 
Sometimes  frowns,  or  seems  to  frown; 
Choose  her  thistle  for  thy  sceptre. 
\Vhile  thy  brow  youth's  roses  crown. 
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Wt,ere  lulls  of  becbcge  tempted  coch,  were  busy  it] 

j  their  feed, 

J  Ani!  the  poor  boj  woi  busier  Btill,  with  work  of  i 


] 


of  Ibreat-sbtrtod  down 
(ir  inndu  by  mtn  liis  own, 
o  unit  every  playllil  joy; 
irnnlti.  a  ragged  Narnian 


but  IVom  at)  Kn^lish 


>i[ii|il(*  notice  came, 

of  tlintKPquealerod 


.l|[i>  Willi  n-liMRpf  In  kled 
ili}  ihrokiniiiiik'  the  liill 


There  imi»  he,  where  of  brauchee  rent  and  withered 

and  decayed. 
For  covert  Iroin  the  keen  north  wind,  his  hands  a  hot 

bad  made. 
A  tiny  tenement,  fersooth,  and  fnil,  as  needa  must  be 
A  thing  of  such  materlBls  framed,  by  a  builder  mA 

The  hut  Btood   finiehed   by  his  poia*,  nor  aBeuiiDgly 

tacked  aught 
That  ekill  or  means  of  hit  coold  add,  but  the  architect 

had  wrought 
Some   timber   twiga    into  a  cnwEi,   well-shaped   wilJi 

To  be  engrafted  on  the  tc^  of  hia  small  edifice. 

The  crcea  he  now  was  faeleDing  there,  as  the  Butert 

power  and  best 
For  supplying  all  dcScicncieB,  all  wants  of  the  rnde  nesl 
In  which,  from  burning  best,  or  Icmpcet  driving  far  and 

The  innocent  boy,  eipe  Bhclterless,  bis  lonely  head  mua 

That  cross  belike  he  also  raised  as  a  Etandard  fur  the- 

And  faithful  service  of  his  heart  in  the  worst  that  might 

Of  hardship  and  distreseful  fenr,  amid  the  housolc^  wsst^ 
Where  he,  in  his  poor  self  so  weak,  by  Providence  wa» 

1 ;  but  nay,  let  u*  betbrs 


-  Here,  lady !  might  I  ci 


With  this  dear  holy  shepherd-boy  breathe  a  prayer  or 

earnest  heart- 
That  unto  him,  where'er  shall  lie  hia  life's  appointed  way. 
The  cross,  Hxed  in  hii  soul,  may  prove  an  all-sufficine' 


THE  POET'S  DREAM, 

BEQTJEL  TO  THE  NOHHAN   BOY. 

as  those  final  words  were  penned,  the  ann  broke 

And  gladdened  all  things;  but,  as  chanced,  within  that 

very  hour, 
Air  blackened,  thunder  growled,  fire  flashed  from  clouds 

that  bid  the  sky. 
And,  Sx  the  subject  of  iny  verse,  I  heaved  a  pensive  sigh. 


Fot  bodied  forth  before  my  eyes  the  crosMrowned  hut 
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And,  while  around  it  Btonu  as  fierce  seetneO  troubling   Strong  as  an  esgle  with 

eerth  and  air,  |  round 

[  saw,  withbt  IhoNormaa  boy  IcDeeiiDg-almie  in  prayer. '  The  wide-spread  boughi 
I  stair  that  wound 

The  child,  as  if  the  thunder's  voice  spake  with  arCicu-   Gracefully  up  the  gnsrle 

late  call,  ~ 

Bowed  meekly  in  submisuve  lear.hcfbre  the  Lord  of  All ; 
His  tipa  were  moviiig;  and  his  ejes,  upraieed  to  sue  for 

grace. 
With  Bott  illuini nation  cheered  the  diuiaessof  that  place. 


How  beautiful  iaholineea!  —  what  wonder  if  the  sight, 
Almoet  astivid  as  a  dream,  produced  a  dream  at  night? 
Ucame  with  sleep  and  showed  the  boy,  no  cberub,  not 

trBOBfonncd, 
Bst  Ibe  poor  ragged  thing  whose  ways  my  human  heart 

had  wanned. 

lie  had  the  dream  equipped  with  wings,  so  I  took  him 

in  my  arena, 
AndliAed  from  the  grassy  floor,  stilling  his  ftlnt  alanns, 
Aid  bdte  him  high  through  yielding  air  my  debt  of  love 

10  pay, 
Ejgiiing  him  for  both  ouc  sokes,  on  hour  of  bcdiday. 

I  iriii^KKd,  '*  Vet  a  little  while,  dear  child !  tbou  art 

my  own, 
111  rixnr  thee  eome  deligbttbl  thing,  in  cduntry  or  in 

Vkt  ahall  it  be  *  a  mirthful  Uirong  *  or  Ibat  holy  place 
and  calm 

St  Dcnia,  filled  with  royal  tombs,  or  the  Church  of 


No 


el>anii 


'SlOuen's  golden  Shrine!   Or  choose  what  else  would 

please  thee  most 
Ofin;  wonder  Normandy,  or  all  proud  France,  can 

boast!" 
'My  mother,"  said  the  boy,  "was  bom  near  to  a  blessed 

TlieChipelOBkofAllonvilte;  good  Angel,  show  it  me!" 

On  wings,  from  broad  and  steadfast  poise  let  loose  by 

this  reply, 
Tw  Allonrille,  o'er  down  and  dale,  away  then  did 

we  fly: 
O'er  lonn  and  tower  we  flew,  and  fields  in  May's  fresh 

verdure  drent; 
The  wings  they  did  not  flag;  the  child,  though  grave, 

was  not  deprest. 

Bat  who  shall  show,  to  waking  sense,  the  gleam  of  light 

that  broke 
Forth  from  his  eyes,  when  first  the  boy  looked  down  on 

that  huge  oak, 
F«c  leaglh  at  days  so  inuch  revered,  «o  famoiM  where 

Tct  twofcld  hallowing— NattiTtft  care,  and  work  of 


I  lighted — opened  with  sofl  I 
Past  softly  leading  in  the  bo 

From  floor  to  roof  all  roond  his 

wonder  cost. 
Pleasure  on  pleasure  crowded  ii 

the  last 

For,  dcniy  framed  within  the  trunk, 

showed, 
By  light  of  lamp  and  precious  atoned,  t) 

here,  [here  glowed, 
Shrine,  alMr,  image,  offerings  hung  ii 
Sight  tliBt  inspired  accordant  thougi 

thus  renewed : 

"Hither  the  afflicted   come,  as   thou  hast  h« 

mother  say. 
And,  kneeling,  supplication  make  to  our 

Pnix: 
What  mournful  sighs  hftve  here  I 

the  voice  was  slopt 
By  sudden  pangs ;  what  bitter  tears  have  on  thi 

"  Poor  shepherd  of  the  naked  down,  a  favoured  lot  ia 

thine, 
Far  happier  lot,  dear  boy,  than  brings  fiill  many  to  this 

Prom  body  pains  end  pains  of  soul  thou  needest  no 

Thy  hours  ns  they  flow  on  are  spent.  If  not  in  joy,  ill 


"Then  offer  up  thy  heart  to  God  in  thanhfulnees  and 

Give  to  Him  prayers,  and  many  thoughts,  In  thy  most 

busy  days; 
And  in  Ilia  sight  the  fragile  cross,  on  thy  small  hnL 

will  be 
Holy  as  that  which  long  hath  crowned  the  chapel  of 

this  tree ; 


"  Holy  as  that  far  seen  which  crowns  the  suiDptnooi 

Church  in  Rome 
Where  thousands  meet  to  worship  God  under  a  mightf 

lie  sees  the  bendrng-  multitude,  he  faea«  the  cbonl 

ritea, 
Yet  not  the  less,  in  children's  bymna  and  loaelj'  pnyer, 

delights. 


til  not  proud  work  of  hucnen 
hboui  most  lo  do  in  peace 
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Whirled  adown  the  rocky  channel, 
Sinking',  rising,  on  they  go. 
Peace  and  rest,  as  seetni,  before  th 
Only  in  the  lake  below. 

Oh !  it  waB  a  frightful  current 
Whose  fierce  wrath  the  girl  bad  b 
Clap  your  bands  with  joy  my  heari 
Shout  in  triumph,  both  are  saved ; 

Saved  by  courage  that  with  dnngci 
Grew,  by  strength  the  gift  of  love, 
And  belike  a  guardian  angel 
Came  with  succour  from  above. 


Kow,  to  a  mature  r  oudience. 
Let  me  apeak  of  this  bmve  child 
Left  among  her  native  mountains 
With  wild  nature  lorun  wild. 

So,  unwatched  by  love  matcmat. 
Mother's  care  no  more  her  gnide. 
Fared  this  little  bright-eyed  Orpha 
Even  wiiile  at  her  father's  side. 

Spare  your  hlame,  —  remembrance 
liOth  to  rule  by  strict  command ; 
Still  upon  hia  cheek  are  living 
Touches  of  her  infant  hand. 

Dear  carcases  given  to  pity. 
Sympathy  that  soothed  his  grief. 
As  the  dying  mother  witnoseed 
To  her  thankful  mind's  relief. 

Time  passed  on;  the  child  was  ha] 
Like  a  epirit  of  air  she  moved. 
Wayward,  yel  by  aJI  who  knew  ht 
For  her  tender  heart  beloved. 


Scarcely  less  than  sacred  pi 
Bred  in  house,  in  grove,  and  field, 
Link  bet  with  the  inferior  creature 
Urge  her  powers  their  rights  to  shi 

Anglers,  bent  on  reckless  pastime, 
Learn  how  she  can  feel  alike 
Both  for  tiny  harmless  minnow 
And  the  fierce  and  sharp-toothed  p 

Merciful  protectress,  kindling 
Into  anger  or  disdain ; 
Many  a  captive  bath  she  rescued. 
Others  saved  from  lingering  pain. 

Listen  yet  awhile ;  —  with  patienc 
Hear  the  homely  truths  I  tell, 
She  in  Orasmere's  old  church-etee] 
Tolled  thia  day  the  pasing-bell. 
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Vea,  the  wild  gir!  of  the 
To  their  eclioea  gave  Ihe  sounii. 
Notice  punctual  as  the  minute, 
Wuning  soleain  luid  proroum), 

Siie,  fulfiUiDg  her  aire's  office, 
Ra-og  slooe  tbe  Ar-beard  koell. 
Tribute,  by  lier  band,  in  Borrow, 
Paid  to  one  who  loved  her  well. 

When  hia  epirit  was  departed 
On  that  service  she  went  forth  ; 
Nor  will  fail  the  like  to  render 
When  his  corse  is  laid  in  earth. 

'  What  then  waols  the  child  to  temper. 
In  bcr  breast,  unruly  fire. 
To  control  the  ftoward  impulse 
Andiestrain  the  vague  desircT 


EasJIf  a  pious  Irui 
And  a  slcdliist  out 
Would  supplant  tl 
In  their  stead,  eaci. 


o[ 


Thus  tlie  fearless  lamb-deliv'rei 
Woman-grown,  meek-bcarted,  ba^ 
May  becumtj  a  blest  example 
For  her  sex,  of  every  age. 

Watchful  OB  a  wbeeljng  eagle. 
Constant  aa  a  soaring  lurk, 
Sbould  the  country  need  a  heroioe, 
Slie  might  prove  our  Maid  of  Arc. 

Leave  that  thought ;  and  here  be  uU 
Prayer  that  grace  divine  may  raise 
Her  humane  courageoua  epirit. 
Up  to  heaven,  thro'  peaceful  waj& 


NOTES 
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Note  1,  p.  73. 
[Tbeae  lines  are  quoted  by  Coleridge  in  'The 
^ui,'  to  illuBtrate  a  principle  eipreesed  in  a  passage 
ciT  thu  work,  which  may  be  here  inserted  as  a  recipro- 
m1  illustration.  "  Men  laugh  at  the  falsehooila  imposed 
U  then  during  their  childhood,  because  they  are  not 
put  aad  wise  enough  to  contemplate  the  past  in  the 
pRKUt,  and  GO  to  produce  by  a  virtuous  and  thoughtful 
ROiibililj  that  continuity  in  their  self^ODsciousnces, 
*bich  nalore  has  made  tbe  law  of  their  animal  life. 
Iignlitode,  sensuality,  and  hardness  of  heart,  all  flow 
^Ihis  lource.  Men  are  ungrateful  to  others  only 
•ben  ihey  have  ceased  to  look  back  on  their  former 
■fife*  with  joy  and  tenderness.  They  exiit  in  frag- 
"V*.  Annihilated  as  to  the  past,  they  are  dead  \a 
<Ih  (iitore,  or  seek  fbr  the  proofs  of  it  everywlme, 
oily  DM  (where  alone  it  can  be  found]  in  themselves. 
A  cdtiemporary  poet  has  expressed  and  illustrated  this 
WBtimmt  with  equal  fineness  of  thought  and  tender* 
«Mi of  feeling: 

Hy  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 

A  rainbow  in  the  sky ! 
So  was  it  when  my  life  began; 
Bo  is  it  now  I  am  a  man : 
So  let  it  be  when  I  grow  old. 

Or  let  me  die. 


The  child  it  father  of  Iht  man, 
And  1  teouU  with  my  day*  lo  be 
Bouad  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

Words  WOBTH. 

I  am  inRirmed,  that  these  very  lines  have  been  citpd 
specimen  of  despicable  puerility.  So  much  Ibe 
worse  fbr  tbe  citer:  not  willingly  in  Ait  presence 
would  I  behold  the  sun  setting  behind  our  mountains, 
or  listen  to  a  tale  of  distress  or  virtue ;  I  should  be 
ashamed  of  tbe  quiet  tear  on  my  own  cheeL  But  let 
the  dead  bury  tbe  dead !    The  poet  sang  for  the  living 

1  was  alwoys  pleased   with   the  motto  placed 

under  the  figure  of  the  rcsemary  in  old  herbals: 
'Sus  apage!  Haud  libi  spiro.'" 

'  The  Friend,'  VoL  I.  p.  B8.— H.  R.] 

Note  2,  p.  81. 
[The  impression  made  by  the  poem  referred  to  upon 
the  mind  of  Coleridge  is  in  some  measure  shown  by  , 
tbe  ftct  that  this  extract  and  another  on  the  French 
Revolution  were  first  published  in  'The  Friend.'  A 
record  of  his  feelings — of  the  manner  in  which  his 
spirit  was  moved  fay  the  perusal — may  be  found  in  his 
Poetical  Works ;  and  it  forms  ao  precious  a  comment 
—the  best  of  all  kinds — poet  responding  to  poet— that 
I  have  appended  it  in  this  note.    It  is  due  (o  a  poam  to 
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if  him  who  wrote  and 

s  appending  it,  I  cannot 

rateru!  aeirice  to  every 

—a  service  loo,  which 

\t  Mr.  Wordsworth 

-H.  B, 

Id  in  the  above  note, 
Iwhst  has  become  a  moro 
I  found  aa  an  mtroduction 


8  few,  I  betiere,  st 
ion  aa  an  cak  which 
Y  Caux,'  about  a  league 
ch,  and  in  Ihe  burial- 


T  to  ila  girth ; 


The  band  of  man,  however,  has  endeavoured  to  impreN 
upon  it  a  character  still  more  interesting,  by  adding  a 
religious  feeling  lo  the  respect  which  ita  age  oaturallv 
inspires. 

The  lower  part  of  ila  hollow  trunk  has  been  traB- 
formed  into  a  cbapel  of  six  or  seven  feet  in  diameter, 
carcfull;  wainscoted  and  paved,  and  an  open  iroo  gate 
guards  the  humble  sancluarj. 

Leading  to  it  there  is  a  staircase,  which  twists  rooitd 
the  body  of  the  tree.  At  certain  seasons  of  the  j»  ■ 
divine  service  is  performed  in  this  chapel. 

The  summit  has  been  broken  off  mmty  yean^  but 
there  is  a  sur&ce  at  the  top  of  the  trunk,  of  the  diameter 
of  a  very  large  tree,  and  &om  it  tiaea  a  ptunted  na£, 
covered  with  slates,  in  the  form  of  a  steeple,  which  is 
surmounted  with  an  iron  cross,  that  rises  in  a  ^cttiTesqile 
maimer  from  the  middle  of  the  leaves,  like  an  ancient 
hermitage  above  the  surrounding  wood. 

Over  the  entrance  to  the  chapel  an  inscriptian  ap- 
pears, which  inf^)rm9  us  it  was  erected  by  the  Abbe  da 
DetroLt,Cumteof  Allonvilte,  in  the  year  1606;  and  over 
a  door  is  another,  dedicating  it  'To  Our  Lady  of 
Peace.' "' 

i'ide  X4  ^0.  Saltirday  Magatint. 
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THE  BROTHERS.* 

Tourists,  Heaven  preserve  us!  neede  c 

ibl«  life:  some  glance  along, 
id  gay.  M  if  the  earth  wore  air, 
J  were  butterflies  to  wheel  about 

tlie  tiimmcr  lasled:  sonic,  a^  wise, 

on  the  fbrebesd  of  a  jutting  creg, 
a  hand  and  book  upon  tltc  knee, 
lit  and  Bcribble,  scribble  on  and  look, 
man  might  travel  twelve  atout  miiea, 

on  acre  of  his  neiglibour's  com. 

that  moping  Son  of  Idleness, 

a  he  tarry  yonder  !  —  In  our  church-yunl 

er  epitaph  nor  monument, 

me  nor  name  —  only  the  tuff  wo  tread 

?w  natural  graves."     To  Jane,  his  wife, 

ske  the  bomely  Priest  of  Ennctdulc. 

I  July  evening ;  and  he  sate 

«  long  •bme-«eat  beneath  the  eaves 

)ld  cottnge,  —  as  it  chanced,  that  day, 

ed  in  winter's  work.     Upon  the  slone 

fe  aale  near  him,  teasing  matted  wool, 

from  the  twin  cards  toothed  with  glittering 

Ifae  spindle  of  his  youngest  Child, 

iTied  her  largo  round  wheel  in  tlie  open  air 

ick  and  forward  steps.     Towards  the  field 

h  the  Parish  Chapel  stood  alone, 

tnd  with  a  bare  ring  of  mossy  wall, 

mif  an  hour  went  by,  the  Priest  had  sent 

long  look  of  wonder;  and  at  last, 
■om  hia  seat,  beside  the  snow-white  ridje 
ed  wool  which  (he  old  man  lied  piled 

his  implements  with  gentle  care, 

the  other  locked ;  and,  down  the  path 
Hn  his  cottage  to  the  church-yard  led, 

hia  way,  impatient  lo  accost 
■anger,  whom  be  saw  still  lingering  there. 

e  one  well  known  to  him  in  Ibrmer  days, 
tierd-lad  ;  —  who  ere  hia  sixteenth  year 
'.  that  calling,  tempted  to  entrust 


Poeniwu  inlcniled  lo  conclu 
of  which  mm  laid  among  ihr 
WaODorclBiid.  1  meiiiion  llii 
mlb  which  ths  poem  begins 


His  expectations  to  the  fickle  winds 
And  perilous  waters,  —  with  the  n; 
A  fellow-mariner,  —  and  ao  bod  fered 
Through  twenty  seasons;  but  he  liad  been  rear 
Ainon^  the  mountaina,  and  be  in  his  heart. 
Was  half  a  Shepherd  on  the  stormy  seas. 
Ofl  in  the  piping  shrouds  had  Leonard  heard 
The  tones  of  water&lla,  and  inland  sounds 
Of  caves  and  trees;  —  and,  when  the  regular  v 
Between  the  tropica  filled  the  steady  sail, 
And  blew  with  tlie  same   breath  through 

Lengthening  invisibly  ils  weary  line 

Along  the  cloudless  Main,  he,  in  those  hourv 

Of  tiresome  indolence,  would  otlen  hang 

Over  the  vesBel's  side,  and  gate  and  go'^e ; 

And,  while  the  broad  green  wave  and  spar' 

Flashed  round  him  images  and  hues  that  v 

In  union  with  the  entplayment  of  bis  heart. 

He,  thus  by  feverish  passion  overcome, 

Even  with  the  organs  of  his  bodily  eye. 

Below  him,  in  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 

Saw  mountains, — saw  the  forms  of  sheep  that  grazed 

On  verdnnt  bills —  with  dwellings  among  trees, 

And  shepherds  clad  in  the  same  country  gray 

Which  he  himself  had  wom.+ 

And  now.  at  last. 
From  perils  manifold,  with  some  small  wealth 
Acquired  by  traffic  'mid  the  Indian  Isles, 
To  his  paternal  home  ho  is  returned, 
With  a  determined  purpose  to  resume 
The  life  he  had  lived  there ;  both  for  the  sake 
Of  many  darling  pleasures,  and  the  love 
Which  to  an  only  brother  be  has  borne 
In  all  his  hardships,  since  that  happy  time 
When,  whether  it  blew  tbul  or  fair,  they  two 
Were  brother  Shepherds  on  ihcir  native  hills. 
— They  were  the  last  of  all  their  race :  and  now. 
When  Leonard  hod  approached  his  home,  his  heart 
Failed  in  him ;  and,  not  venturing  lo  enquire 
Tidings  of  one  whom  he  so  dearly  loved. 
Towards  the  church-yard  he  had  turned  aside; 
That,  as  he  knew  In  what  particular  spot 
His  family  were  laid,  he  thence  might  learn 


t  Thi»  dewripiion  of  i 
perten  rerollecliim  of  a 
ben,  aulbor  of  The  Hun 


a  prate,  by  Mr.  Olt 
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o  the  lilc 
I  He  hiid  found 

n  full  half-hour 
k  gKzed,  there  j^cw 


Na;,  Sir,  for  aught  I  know. 

That  chaain  ia  oiuch  the  eame  — 


Hf  turf  belbre, 
Be ;  but  one 
lost  Ilia  pull), 
1,  he  walked 
h  been  well  known  In  him ; 

lup  his  eyes. 
p  that  he  wiw 
■n  every  aide 
I  and  that  the  rocks 
?  changed. 

Ivn  the  field  had  eotne, 

■lUrch-yard  gale 

Lt  leisure,  limb  by  limb 

klacency. 

Iig  to  himself, 

it  leave  the  path 
wild  alone : 

It  the  fieldis 

lury  smiles 

Planted  thus 
lied  the  gate 
1  the  slurs  appeared 

Jiied  with  himself, 
Irul  left  the  grave, 
|be  Priest  at  once, 
igcd,  and  given 

e  ensued. 


p  quiet  life: 
Heful  family; 

t,  if,  welcome  come 

o  lite  each  other, 

Scarce  a  funeral 

n  eighteen  months; 

Jtake  place  among  you : 

ftn  among  these  rocks, 

fttty. 

e  years  and  ten 
—  I  remember, 
I  this  road) 
g  the  fields 
-and  that  dark  deft  t 
ir  the  &ce 


But,  surely,  yonder— 

Ay,  there,  bdecd,  your  memory  ia  a  friend 
That  does  not  pis;  jou  &lse. — On  that  tall  pike 
(It  is  the  loneliest  place  of  all  these  hills) 
There  were  two  Springs  which  bubbled  aide  by  Mde, 
As  if  they  had  been  made  that  tliey  might  be 
Componions  for  ^ch  other :  the  huge  crag 
Was  rent  with  lighloing  —  one  hath  djnppeued ; 
I  The  other,  left  behind,  ia  Sowing  still.* 
I  For  accidents  and  changes  such  as  thew, 

want  not  store  of  them  i  —  a  water-spont 
WQl  bring  down  half  a  mountain ;  what  a  f^ttat 
For  folks  that  wander  up  and  down  like  yoo, 

lee  an  acre's  breadth  of  that  wide  cliff" 
One  roaring  cataract! — a  eharp  Hay-storm 
Will  come  with  loads  of  January  anow, 

in  one  night  send  twenty-score  of  sheep 
To  feed  the  ravens;  or  a  Shepherd  dies 
Dy  some  untoivard  death  among  the  rocks : 
ic  ice  breaks  up  and  sweeps  away  a  bridge  — 
won]  is  ft'llcd : — and  then  for  our  own  bomea ! 
A  Child  is  bom  or  christened,  a  Field  plougbed, 
A  Daughter  sent  to  service,  a  Web  span, 
The  old  Hou!?e-dock  is  decked  with  a  newfacB; 
And  bcnco,  so  for  from  wanting  facta  er  date* 
To  chronicle  the  time,  we  all  have  here 
A  pair  of  diaries,  —  one  serving.  Sir, 
For  [he  whole  dale,  and  one  for  each  fire-side     ' 

IS  wns  a.  stranger's  judgment:  for  Hislorianis 
Commend  me  to  these  valleys! 


Yet  your  Chorcb-ytud 
Seems,  if  such  freedom  may  be  nscd  with  yon. 
To  toiy  that  you  arc  heedless  of  the  paat: 
An  orphan  could  not  find  his  mother's  grave : 
Here  'a  neither  head  nor  fbot-etone,  ptate  of  brass. 
Croes-boncs  nor  skull,  —  type  of  our  earthly  state 
Nor  emblem  of  our  hopes :  the  dead  man's  home 
Ib  hut  a  fellow  to  that  pasture  field. 

Why,  there.  Sir,  is  a  thought  that's  new  to  me! 

The  Siono-cuttcrs,  't  is  true,  might  beg  their  bread 

If  every  English  Church-yard  were  like  ours; 

Yet  your  conclusion  wanders  from  the  truth: 

We  have  no  need  of  names  and  epitaphs; 

We  talk  about  the  dead  by  our  fire-sides. 

And  then,  for  oar  immortal  parti  we  want 

No  symbols.  Sir,  to  tell  us  that  plain  tale: 

The  thought  of  death  sits  easy  on  the  man 

Who  has  been  bom  and  dies  among  the  mountains. 

*  Thia  mMuallf  took  plnce  apoo  Kiditon  Kka  at  the  head  tt 
Hawennlcr 


^^ 


ftlesDien,  then,  do  in  each  other's  tJiQughta 
a  kind  of  second  life :  no  doubt 
T,  could  help  me  lo  Ihe  biatoiy 
'  these  Gnvea, 

For  eight-score  wintore  past, 
■hit  I  've  witncBScd,  nud  with  what  1  've  hean 
1 1  might  J  and,  on  b  winter-evening, 
»ero  seated  at  my  chimney'a  nook, 
ing  o'er  these  hillocks  one  by  one, 
I  could  travel.  Sir,  through  a  Btrajige  (wund; 
b  the  broad  highway  of  the  world. 
sre  's  a  grove  — your  foot  ia  half  upon  it,— 
jast  like  the  rest;  and  yet  thai  Man 
iken-heartcd. 

LCOKAKD. 

ite  another:  who  is  he  thnt  lies 

yon  ridge,  the  last  of  tlioae  three  gravcal 

s  00  that  piece  of  native  rock 

he  church-yard  wall. 


That's  Walter  Ewbsnt. 
a  white  a  head  and  fresh  a  cheek 
"ere  produced  by  youth  and  age 
ring  in  the  blood  of  hale  fourscore. 

five  long  generations  had  the  heart 
er**  fi)re&theTS  o'erflowed  the  bounds 
inheritance,  that  single  cottage  — 
ityondor!— and  those  few  green  fieldi 
ed  and  wrought,  and  still,  from  Sire  lo  Son, 
iggled,  and  each  yielded  aa  before 
-yet  a  little  — and  old  Walter, 

to  him  the  family  heart,  and  land 
er  burthens  Uian  t)ie  crop  it  bore, 
r  year  the  old  man  still  kept  up 
il  miod,  — and  buffeted  with  bond, 
ind  morlgages;  at  last  he  sank, 
;  into  bis  grave  before  his  time. 
ter!  whether  it  was  care  that  spurred  him 
knows,  but  to  the  very  last 
le  lightest  foot  in  Ennerdale : 
was  never  that  of  an  old  man : 
ee  hira  tripping  down  the  path 
two  Grandsons  after  him :  — hot  You, 
r  Landlord  be  your  host  to-night, 
lo  travel,  —  and  on  those  rough  paths 
le  longest  day  of  midsummer  — 

LEONARD. 

two  Orphans? 


The  old  man  was  a  father 
Two  fathers  in  one  fiilher 
Shed  when  he  talked  of  tl 
And  haunting  from  the  inf 
Are  aught  of  what  makes 
This  old  Man,  in  the  day  o 
Was  half  a  mother  to  thet 
To  hear  a  Stranger  lalkinj 
Heaven  bless  you  when  yo_ 
Ay — you  may  turn  that  way  - 
Which  will  bear  looking  at. 


Tlicy  bved  this  good  old  Man  1 


ruiy. 


Orphans 
rhilB  Waller  lived  :- 


—  Such  they  we: 
-for,  though  theii 


They  d  id  — ( 
But  that  was  what  we  almost  overlooked. 
They  were  such  darlmga  of  each  other.    For, 
Though  from  their  cradles  they  had  lived  with  \ 
The  only  Kinsman  near  them,  and  though  he 
Inclined  to  them  by  reason  of  his  age. 
With  a  more  fond,  fcmihar  tendemeis, 
They,  notwithstanding,  had  much  love  to  spare. 
And  it  all  went  into  each  other's  hearts. 
Leonard,  the  elder  by  just  eighteen  monllis. 
Was  two  years  taller:  't  was  a  joy  to  see. 
To  hear,  to  meet  them !  —  From  their  house 
Is  distant  three  short  miles  —  and  in  the  tim 
Of  Btorm  and  thaw,  when  every  water-courw 
And  unbridled  stream,  such  as  you  may  have  noticed 
Crossiiijr  pur  roads  at  every  hundred  steps. 
Wag  Bivoln  into  a  nojsy  rivulet, 
Would  Leonard  then,  when  elder  boys  perhaps 
Remained  at  home,  go  stog^ring  through  the  ford* 
Bearing  his  Brother  on  his  back.     I  have  seen  him. 
On  windy  days,  in  one  of  those  stray  brooks. 
Ay.  more  thiin  once  I  have  seen  him,  mid-leg  deep, 
Their  two  books  lying  both  on  a  dry  stone. 
Upon  the  hither  side :  and  once  I  said, 
Aa  I  remember,  looking  round  these  rocks 
And  hills  on  which  we  all  of  us  were  bom, 
That  Cod  who  made  the  great  book  of  the  world 
Would  bless  such  picly  — 


It  may  be  then  — 

Never  did  worlliier  lads  break  Engliah  bread  ; 
The  finest  Sunday  that  tlie  Autumn  saw 
With  all  its  mealy  clusters  of  ripe  nuts. 
Could  never  keep  these  boys  away  from  church. 
Or  tempt  them  to  an  hour  of  sabbath  breach. 
Leonard  and  James !  I  warrant,  every  corner 
Among  these  rocks,  and  every  hollow  place 
Where  foot  could  come,  to  one  or  both  of  them 
Was  known  as  well  as  to  tlio  flowers  tliat  grow  there. 
Like  Roe-bucks  Ihey  went  bounding  o'er  the  htlla  j 
They  played  like  two  young  Havens  on  the  crag<: 


' 
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speak  too,  IS  weU 

If  e'er  he  sbould  grow  rich,  he  would  return. 

>dfot  Leonud! 

To  live  in  peue  upon  his  Patber'e  Luul, 

taw.y. 

And  lay  his  bonea  among  us. 

isbind 

LtORlBD. 

tmd  field 

If  that  day 

ypt 

Shonld  come,  'l  woolil  needs  be  a  glad  day  fcr  hun  J 

o. 

He  would  himself,  no  doubt,  be  happy  Uiea 

not  liied  to  be 

Aa  any  that  dtonid  meet  him  — 
punr. 

Happy!  Sir- 

"hat  Ihey  might 

DOtb  old  and  young 
■e  wished. 

You  said  hi>  kindred  all  were  in  their  graves. 

often  prayed ; 

That  ia  but 
A  fellow  tale  of  sorrow.     Frran  his  youth 

till  ie  left  among  you ! 

James,  though  not  sickly,  yet  w«a  delicate 
And  Leoniud  being  always  by  his  side 

Epeoking : 

Had  done  so  many  offices  about  him. 

B  at  Uiat  time 

That,  though  he  was  not  of  a  timid  n«ture. 

on  the  was: 

Yet  sUll  the  spirit  of  a  Mountaiu  Boy 

to  this  liour 

pe  or  sbroud : 

Was  gone  to  sea,  and  he  was  left  alone, 

ch  we  IcftJ  here ; 

The  little  colour  that  he  had  was  soon 

Etripling  only, 

Stolen  from  bis  cheek;  he  drooped,   and   pined,  md 

ative  soil. 

pined - 

too  weak 

when  he  died, 
aid;  and  all  their  Sheep, 

But  these  are  all  the  graves  of  full-grown  men ! 

aught  I  know, 

PRiEn-. 

Ay,  Sir,  that  pifiaed  'away  :  we  look  him  ta  us , 

y  were  dcstilule. 
rother's  sake. 

He  was  the  child  of  all  the  dale— he  lired 

Three  months  willi  one,  and  six  monllis  with  BiMhet, 

the  seas. 

And  wanted  neither  food,  nor  clotlies,  nor  lore: 

e  had  tidinga  Trom  him. 

And  many,  many  happy  days  were  his. 

0  hod  heard 

But,  whether  blithe  or  sad,' 'tis  my  belief 

me  home  again, 
]y  Lcezu'e  Banks, 

His  absent  Brother  still  was  at  his  heart 

And,  when  he  dwell  beneath  our  roof,  we  found 

(A  practice  till  this  time  unknown  to  him) 

atival ; 

That  often,  rising  from  his  bed  at  nighu 

hich  there  yon  see  — 

He  in  his  sleep  would  walk  about,  and  sleeping 

t,  0  good  Sir  I 

ei  sound  for  iiim  — 

He  sought  hie  Lrotlicr  Leonard.  —  You  are  moved  1 

Forgive  me.  Sir:  before  I  spoke  to  you. 

we  heard  of  him, 

I  judged  you  most  unltindly. 

Moore 

LEONiRD. 

was  not  a  little 

But  this  Youth, 

irit;  and  no  doubt, 

How  did  he  die  at  lost! 

the  Youth 

onnrd!  when  we  parted, 

PBIBT. 

said  to  me. 

One  sweet  May  rooming, 
(It  will  he  twelve  years  since  when  Spring  returns) 

of  ihn  tiithea  of  the  Cum- 

With  two  or  three  companions,  whom  their  course 

0  hriicl  of  Iho  -xvenil  valet 

Of  occupation  led  from  height  to  height 

wUlc 

Under  a  cloudless  sun,  till  he,  at  length. 

■  il>  mime,  nnd  »  lalled  Ihc 

Through  wearinesB,  or,  haply,  to  indulge 

^-1>|to^'— --o 

_y    V        ^ 

^♦^^^^ 
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*on  pieei|nee ;  —  it  wears  Uie  ehupe 
I  building  made  of  many  emga ; 
he  midst  U  one  particular  rock 
M  like  a  column  torn  the  vale, 

Ire  crar  shepbcida  il  is  called  The  Pujjlr. 

aery  summit  crowned  with  bcith, 
Lerer.  not  annoticed  bj  bis  Comradca, 
tcfaed  at  mse;  but,  passinir  by  (he  piftce 

relnrn,  tbey  found  thai  he  was  gone. 
u  feared ;  but  one  of  Ihem  hy  chance 
',  when  evening  was  ftr  Bpcnl,  Iho  houee 
t  that  time  was  James's  home,  tljere  learned 
lodjr  had  scon  him  nil  that  dny  ; 
ning  came,  and  elilj  be  was  unheard  of; 
rfaboura  were  alnnued,  and  to  the  Brook 
Meued,  •ome  towards  the  Lake ;  ere  noon 
ind  him  at  the  foot  of  that  same  Rock 
d  with  mangled  limbs.     The  tliltil  ilaj  afler 
him,  poor  Youth,  nnd  there  be  lies! 


;  then  t*  hie  grave !  —  Before  his  denlh 
thai  be  nw  manj  happy  yearf  t 


i,  the  youth  bad  twenty  homes. 


The  power  of  epeech.     Both  b 

And  Leonard,  when  they  reachi 

As  the  Priest  lifted  up  the  latcu  tnnicu  . 

And,  looking  at  the  grave,  he  i      I,  " 

The  Vicar  did  not  hear  the  wt      ^ : 

Pointing  towards  the  Cotlsge,       en         eO 

That  Leonard  would  partake  hia  nor         lire : 

The  other  thankod  him  with  a  fervem  luice; 

But  a^ded,  that,  the  evening  being  calm, 

He  would  pursue  hia  journey.    So  they  parted, 

ot  long  ere  Leonard  reached  a  grove 
Thnt  overhung'  the  road ;  be  there  stopped  b1 
And.  sitting  down  beneath  the  trees,  rcvit 
All  that  the  Priest  bad  said:  his  early  jei 
Were  with  him  in  his  heart:  his  chcriaheii 
And  thoughts  which  had  been  his  an  hour 
All  pressed  on  him  with  such  a  weight,  that  now. 
This  vale,  where  he  had  been  so  happy,  seemed 
A  plnce  in  which  he  could  not  bear  to  live: 
So  he  relinquished  all  his  purposes. 
Ho  travelled  on  to  Egremont;  and  (hence. 
That  nipht,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  tlic  Priest, 
Reminding  him  of  what  had  passed  between  tliem 
Anil  adding,  with  a  hope  to  be  forgiven. 
That  it  was  from  the  weakness  of  bis  heart 
He  had  not  dared  to  tell  him  who  he  was. 
This  done,  he  went  on  shipboard,  and  is  now 
A  Seaman,  a  gny-hcaded  Mariner. 


J  befofp  be  died,  he  found  that  time 
friend  to  sorrow;  aiid  unless 
\^la  were  turned  on  Leonard's  luckless  for- 

4  »bont  him  with  a  cheerful  love. 


1  not  come  to  an  unhallowed  end '. 

d  fijririd !  —  You  recollect  1  mentioned 
which  disquietude  and  grief 
light  upon  him ;  and  we  all  conjectured 
the  day  was  warm,  be  had  Iain  down 
B  grasa,  —  and  waiting  for  his  comrades, 
1  had  fallen  asleep  i  that  in  bis  sleep 
«  margin  of  the  precipice 
lied,  vtd  from  the  summit  hsd  fallen  headlong. 
DO  donbt,  he  perished ;  at  the  time, 
M,  that  in  hia  band  he  must  have  held 
pfaerd'i  staff;  for  midway  in  the  cliff 
ma  caught ;  and  there  for  many  years 
—  and  mouldered  there. 

Tlie  Priest  here  ended  — 
anger  would  have  thanked  him,  but  he  felt 
i^  from  his  heart  that  took  away 


ARTEGAL  AND  ELmUBE. 


Where  be  tlie  Temples  which,  in  Britain's  Isle, 
For  his  paternal  Gods,  the  Trojan  raised ! 
Gone  like  a  morning  dream,  or  like  a  pile 
Of  clouds  that  in  cerulean  ether  blazed  I  — 
Ere  Julius  landed  on  her  white-cliffed  sliore, 

They  sank,  delivered  o'er 
To  fatal  dissolution ;  end,  I  ween. 
No  vestige  then  wos  left  that  such  bad  ever  been. 

Nithless,  a  British  record  (long  concealed 
In  old  Armorica,  whose  secret  springs 
No  Gothic  conqueror  ever  drank)  revealed 
The  wondrous  current  of  forgotten  things ; 
How  Brutus  came,  by  oracles  impelled, 

And  Albion's  giants  quelled  — 
A  brood  whom  no  civility  could  melt, 
"Who  never  tnsled  grace,  and  goodness  ne'er  had  fel 

By  brave  Corineus  aided,  be  subdued. 
And  rooted  oat  the  intolerable  kind ; 
And  this  too-long-poll u ted  land  imbued 
With  goodly  arts  and  usages  refined ; 
Whence  golden  harvests,  cities,  warlike  towers, 
And  Pleasure's  sumptuous  bowers ; 
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BUghU  of  howe  and  home, 
^  bre&k,  and  lore  thit  caiuiot 


bsUk 


,&ir 


f  to  endure 
I  inhabit  there, 
■  nvages  impure ! 
«  geoeroua  seed, 

111  that  takes  its  birth 

LwR  upon  Ibe  breatt  of  earth. 

ir  of  TCD^eaDcc  warred 
T  faithless  lord; 
luD&asuaifcd, 
with  ruthless  sword : 
isly  deliled, 
tieai  child, 

n  should  bear 
7  age,  het  hatred  to  declue. 

I  and  tells  of  Lear 
•»  turned  adrid. 
r.e'.  —  they  cannot  he&T, 

e  hia  simple  gift. 


Uof  D 


■hs 


upoH  her  breast 


1  in  jouthliil  years; 
|-lin'a  subtle  schemes ; 

is  knightly  peers; 
Bper  light  restored, 

I  subterranean  vmT, 

,e  above  the  polar  star ! 

Il  such  ample  field 
Iticular  flower 
mia  fragrance  yield, 

o  this  Into  hour ! 

sistanco  grant. 
I  transplant 

lerba  unite,  and  haply  mdio 


are  Irom  all  mischief 


if  respect  and  love 
at  in  his  day; 
d  lar  above 
IS  through  his  righteous  sway  | 
10  the  good; 
Bithsiood; 


luiaiouo , 


And  while  he  aeired  the  gods  with 
Fields  smiled,  and  templea  nae,  and 


reverence  4u 
d  towns  aada 

hiaacn:         1 
I  he;  1 


He  died,  whom  Artegal  succeeds— 

But  how  unworthy  of  such  aire  was  hi 

A  hopeful  reign,  anepicionaly  b^nn. 

Was  darkened  soon  by  foal  iniqnily.  1 

From  crime  to  crime  be  mounted,  till  at  length 

The  nohles  leagued  their  strength 
With  a  vexed  people,  and  the  Ijisnt  chaaed; 
And,  on    the  vacant    throne,  hia  worthier  Bnl)i 

placed.  , 

From  realm  to  realm  the  huinbled  Exile  went. 
Suppliant  for  aid  bis  kingdom  to  regain ; 
In  mitiij  a  court,  and  many  a  warrioi'B  tent, 
He  urged  his  persevering  suit  in  vain. 
Him,  in  whuse  wretched  heart  ambition  &3ed. 

Dire  poverty  assailed; 
And,  tired  with  slights  which  be  no  more  could  land 
Towards  liis  native  soil  he  cast  a  longing  look. 

Fair  blew  the  wisbed-for  wind — the  vtqrage  sped; 

lie  landed ;  and,  by  many  dangers  scared, 

"  Poorly  provided,  poorly  followed," 

To  Calaierium*B  forest  he  repaired. 

IIow  changed  from  him  who,  bom  to  highest  plac^ 

Hod  swayed  the  royal  mace, 
Flattered  and  feared,  despised  yet  deified. 
In  Troynovanl,  his  seat  by  silver  Thames's  sidBi 

From  that  wild  region  where  the  crownleea  king 
lay  in  concealment  with  his  scanty  ttaJn, 
Supporting  life  by  water  from  the  spring, 
.\nd  such  chance  food  as  outlaws  can  obtain, 
Unto  the  few  whom  ho  csteeois  his  frienda 

A  meesenger  he  sends; 
And  from  their  secret  loyalty  requires 
Slicltcr  and  daily  bread,  —  the  amount  of  his  desiiti 

While  lie  the  issue  waits,  at  early  morn 
Wondering  by  stealth  abroad,  he  chanced  to  hear 
j\  sinrtling  outcry  made  by  botmd  and  horn, 
Fn<m  wliich  the  tusky  boar  hath  fled  in  fear; 
And,  scourinjr  toward  him  o'er  the  grasy  plain, 

Behold  the  hunter  tram 
He  bids  his  little  company  advance 
With  seeming  unconcern  and  steady  coontenanca 


roynl  Elidiire,  who  leads  the  chase, 
Hath  rhoch<Nl  his  foaming  courser — Can  it  bel 
Mothink*  that  I  should  rcc<^i9e  that  face, 
TlioHt;h  much  di^i^uiscd  by  long  adversity  I 
llo  gainl  rejoicing,  and  again  he  gaeed, 

CoufiiuiHlod  and  amaied  - 
"  It  is  tlie  king,  my  brother !"  and,  by  soond 
Of  his  0*11  voice  CoaStmed,  be  leaps  upon  the  gtun 
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nd  tender  was  the  embrace  he  gave, 

ed  by  daantcd  Artegal ; 

l1  a&ctioa  doobte  enslave, 

isioiis  dark  mod  criminaL 

lin  the  moTin^  interview, 

!ndant  lords  withdrew ; 

hey  ttood  upon  the  plain  apart, 

%  by  wordsy  relieved  his  struggling  heart 

ly  Powers  oondocted,  we  have  met ; 

r!  to  mj  knowledge  lost  so  long, 

ksft  U>  love,  nor  to  regret, 

ririies  lost ; — forgive  the  wrong, 

f  eeem)  if  I  thy  crown  have  borne, 

yal  msntle  worn: 

oatnral  guardian;  and  His  just 

I  aboald  restore  what  hath  been  held  in 


■stoniahed  Artegal  stood  mute, 
eadsimed — ^  To  me,  of  titles  shorn, 
id  cf  power!  — me,  feeble,  destitute, 
isfdoai !  —  spare  the  bitter  scorn ! 
sled  the  breast  of  foreign  kings, 
oa  the  wide-spread  wings 
d  I  returned  to  claim  my  right ; 
hoe  avow,  not  dreading  thy  despite/' 

iaine  thee,**  Elidare  replied ; 
f  looki  did  with  my  words  agree, 
OBce  be  tmsted,  not  defied, 
VKD  all  disquietude  be  free, 
milled  Goddess  of  the  chase, 
to  this  blessed  place 
St  moment  led  me,  if  I  speak 
xre  intent,  on  me  her  vengeance  wreak ! 

\  same  spear,  which  in  my  hand  I  grasp, 

I  sceptre,  here  would  I  to  thee 

I  yield  ;  and  would  undo  thifl  clasp, 

led  the  robe  of  sovereignty. 

me  the  pomp  of  regal  court, 

•irleBB  sylvan  sport, 

Q  art  raving,  wretched  and  forlorn, 

\  the  dewy  earth,  thy  roof  the  forest  thorn ! 


»» 


fff^l  thus  spake— "1  only  rought, 
il*  realm,  s  place  of  safe  retreat ; 
/  rxising  an  ambitious  thought ; 
if  kiikdling  hopes,  for  me  unmeet ! 
:  T^?-jted  wise,  but  in  my  mind 
pitiably  blind; 

1  th  *  jr^neroos  jnrpoee  thou  mayst  rue, 

At  which  has  been  done  no  wishes  can  undo. 

l^ecT""^  «  tfxed  upon  his  head, 

J  ^^J^  ^^  claim,  snd  right  with  right  1 

Auun lA.  ^ ^^  inspired,  bow  led^ 

"*  cttws  of  things  in  s// men's  ,i^ht » 


And  this  for  one  who  cannot  imitate 

Thy  vurtue,  who  may  hate: 
For,  if,  by  such  strange  sacrifice  restored. 
He  reign,  thou  still  must  be  his  king,  and  sovereign  lord. 

**  Lifted  in  magnanimity  above 
Aught  that  my  feeble  nature  could  perform, 
Or  even  conceive ;  surpassing  me  in  love 
Far  as  in  power  the  eagle  doth  the  worm ; 
I,  Brother !  only  should  be  king  in  name. 

And  govern  to  my  shame ; 
A  shadow  in  a  hated  land,  while  all 
Of  glad  or  willing  service  to  thy  share  would  falL'* 

*'  Believe  it  not,"  said  Elidure ;  *'  respect 
Awaits  on  virtuous  life,  and  ever  most 
Attends  on  goodness  with  dominion  decked. 
Which  stands  the  universal  eropire*s  boast; 
This  can  thy  own  experience  testify : 

Nor  shall  thy  foes  deny 
That,  in  the  gracious  opening  of  thy  reign. 
Our  Father's  spirit  seemed  in  thee  to  breathe  again. 

**  And  what  if  o'er  that  bright  unboeommg 
Clouds  of  disgrace  and  envious  fortune  past ! 
Have  we  not  seen  the  glories  of  the  spring 
By  veil  of  noontide  darkness  overcast  1 
The  frith  that  glittered  like  a  warrior's  shield, 

The  sky,  the  gay  green  field. 
Are  vanished ; — gladness  ceases  in  the  groves. 
And  trepidation  strikes  the  blackened  mountain  covea 


"  But  is  that  gloom  dissolved  ?  how  passing  clear 
Seems  the  wide  world  —  far  brighter  than  before ! 
Even  so  thy  latent  worth  will  re-appear. 
Gladdening  the  people's  heart  fh)m  shore  to  shore ; 
For  youthful  faults  ripe  virtues  shall  atone ; 

Re-seated  on  thy  throne. 
Proof  shalt  thou  furnish  that  misfortune,  pain, 
And  sorrow,  have  confirmed  thy  native  right  to  reign. 

**  But,  not  to  overlook  what  thou  mayst  know. 

Thy  enemies  are  neither  weak  nor  few ; 

And  circumspect  must  be  our  course,  and  slow. 

Or  from  my  purpose  ruin  may  ensue. 

Dismiss  thy  followers ;  —  let  them  calmly  wait 

Such  change  in  thy  estate 
As  I  already  have  in  thought  devised ; 
And  which,  with  caution  due,  may  soon  be  realised." 

The  Story  tells  what  courses  were  pursued, 
Until  King  Elidure,  with  full  consent 
Of  all  his  Peers,  before  the  multitude. 
Rose,  —  and,  to  consummate  this  just  intent, 
Did  place  upon  his  Brother's  head  the  Crown, 

Relinquished  by  his  own ; 
Then  to  his  people  cried,  "  Receive  your  Lord, 
Gorbonian's  first-bom  Son,  your  rightful  King  restored 
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.t!i  a  lond  acclam. : 

<cn  by  the  lieroic  deed, 

Wore  maUonlesB  I  and  then 

became 

What  joy  awaiU  you,  when  the  brecM 

;  fruni  bondage  freed 

Hath  found  you  out  amoog  the  trees. 

inable  to  subvert 

And  calls  you  forth  again! 

desert* 

,  when  ho  died,  the  Uu 

This  plot  of  Orchard-ground  is  ours, 

wed  hia  hononred  bier. 

My  trees  they  are,  my  Slater's  flowers; 

Hero  rest  your  wings  when  they  are  »ewy{ 

a  Brother  laved ; 

Here  lodge  as  in  a  sanctuary ! 

^[nptBIioIl  t)iat  hath  eet 

Come  often  to  us,  fear  no  wrong ; 

n  till  the3F  have  braved 

Sit  near  us  on  the  bougli ! 

leadly  purpose  met) 

We'll  talk  of  sunshine  and  of  song ; 

nit  faithful  love,  did  seem 

And  summer  days,  when  we  were  youi^i 

im; 

Sweet  childisii  days,  that  were  aa  long 

Df  affection  pure. 

As  twenty  days  are  now. 

e  of  "  pious  Elidure !" 

ELL  LINES. 

FAREWELL 

a  higher  slate,' 

COMPOSED   IN   THE  rBAB  1S«& 

lietioos  borne 
reward  of  peace, 
na;  the  solid  good. 

Thou  rocky  corner  in  the  lowest  stair 

1  lale  exchange,  and  here 

Of  tliat  tnignilicent  Temple  which  doth  bound 

neath  a  cottage  roof 
>c  wilhdniwn, 

Sweet  Garden-orchard,  eminently  fair. 

promises  renounced. 

The  lovelioBt  spot  ihnl  Man  hath  ever  found, 

a  welcome  friend. 

Farewell !— we  leave  thee  to  Heaven's  peoceMl 

city,  to  behold 
cy  so  deep, 
Buch  entire  contenL 

Thee,  and  tlie  Cottage  which  Uiou  dost  mntmi 

Our  boat  ii  safely  anchored  by  the  shore. 

,  the  storm  laid, 

And  safely  will  she  ride  when  we  ue  gonei 

!H  have  I  seen, 

The  flowering  shrubs  that  decorate  our  door 

jy  side. 

Will  prosper,  though  untended  and  alone: 

theaun,  nt  case; 

Fields,  goods,  and  far-oS*  chattels  we  have  none: 

grateful  gloom  bad  &Ucn, 

Tliese  narrow  bounds  contain  our  private  store 

1  nearness  liiat  they  shared. 

Of  things  earth  makes,  and  sun  doth  shine  upoBi' 

r-mtiEfying  light. 

Here  are  they  in  our  sight  —  we  have  no  moie. 

ho  dewy  ground, 

am  bleases  llieir  repose.— 

lakea  and  liilia  1  note. 

For  two  months  now  in  vain  we  shall  be  soogfal) 

ea  thus  by  nature  paired. 

We  leave  you  here  In  solitude  to  dwell 

nquii  state  of  life, 

With  these  onr  latest  gifts  of  lender  thotight; 

ence  to  my  mind 

Thou,  like  the  morning,  in  thy  saflron  co»t, 

1  tlicy  repay  the  debt, 

Bright  gowan,  and  marsh-marigold,  (arewell ! 

it  back  la  you. 

Whom  from  the  borders  of  the  lake  we  bion^ 
And  placed  together  near  out  rocky  Well 

tricnds!  shall  meetogala. 

_„^ 

We  go  for  One  to  whom  ye  will  be  dear , 

And  she  will  prize  this  Bower,  this  Indian  abe^ 

UTTERPLY. 

Our  own  contrivance.  Building  without  peer ! 

—  A  gentle  Maid,  whose  heart  Is  lowly  bred. 

iw  a  full  half-hour. 

Whose  pleasures  are  in  wild  fields  gathered. 

t  yellow  flower; 

:  iiiilewl 

Will  come  U>  you,  — to  you  herself  wiU  wed,- 

eeporfeed. 

And  lo^Mte^JMed  life  that  we  lead  here. 

«r   V       J 
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which  we  bave  vi^lchoil  with  tender  heed, 
ee  choMD  plants  and  bloesoma  blown 
distant  moDDtaiDi,  flower  and  weed, 
1  bast  taken  to  Ihee  as  thy  own, 
kindneEH  registered  and  known ; 
[t  eakes,  though  Nature's  Child  indeed, 
iclf  and  besutiRil  alone, 
gifts  which  tliou  doBt  little  need. 

t  constant,  yet  most  fickle  Place, 
h;  WBjwBrd  moods,  aa  thou  dost  show 
bo  look  Dot  daily  on  thy  &cc ; 
r  loved,  in  love  no  borntds  dost  know, 
when  we  forsake  thee,  "  Let  them  go!" 
hearted  Thing,  with  thy  wild  race 
jid  flowers,  till  we  return  be  slow, 
with  the  year  at  a  Boll  pace. 

tell  her  talcs  of  years  gone  by, 
reel  apring,  the  best  beloved  and  best; 
flown  in  its  morialiiy ; 
must  stay  to  tell  ub  of  the  rest. 
iged  with  primroseB,  the  steep  rock's  breast 
t  evening  like  a  alarry  sky  ; 
.  Bnah  our  Sparrow  built  her  nest, 
[  sang  one  Song  thai  will  not  die. 

aiden !  whoM  seclusion  deep 
■D  fi-iendly  to  induEtrioas  hours; 

elomberp,  that  did  gendy  steep 
,  carrying  with  them  dreams  of  flowers, 
botes  warbled  amoog  lealy  bowers; 
ig  monthfl  let  Biimmer  overleap, 
ig  back  with  Her  who  will  be  ours, 
Bom  we  again  Eliall  creep. 


N  IN  MY  POCKET.COPy  or  THCySON'S 
CASTLE  or  I.VDOLEKCF, 

ir  happy  Castle  there  dwell  One 

bout  blame  I  niay  not  overlook ; 

iun  on  living  creature  shone 

devout  enjoyment  with  ua  took; 

I  boats  he  hung  as  on  a  book ; 

1  time  here  would  he  float  away, 

ly  upon  D  mummer  brook  ; 

noTTow  —  or  belike  to-day  — 

m, — he  is  fled ;  and  wliitlier  none  can  say. 

woald  he  leave  our  peaceful  home, 
lewhere  hia  business  or  delight ; 

Valley's  limits  did  he  roam  ; 
■  ,  upon  a  stormy  night, 

na  fTDD)  the  nciirhbonrinic  height : 


Oft  did  we  see  him  driving  fu 

At  mid-day  when  the  sun  wbj 

What  ill  was  on  him.  what  fa  u  t 

A  mighty  wonder  bred  among  uiet  c 

Ah  I  piteous  sight  it  was  to  e 

When  he  came  back  to  us,  a  ver,- 

Or  like  a  sinflil  creature,  pale  ai 

Down  would  he  sit;  and  without  sire 

Look  at  the  common  grass  fro~  hi 

And  oftentimes,  how  Jong  I  fe     '■ 

Where  apple-treea  in  blossom  "      ■?  a 

Retired  in  that  sunshiny  shade         -t  : 

And,  like  a  naked  Indian,  sle[  c 

Great  wonder  to  our  gentle  '''        it  was 
\Vhcnever  from  our  Valley  he  withdrew; 
For  happier  soul  no  living  creaturo  hu 
Than  lie  had,  being  here  the  long  day  through. 
Some  thought  he  waa  a  lover,  and  did  woo : 
Some  thought  lar  worse  of  him,  and  jud^  him  wr 
But  Verse  was  what  he  hod  been  wedded  to ; 
And  his  own  mind  did  like  a  tempest  strong 
Come  to  him  thus,  and  drove  the  weary  Wight  al 

With  him  there  often  walked  in  friendly  gniae. 
Or  lay  upon  tlie  moss  by  brook  or  tree, 
A  noticeable  man  with  large  gray  eyes, 
And  a  pale  lace  that  seemed  undoubtedly 
As  if  a  blooming  dee  it  ought  to  be ; 
Heavy  his  low-hung  lip  did  oft  appear 
Deprest  by  weight  of  musing  Phantasy ; 
Profounil  Ilia  forehead  was,  though  not  severe; 
Yet  some  did  think  that  he  had  little  business  here . 

Sweet  heaven  forefend !  his  was  a  lawful  right; 

Noisy  he  was,  and  gninoaome  as  a  boy; 

His  limbs  would  loss  about  him  with  delight 

Like  branches  when  strong  winds  the  trees  annoy. 

Nor  lacked  his  calmer  hours  device  or  toy 

To  banish  listlessiiesa  and  irksome  care ;    , 

He  would  have  taught  you  bow  you  might  employ 

Yourself;  and  many  did  to  him  repair, — 

And  certes  not  in  vain;  he  had  ii 


ExpdienlB,  too,  of  simplest  sort  he  tried: 

Lone  bludes  of  grass,  plucked  round  him  as  ho  laVt 

Made  —  to  hia  ear  attentively  applied  — 

A  pipe  on  which  the  wind  would  deftly  play ; 

Glasses  he  had,  that  little  things  display, 

I'he  beetle  panoplied  in  gems  and  gold, 

A  mailed  angel  on  a  battle  day ; 

The  mysteries  that  cups  of  flowers  enfold. 

And  all  the  gorgeous  sights  which  fitiries  do  behold. 

He  would  entice  that  other  Man  to  hear 
His  music,  and  to  view  his  imagery : 
And,  sooth,  these  two  did  love  each  other  dear, 
Aa  lar  as  love  in  such  a  nlace  could  be ; 
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they  dwell  —  from  earthly  labour  fr^ 

spirits  as  were  ever  seen ; 

ird,  to  keep  them  company, 

ly  sate  down,  they  were,  I  ween, 

1  as  if  the  same  had  been  a  Maiden  Queen. 


LOUISA. 

r  Loaisa  in  the  shade; 
having  seen  that  lovely  Maid, 
should  I  fear  to  say 
she  is  ruddy,  fleet,  and  strong ; 
down  the  rocks  can  leap  along, 
rivulets  in  Mayl 

she  hath  smiles  to  earth  unknown; 
M,  that  with  motion  of  their  own 
pread,  and  sink,  and  rise; 
come  and  go  with  endless  play, 
ever,  as  they  fnss  away, 
lidden  in  her  eyes. 

loves  her  fire,  her  Cottage-home ; 
>'er  the  moorland  will  she  roam 
Ather rough  and  bleak; 
when  against  the  wind  she  strains, 
might  I  kiss  the  mountain  rains 
sparkle  on  her  cheek. 

all  that's  mine  ** beneath  the  moon,^ 
with  her  but  half  a  noon 
sit  beneath  the  walls 
me  old  cave,  or  mossy  nook, 
1  up  she  winds  along  the  brook 
int  the  water&lls. 


mm  fits  of  passkm  have  I  known: 

[  will  dare  to  tell, 

Q  the  Lover's  ear  alone, 

;  once  to  me  befeL 

1  she  I  loved  was  strong  and  gay, 

like  a  rose  in  June, 

ler  cottage  bent  my  way, 

ith  the  evening  Moon. 

tlie  Moon  I  fixed  my  eye, 
(rer  the  wide  lea ; 

'orse  trudged  on  —  and  we  drew  nigh 
I  paths  so  dear  to  me. 

low  we  reached  the  orchard  plot ; 
as  we  climbed  the  hill, 
rds  the  roof  of  Lucy's  cot 
ifooo  descended  stilL 


In  ooe  of  those  sweet  draiH 
Kind  Nature's  gentlest  booa 
And  all  the  while  my  eyes  I 
On  the  descending  Mooo. 

My  Hofse  moved  oo ;  hoof  afl 
He  raised,  and  never  stopped 
When  down  behind  the  ooCti 
At  once,  the  bri^t  Mooo  di 

What  food  and  wayward  thoi 
Into  a  Lover*s  head !  — 
**  O  mercy  f*  to  myself  I  erii 
'*If  Lucy  should  be  dead  !** 


Shb  dwelt  among  the  untfod 
Beside  the  springs  of  Dow 

A  Maid  whom  there  were  noo 
And  very  few  to  bve : 

A  Violet  by  a  mossy  stooe 
Half  hidden  from  the  eye! 

—  Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  < 
Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

She  lived  unknown,  and  few 
When  Lucy  ceased  to  be ; 

But  she  is  in  b^  Grave,  and| 
The  difference  to  me ! 


I  TRAVELLED  amoug  unknow] 
In  Lands  beyond  the  Sea; 

Nor,  England !  did  I  know  til 
What  love  I  bore  to  thee. 

*T  is  past,  thati  melancholy  dr 
Nor  will  I  quit  thy  shore 

A  second  time ;  for  still  I  see 
To  love  thee  more  and  ma 

• 

Among  thy  mountains  did  I  I 
The  joy  of  my  desire ; 

And  she  I  cherished  turned  1 
Beside  an  English  fire. 

Thy  mornings  showed,  thy  ni| 
The  bowers  where  Lucy  pli 

And  thine  is  too  the  last  gre 
That  Lucy*s  eyes  surveyed 


Ere  with  cold  beads  of  midni, 
Had  mingled  tears  of  thine 

I  grieved,  food  Youth!  that  t 
T-  leialdine. 


ymmoreable  by  generouB  eigbg, 

'%Vha  diag,  beneath  our  native  skies, 
Ad  orieDtal  Chain, 

fine  itot  like  tbem  wilii  arm?  acroes, 

Forgelting  in  thjr  care 
'Hov  the  taxt-TDoted  trees  can  to°B 

Their  branches  m  mid  air. 
TV  humblwt  Rivulet  will  lake 

lis  own  wild  libertieB ; 
Aid,  every  da;,  the  impriscmcd  Lake 

b  flowing  in  the  breeze. 
Then,  crouch  no  more  on  euppliant  kn 

Bui  scorn  witli  scorn  outbrave; 
A  Briton,  even  in  love,  should  be 
A  nibject,  not  a  slave ! 


'      LoN  11  the  fate  of  summer  Flowers, 

HTiicli  blow  at  daybreak,  droop  ere  even-»on(t  '■ 
Aiid,pieTed  for  their  brief  date,  confess  that  ours, 
Htwued  b;  what  we  are  and  ought  to  be, 
Maaired  by  all  that,  trembling,  we  foresee. 
b  not  BO  long! 

If  kmu  Life  do  pass  aws;, 
r    FnliiDe  je(  more  swiftly  than  the  Flower, 
Wh(a  fni]  existence  is  but  of  a  dn; ; 
Wlolapoce  hath  Virgin's  Beauty  to  disclose 
Hotweeti  and  triumph  o'er  the  breathing  Roeel 
Not  even  an  hour'. 

Thedsepert  grove  whose  foliage  hid 
TiBlBppieal  Lovers  Arcady  might  boast, 
CooUnot  the  entrance  of  this  thought  forbid: 
0  bt  tiiau  wise  as  they,  aonl-frifted  Maid ! 
>Wnte  too  liigfa  what  must  bo  quickly  fade, 
So  HMD  be  lost 

Tbei  dt&U  Lord  teach  some  virtuous  Youth 
•Todraw,  out  of  the  Object  of  his  eye*," 
Tie  ivliiist  on  Thee  they  gaze  in  simpla  trith, 
Hm  more  exalted,  "  a  refined  Form," 
Thu  dreads  not  a^e,  nor  suffers  from  the  worm, 
And  never  dies. 


Tnoid,  that  some  have  died  for  love: 

Ami  here  and  there  a  church-yard  grave  is  found 

In  die  cold  North's  unhallowed  ground, 

Sntuse  the  wretched  Man  himself  had  slain, 

\U  love  was  such  a  grievous  pain. 

■Idd  lliere  is  one  whom  1  five  years  have  known ; 

He  dwplts  alone 

Uftn  llclTdlfc'B  side ; 


He  loved  —  the  pretty  Bi 
And  thus  he  makes  his 
Three  years  had  Darhan 
When  thus  his  mtan  lie 

"  Oh,  move,  lliou  Cotlagn 

Or  let  the  aged  tree  upro 

Thai  in  some  other  way  j 

May  mount  into  the  sky ! 

The  clouds  pass  on ;  they  from  the  he 

I  look  —  the  sky  is  empty  space; 

1  know  not  what  I  trace; 

But  when  I  cease  to  look,  my  band  is  ( 

"  O !  what  a  weiglit  is  in  these  i 

Wheu  will  tiiat-dymg  murmur  b.. 

Vour  sound  my  heart  of  peace  ber^        . 

It  robs  ray  heart  of  rest 

Thou  Thrush,  that  singesl  loud  —  and 

Into  yon  row  of  willows  flit. 

Upon  that  alder  sit  { 

Or  sitig  Bootlier  song,  or  choose  nnotl 

"  Roll  bach,  sweet  Rill  1  back  to  thj  m"- 

And  there  for  ever  be  thy  waters  chair 

For  thou  doet  haunt  the  air  with  £oii 

That  cannot  be  sustained; 

If  etiil  beneath  that  pine-t-"'" 

Headlong  yon  watertiill 

Oh,  let  it  then  be  dur 

Be  any  thing,  sweel  Ri  which  tbon  art  m 

"  Thou  Egluntine,  whose  arch  so  proudly  towers 

(Even  like  a  rainbow  spanning  half  the  vale) 

Thou  one  feir  shrub,  oh !  shed  thy  flowers. 

And  stir  not  in  the  gale. 

For  thus  to  see  thee  nodding  in  the  air, — 

To  see  thy  arch  thus  stretch  and  bend. 

Thus  rise  and  thus  descend,  — 

Disturbs  me  till  the  sight  \i  more  Ihitn  I  can  bear."' 

The  man  who  makes  this  feverish  corapUint 
Is  one  of  giant  stature,  who  could  dance 
Equipped  from  head  to  foot  in  iron  mail. 
Ah,  gentle  Love '.  if  ever  thought  was  thine 
To  store  up  kindred  hours  for  me,  thy  fiiee 
Turn  from  me,  gentle  Love!  nor  let  me  walk 
Within  the  sound  of  Elmma's  voice,  or  know 
Boch  happiness  as  I  have  known  to-day. 


THE  FORSAKEN. 

The  peace  whicli  others  seek  they  And; 

The  heaviest  storms  not  longest  Itwt; 

Heaven  grants  even  to  the  pu ''ties'  mixiA 

An  simiealy  for  what  is  post; 

When  will  my  eenleoce  be  reversed' 

I  only  pray  to  know  the  worst; 

And  wish  as  if  mv  heart  would  bunt 
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Iriiggte  I  silent  jesrs 
■gly  na  doubirul  talc; 
f  y  leave  ii  short,  and  fears 
B  Blning  and  will  prevail. 

I  faith  etiaipeu  not  pain; 

T  that  Hie  hope  is  vain, 

1  lie  l^il]  corns  agiia. 


■  complaint. 

k  ctuuigo— and  I  sm  poor; 
Ihath  beoDi  nor  long  ago, 
^  at  my  fond  heart's  door, 
f  business  was  to  flow; 
Mt  taking  heed 
I  bounty,  or  my  noed. 

entB  did  I  count! 

1  ilien  all  blies  above! 

t  cunsecrated  Ciunt 

vinjf,  Epnrkling,  living  love, 

"  I  <  shall  I  dare  to  tell ! 

s  and  hidden  well. 

t  may'  be  deep  — 
^^and  never  dry: 

1  if  the  waters  sleep 
Bnd  obscurity, 
nngc,  and  at  the  very  duor 
f  heart,  hath  made  me  poor. 


barde  of  angels  eing, 
without  a  Bpoti 
o  such  perfect  thing: 
|hat  thou  art  not  I 

e  should  call  thee  Air; 


y  dwells  in  deep  retreala, 

B  unretnoved 
Iviih  heart  id  concord  beatf, 
llover  is  beloved. 


Be  pleased  that  nature  mode  t 
To  feed  my  heart's  dcvotioii 

By  laws  to  which  all  fenw  w 
In  sky,  air,  earth,  aod  oceii 


How  rich  that  tbrebead's  calm  e 
How  bright  that  heaven-directed 
— Waft  her  to  glory,  winged  Pc 
Ere  aorrow  be  renewed. 
And  intercotme  with  mortal  hoa. 
Bring  back  a  humbler  niood  I 
So  looked  Cecilia  when  she  drav 
Ad  Angel  fhm  his  statioii; 
So  looked ;  not  ceasing  to  pursoi 
Her  tuneful  adoratton! 

But  hand  and  voice  alike  are  ati 
No  sound  here  sweeps  awaj  the 
That  gave  it  birth:  in  service  in 
One  upright  arm  eustains  the  ch 
And  one  across  the  boBom  lies  — 
That  rose,  and  now  fcrgets  to  lii 
Subdued  by  breathless  harmoiiie* 
or  meditative  feeling; 
Mute  strains  from  vvorlda  beyond 
Through  the  pure  light  of  femali 
Their  sanctity  revealbg! 


What  heavenly  smiles!  O  Ia 
Through  my  very  heart  Ihey  i 
And,  if  my  brow  gives  back  tt 
Do  thou  look  gladly  on  the  aig 
As  the  clear  moon  with  modes 

Beholds  her  own  bright  beai 
Reflected  from  the  mountain's  i 

And  from  the  headlong  etrei 


TO 


/.-;     ,^t^. 


O  OEAJt^  for  than  light  and  life  sre  de 
Full  oft  our  human  ibresight  t  deplore ; 
Trembling,  through  my  unworlhineas,  i 
That  friends,  by  death  disjoined,  may  m 


I  feir,  yet  be  not  moved 
I  the  declaration, 

[  In  thee  have  loved 
n  creation. 

I  needs  mu6t  stir: 

I,  this  truth  believe, 
Ih&ve  nothing  to  confer 
e  In  perceive. 


!  Misgivings,  hard  to  vanquish  or  control, 
I  Mix  with  the  day,  and  cross  the  hour  of 
I  While  all  the  fiiture,  for  thy  purer  aonl, 
I  With  'sober  certainties*  of  love  is  bleat 

That  sigh  of  thine,  not  meant  for  huma 
I  Tells  thsl  these  n/ords  thy  humbleness  i 
I  Yet  bear  me  up— else  faltering  in  the  i 
I  Of  a  tteop  oiarch :  agpport  me  to  the  ei 


^ 
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Vftce  ieltlea  where  the  intellecl  i«  meek, 

And  lu'e  is  dutiful  in  thought  and  deed ; 

Through  thee  communiou  with  Chat  love  I  seek : 

Tlie  liitb  Heaven  etrengtbeiiB  where  he  nioulds  the 


UMENT  OF  MARY  QUEEN  OP  SCOTa 

ON   THE   BVE  OF  A   NEW  YEAR. 

Sku^  (rf' tb«  mooa — for  bo  1  name 

Hat  sileat  greeting  fi-om  above ; 
A  gentle  flush  of  light  tJjat  came 
Ftdid  bcr  whom  drooping  caiitivce  love; 
Or  an  tbou  of  still  higher  birthi 
T^oa  that  didxl  part  the  clouds  of  earth, 
M  J  torpor  to  reprove ! 

Bright  boon  of  pitying  Heaven!  —  al&^ 
I  may  not  trust  thy  placid  cheer '. 
Pondering  that  Time  to-night  will  pasa 
The  threriHjld  of  another  year; 
For  years  to  me  are  sod  and  dull ; 
My  very  momenta  are  too  liill 
■elesfioem  and  fear. 

And  yet,  the  Eoul-a wakening  gleam. 
That  sirack  perchance  the  lartheat  cone 
Of  Scotland's  rocky  wilds,  did  seem 
To  vi&tt  me,  aod  nie  alone ; 
iU,  uoapproached  by-4;iy  friend. 
Save  Iboce  who  to  my  aorrowa  lend 
Tears  due  unto  their  own. 

To-niglit  the  church-tower  bells  will  ring 
Through  these  wiile  realms  a  festive  peal ; 
To  the  new  year  a  welcoming; 
A  tuneful  ofiering  lor  the  weal 
Of  happy  millions  lulled  in  sleep ; 
While  I  am  forced  to  watch  and  weep. 
By  wounde  that  may  not  heal. 

Born  all  too  high,  by  wedlock  raised 
Still  higher  —  to  be  cast  thua  low ! 
Would  that  mine  eyee  had  never  gazed 
Oa  aught  of  more  ambitious  sIkiw 
Than  the  sweet  flowerets  of  the  fields! 
—  It  is  my  royal  state  that  yields 
This  bitterness  of  woe. 

Vet  bow !  —  for  I,  if  Ihere  be  truth 
In  the  world's  voice,  was  pas^ng  lair; 
And  beauty  for  couHding  youth, 
Th(«e  sliocta  of  paraion  can  prepare 
That  kill  the  bloom  before  its  time; 
And  hlaach,  without  the  owoer'a  crime, 
The  most  reeplcndcnt  hair. 

Cnblest  distinction !  showered  on  me 
To  bind  a  lingering  life  in  chains: 
All  that  could  quit  my  grasp,  or  flee, 
b  gone; — but  not  the  subtle  stains 


Fixed  in  the  s  ^ 

Can  I  be  proui 
Of  what  1  wa.  .. 

A  woman  rule 
A  sinter  queer 
Of  law  and  bi 
Detains  me,  d..  oi 

Great  God,  wli .'el  I 

My  tiioughifl  are  all  lha_  „^  

0  keep  them  inuocentl 

Farewell  desire  of  human  aid. 
Which  al^ect  mortals  vainly  courtl 
By  friends  deceived,  by  fooa  betrayed, 
or  fears  Ibe  prey,  of  hopes  the  sport; 
Noii£,'ht  but  the  world-redeeming  crosa 
la  able  to  supply  my  lose, 
My  burtlien  to  support. 

Hark !  the  deatli-nole  of  the  year 
Sounded  by  tlie  castla-clock ! 
From  her  sunk  eyes  a  stagnant  tear 
Stole  forth,  unsettled  by  the  shock; 
But  oft  Uie  woods  renewed  their  green. 
Ere  the  tired  bead  of  Scotland'!*  queen 
Reposed  upon  the  block! 


THE  WIDOW  ON  WI 

How  beautiful  when  up  a  tofly  height 

Honour  asceuda  among  the  humblest  poor. 

And  feelmg  sinks  as  deep  1     See  there  the  door 

Of  one,  a  widow,  left  beneath  a  weight 

Of  blameless  tlebl.     On  evil  Ibrtuoe's  spite 

Slie  wasted  no  complaint,  but  strove  to  make 

A  just  repayment,  both  for  conscience-sake 

And  that  herself  aud  hers  should  stand  upright 

Tn  the  world's  eye.     Her  work  when  daylight  foiled 

Paused  not,  and  through  the  depth  of  night  she  kept 

Such  earnest  vigils,  that  belief  prevailed 

With  some,  the  noble  creature  never  slept; 

But,  one  by  one,  the  hand  of  dentli  assailed 

Her  children  from  her  inmost  heart  bewept. 

The  mother  mourned,  nor  ceased  her  lesrs  to  flow, 
Till  a  winter's  noon-day  placed  her  buried  son 
Before  her  eyes,  last  child  of  many  gone  — 
His  raiment  of  angelic  white,  and  lo! 
His  very  feet  bright  as  the  da»«ling  snow 
Which  they  are  touching;  yea  far  brighter,  eyea 
Aa  that  which  comes,  or  seems  to  come,  from  heavoB. 
Surpasses  aught  theae  eleraetita  can  sliow. 
Much  she  rejoiced,  trusting  that  from  that  hour 
UTiate'er  befel  she  could  not  grieve  or  pine  ; 
But  the  transfigured,  in  and  out  of  scaaon. 
Appeared,  and  spiritual  presence  gained  a  power 
"       maleriabforma  that  mastered  reason. 
0,  gracious  Heaven,  in  pity  make  her  thine! 
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Brayerl  bs  ir  to  her  could  come 
1  the  waj  Ihat  lead*  to  bliBS 

10  judgbg  we  should  judge  amiH. 
WBDt  13  her  throatened  doom, 
knsports  mitigate  the  gloom : 

I  ta  ahe  one  that  ktaa 
Bh  upon  a  precipice; 
Bugh  Btrange  auSeringa  toward  the  tomb) 

I  breaks  through  clouds  or  waving  trees, 
LB  and  tiillen  upon  her  knees 
Ills  in  her  desconding  son 
n  earthly  ecalAsiea 
c  glory  aeeoia  begun. 


I  LAST  OF  THE  FLOCK. 

riea  have  I  been, 
I  have  not  often  seen 
I  M<ui,  a  Man  full  grown, 
Ithc  public  roada  alone. 

on  English  ground, 
e  brood  highway,  I  met; 
I  bn»d  highway  he  came, 

Iseomed,  though  he  waa  sad ; 
3  a  Lamb  he  had. 

!,  and  he  turned  aside, 
'iahed  himself  to  hide: 
lont  he  made  essay 
llio«e  briny  teara  away. 
n  him,  and  Raid,  "My  Friend, 
I  you !  wherefore  weep  you  ao !" 
n  me.  Sir!  this  lusty  Lamb, 
1  my  tears  to  flow, 
■otohed  him  trom  the  rock; 

I  last  of  all  my  flock. 

\»  yonng,  a  single  Man, 
J  youthllil  ftlliea  ran, 
Itils  given  to  care  and  thou^it, 
Iwa.'j,  an  Ewe  I  bought; 
1-  sheep  from  her  1  rabed, 
\  ahcep  as  you  might  see ; 

I I  married,  and  woa  rich 

ll  numbered  a  full  score, 
L  year  increased  my  atore. 

J  year. my  stock  it  grew; 
J  tliis  one,  this  single  Ewe, 
Icouiely  ahcep  I  raised, 
1  a  flock  as  over  graced ! 

oouatuin  did  they  feed ; 

y,  and  we  at  home  did  thrive: 


—This  lusty  lAmb  of  all  my  Mo 
Is  all  thot  is  alive ; 
And  now  I  care  not  if  we  die, 
And  periab  all  of  poverty. 

Sii  Children,  Sir!  had  I  to  feed; 
Hard  labour  in  a  time  of  need ! 
My  pride  was  tamed,  and  in  oar  g 
I  of  the  Parish  asked  relief. 
They  said,  I  was  a  wealthy  man; 
Hy  sheep  upon  the  mountain  fed, 
And  it  was  fit  that  thence  I  tool 
Whereof  to  buy  ua  bread. 
"  Do  this :  how  can  we  give  to  yi 
They  cried,  "  what  to  the  poor  is  d 

I  sold  a  eheep,  as  lliey  had  aaid, 
And  bought  my  little  children  br« 
And  they  were  healthy  with  their 
For  me — iL  never  did  me  good. 
A  woefiil  lime  it  was  for  me. 
To  Bee  the  end  of  all  my  gaina, 
The  pretty  flock  which  I  had  rear 
With  all  my  care  and  pains, 
To  eee  it  melt  like  snow  away 
For  me  it  was  a  woeful  day. 

Another  Btill !  and  stQl  another ! 
A  little  lamb,  and  then  its  moth 
It  was  a  vein  that  never  stopped 
Like  blood-drops  fit)ni  my  heart  th 
Till  thirty  were  not  left  alive 
They  dwindled,  dwindled,  one  by 
And  I  may  say,  that  many  a  timi 
I  wished  they  all  were  gone  — 
Reckless  of  what  might  come  at  ] 
Were  but  the  hitter  struggle  psi 

To  wicked  deeds  I  was  inclined. 
And  wicked  fimciea  crossed  my  m. 
And  every  man  I  chanced  to  see 
I  thought  ho  knew  some  ill  of  n 
No  peace,  no  comfort  could  I  fi» 
No  ease,  within  doors  or  without 
And  crazily  and  wearily, 
I  went  my  work  about. 
Beat  oflenlimes  to  flee  from  home 
And  hide  my  head  where  wild  bea 

Sir!  'twas  a  precious  flock  to  roe, 
As  dear  as  my  own  children  be; 
For  daily  with  my  growing  store 
I  loved  my  children  more  and  mor 
Alas!  it  was  an  evil  time; 
God  cursed  mo  in  my  sore  distres 
I  prayed,  yet  every  day  I  thougk 
I  loved  my  children  lees ; 
And  every  week,  and  every  day, 
My  flock  i^^MH^to  melt  aw^ 
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Thef  dwindled,  Sir,  sad  mgh:  to  see  I 
From  ten  to  five,  from  five  lo  three, 
A  lunb,  a  wether,  and  a  eve; 
And  ilieo  ot  last  from  three  to  two; 
And,  of  my  fifly,  jeBtertlay 
I  had  but  onl J  one : 
Anil  here  it  Ilea  upon  inj  arm, 
ALos !  and  I  have  Done ;  — 
To^y  I  fetched  it  from  the  rock; 
li  te  the  last  of  all  my  flock." 


REPENTANCE. 

A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 

Tn  tf\ia  nhicb  with  covetoiie  spirit  wc  eoM, 
TboK  beuljlul  Relds,  the  delight  of  the  day, 
'    Wmid  kre  bmugbt  us  more  good  thui  a  burthou  of 

'    CoiHwbatbave  beer  as  contented  as  they. 

'Hira  Ilie  troableeome  Tempter  beset  ua,  aiiid  1, 

"l«  lujiL  <:iniie,  with  hia  puree  proudly  gniaped  in  hia 

kci; 
Rii,  Allan,  be  trne  to  me,  Allan. — we'll  die 
i'.!m  iie  ifaaJl  go  with  an  inch  of  the  land !" 

Tlert  (iwelt  we,  as  happy  as  birda  in  their  howere; 
tokiuni  u  bees  that  in  gatdena  abide ; 
'^^nvld  do  what  we  cho^e  with  the  land,  it  wasoara; 
^"ihrva  (lie  brook  murmurci]  that  ran  by  it5  aide. 

Bit  Mw  we  we  strangera,  go  early  or  lale ; 
AiiDllei],  like  one  overhnrthened  with  ain, 
^ilbmy  band  on  the  latch  of  the  half-opened  gate, 
"iciii  the  Gelds  —  bat  I  cannot  go  in  ! 

^in  I  walk  by  the  hedge  on  a  bright  flumraer'a  day, 

"rdi  in  the  diade  of  my  grandfather's  tree, 

^  Item  &ce  it  puts  on,  as  if  ready  to  say, 

'Wtu  tig  jou,  tiittl  you  must  come  creeping  to  me !" 

Villi  Dur  pattores  about  us,  we  could  not  be  sad ; 
^  Kmlbrt  was  near,  if  we  ever  were  crost ; 
b  the  contfi^  the  blessing?,  and  wealth  that  we  had, 
''"eilighted  them  all, —  and  our  hirth-right  was  loeL 

*h  ill-judging  sire  of  an  innocent  son 

Wit  oiaal  now  be  o  wanderer! — but  peace  to  thai 

"link  of  evening's  repose  when  out  labour  was  done, 
Ik  Sabbath's  return  — and  its  leisure's  poft  chain  ! 

*nd  in  sickness,  if  night  had  been  sparing  of  sleep, 
Bnt  cheerTul,  at  sunrise,  the  hill  where  I  stood, 
Wiog  down  on  the  kine,  and  our  treasure  of  sheep 
1W  bcaprinkled  the  field  —  'twas  ltk«  jouth  m  my 


Now  I  cleave  to  the  hou 
And,  oftentimes,  hear  th 
That  luUowa  the  thoogh  - 
Save  eix  feet  of  earth  wher 
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WncBE  art  thou,  my  bebvod  Son, 
Where  art  thcu,  worse  to  me  than  doail  I 

Oh  find  roc,  prosperous  or  undone !  ' ' 

Or,  if  the  grave  be  now  thy  bed,  "= 

Why  am  I  ignorant  of  the  same  - ', 

That  I  may  reeti  and  neither  blanra  ■^^■ 
Nor  aorrow  may  attend  thy  name? 

Seven  yearf,  alas !  to  have  received 
No  lidinga  of  an  only  child ;  ' 

To  have  despaired,  and  have  believe^ 
And  be  for  evermore  beguiled;  '  ■ 

Sometimes  with  Ihoughls  of  very  blutl  ' 
1  catch  at  them,  and  then  I  miss; 
Was  ever  darkness  4ike  to  Uiis  1 

He  was  among  the  prime  in  worth, 

Ad  object  beauteous  to  behold ;  '  * 

Well  bom,  well  bred ;  I  sent  him  fiirft 

Ingenuous,  innocent,  and  bold : 

If  things  ensued  that  wanted  grace. 

As  hath  been  said,  they  were  not  baee; 

And  never  blush  was  on  my  tace. 

All !  little  doth  the  Young-one  dream. 
When  full  of  play  and  childish  cares, 
What  power  is  in  his  wildest  scream. 
Heard  by  his  Mother  unawares! 
He  knows  it  not,  he  cannot  guess: 
Years  lo  a  Mother  bring  distress ; 
But  do  not  make  licr  love  the  less. 

Neglect  me!  no,  I  suffered  long 
From  that  ill  thought;  and,  being  blind. 
Said,  "  Pride  shall  help  me  in  my  wrong 
Kind  mother  have  I  been,  as  kind 
As  ever  breathed:"  and  that  is  true; 
I've  wet  my  path  with  tears  like  dew. 
Weeping  for  him  when  no  one  knew. 

My  Son,  if  thou  bo  humbled,  poor. 
Hopeless  of  honour  and  of  gain. 
Oh!  do  not  dread  thy  mother's  door; 
Think  not  of  mo  witli  grief  and  pain) 
I  now  can  see  with  better  eyes; 
And  worldly  grandeur  I  despiae, 
And  fortune  willi  Iier  gilts  and  lieai 


^M 
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Is  of  Heaven  haie  win^ 

Nay!  start  not  at  that  spai-klini 

^^^^^^^^H 

McBTenwill  aid  their  flight; 

'Tis  but  the  moon  thai  shine*  ■ 

^^^^^^^^H 

how  iliort  a  voysgo  brings 

^^^^^^^^H 

re  bBck  to  their  delight! 

Then,  little  Darling!  deep  »ga 

^^^^^^^^H 

down  by  land  &nd  sea ; 

And  wake  when  it  is  dt] 

^^^^^^^^H 

»in  Bs  mme,  may  ba 

^^^^^^1 

\  to  comfurl  thep. 

^^^^H 

dungeon  henre  thee  groui, 

THE  SAILOR'S  MOTI 

^^^^^^^^H 

led  bj  inhumiui  men; 

One  morning  (raw  it  was  and  wet 

^^^^^^^^H 

a  Dewrt  thrown 

A  foggy  day  in  winter  time) 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

Lion's  den; 

A  Woman  on  the  road  I  met, 

^^^^^^^^H 

Eammoned  to  the  deep. 

Not  old,  Ihough  something  past  h 

^^^^^^^^H 

jid  sll  thf  mates,  to  keep 

Majestic  in  her  person,  tall  and  el 

^^^^^^1 

cable  elecp. 

And  like  a  Roman  matron's  was  bet  n 

^^^^^^1 

et»;  but  none  will  force 

TliB  ancient  Spirit  ia  not  dead ; 

^^^^1 

me:— 'lis  Ikl^ly  said 
B  erer  intercourse 

Old  times,  thought  I,  are  breathit 
Proud  was  I  that  my  country  bred 

^^^^^^^^H 

Ting  and  the  dead; 

Such  strength,  a  dignity  so  bir: 

^^^^^^^^H 

sn  I  shonld  iiBTe  sight 

Slie  begged  an  alms,  like  one  in 

^^^^^^^^H 

Ibr  da;  and  night. 

I  looked  at  her  again,  nor  did  my  pr 

^^^H 

longings  infinite. 

When  from  these  lofly  thoughts  I 
"  What  treasure,"  paid  1,  "  do  yov 

^^^^^^^^H 

one  come  in  erowcia; 

Beneath  the  covert  of  your  Cloak, 

^^^^^^^^H 

stiing  of  the  grass; 

Protected  from  the  cold  damp  air! 

^^^^^^^^H 

Dwa  of  the  clouds 

She  answered,  soon  as  she  the  qu 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

shake  mc  as  they  [nsa : 

"A  simple  burthen,  Sir,  a  little  Sing 

gs,  and  do  not  find 

^^^^^^^^H 

answer  to  my  mind; 

And,  thus  contmuing,  she  said, 

^^^^H 

rid  appears  unkind. 

"  I  had  a  Son,  who  many  a  day 
Sailed  on  the  seas,  but  he  is  dead 

^^^^^^^^H 

pation  lie 

In  Denmark  he  was  cast  swsy: 

^^^^^^^^H 

nd  beyond  xclief: 

And  I  have  travelled  weary  milea 

^^^^^^^^H 

to  heave  a  sigh, 

If  aught  which  he  had  owned  mig 

^^^^^^^^H 

and  not  my  grief 

forme. 

^^^^^^^1 

me,  my  Son,  or  send 
tliat  my  woes  may  end ; 
er  earthly  (iiend ! 

"Tiie  Bird  and  Cage  they  both  W. 

^^^H 

Twaa  my  Son's  Bird;  and  neat  a 
He  kept  it:  many  voyages 

^^^^^^^^H 

This  Singing-bird  had  gone  with  I 

^^^H 

When  tafit  he  sailed,  he  left  the  1 
From  bodings,  as  might  be,  that  hung 

^^M 

\GEa  TO  HER  INFANT. 

BT    NT   ilBTBB. 

"He  to  a  Pellow-lodgcr'e  care 
Had  left  it.  to  be  watched  and  fed 
And  pipe  its  song  in  safety;  —  th. 

^^^^^^^^H 

cold,  the  nighta  are  long, 

1  found  it  when  my  Son  waa  dead 

^^^1 

i  sings  a  doleful  song; 
ain  upon  my  breast ; 

And  now,  God  help  me  for  my  litt 
I  bear  it  with  me,  Sir,  he  toot  so  mucl 

^^^^^^^^H 

gs  are  now  at  rest, 

^^^^^^^^H 

ec,  my  pretty  Lo»e ! 

^^^^^1 

epg  upon  the  hearth, 

THE  CHILDLESS  FAT 

^^^^^^^^H 

ong  have  ceased  their  mirth; 

«  Up,  Timothy,  np  with  your  Staff  aiu 

^^^^^^^^H 

g  atirriog  in  the  house 

Not  a  soul  in  the  vilkge  thia  morning 

^^^^^^^^H 

hiingrj-,  nibbling  mouse. 

The  Haro  has  jast  started  from  Hamii 

^H 

hy  BO  busy  IhoU  \ 

And  Bkiddaw  yl  ll  l^  the  cry  of  I 
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|Ui  uid  of  jackets  gmy,  scarlet,  nnd  green, 
hfBB  of  the  pastures  all  cobun  were  seen ; 
ar  comely  blue  8prDDti,uidcapa  white  tu  aoow, 
9  on  the  hills  maite  a  hsiiiiay  show. 


irig^  <if  green  box-wood,  n 


ic  ntonths  bcs 


c  fuDcml  baam*  at  Timothy's  door ; 
through  Tioiolhj'B  threslwld  bad  pnst ; 
Id  did  it  beu,  uid  that  Child  was  hia  last. 

I  up  the  del)  came  the  Doise  uid  the  fmy , 
«  and  the  horn,  and  the  htirk  !  hark  awaj '. 
othy  took  up  his  stall^  and  he  ehut 
leiBoiel;  motion  the  door  of  his  hut. 

Us  himself  at  that  momeot  he  said, 
jy  I  must  take,  for  my  Ellen  is  dead." 
ik  in  my  ears  not  a  word  did  he  speak, 
irent  to  the  chase  with  a  tear  on  his  cheek. 


THE  EfflGRANT  MOTHER. 

■  loaely  Hamlet  I  sojourned 
.  1  Lady  driven  from  France  did  dwell ; 
■nd  lesser  grie&  with  whicli  she  mourned, 
diip  she  to  me  would  otlea  lell. 

J,  dwelling  upon  English  grournl, 
te  was  childless,  daily  would  repair 
r  neighbouring  Cottage;  as  I  found, 
of  a  young  Child  whose  home  was  there. 

ing  seen  her  take  with  fond  embrace, 

Dt  to  heraclr;  I  framed  a  lay, 

iring,  in  my  native  tongue,  to  trace 

igs  as  she  unto  the  Child  might  t^ay : 

,  from  what  I  knew,  had  heard,  and  (<^e8sed, 

the  workings  of  her  henrt  expressed. 

ir  Babe,  thou  Daughter  of  another, 
moment  let  me  be  thy  Mother ! 
nfant's  face  and  looks  are  thine; 
anre  a  Mother's  heart  is  mine: 
own  dear  Mother's  far  away, 
ibour  in  the  harvest  field  : 
little  Sister  is  at  play  ;  — 
t  warmth,  what  comfort  would  it  yield 
ly  poor  heart,  if  thou  would'st  be 
little  hour  a  Child  to  me  ! 

n  the  waters  I  am  come, 
I  have  left  a  Babe  at  home : 

ml  [uru  or  ihi?  X^rlh  of  Engtosd,  u  lien  a  fimrral 
k  butin  fuU  of  S]iri^  of  fioi-wood  ia  plnot^l  ol  the 

house  tnrni  ^^hll:-h  Ihe  roHin  Lr  tokrn  np.  nnii  eiLoh 
ineadi  Ihe  [iuiEra)  onlii»R])r  Izkra  a  .Spng  of  tllit 

■nd  (hniwi  it  inu  Ibc  grave  of  iha  dec«iie<t. 


A  long,  long  way  ol 
Come  to  me— 'I'm 
I  am  tha  same  who 
Sate  yesterday,  and 
For  thee,  sweet  Bal 
Thou  knowest  the  j 
Good,  good  a 


Far  D 


1  la 


Here,  little  Darling,  dost  thou  lie; 

An  Inftnt  Thou,  a  Mother  I ! 

Mine  wilt  thou  be,  thou  hast  no  fear-- 

Mine  art  thou — spite  of  these  my  t 

Alas!  before  I  left  the  spot. 

My  baby  and  ila  dwelling-place; 

The  Nurse  said  to  me,  'Tears  abonld  not 

Be  shed  upon  an  infimt'a  feee. 

It  was  unlucky"  —  no,  no,  no; 

No  truth  is  in  them  who  say  so! 

My  own  dear  Little-one  will  iigh, 
Sweet  Babe!  and  they  will  let  him  die. 
'He  pines,'  they'll  aay,  'it  is  his  dooic. 
And  you  may  see  his  hour  is  come," 
Oh !  had  he  but  thy  cheerful  smiles. 
Limbs  stout  as  thine,  and  lipa  as  gay, 
Thy  looks,  thy  cunning,  and  thy  wilen, 
And  countenance  like  a  summer's  day, 
Tbey  would  have  hopes  of  him — and  the 
I  should  behold  his  ftce  again ! 

'Tie  gone  —  like  dreams  that  we  forget; 
There  was  a  smile  or  two  —  yet  —  yet 
I  can  remember  them,  I  sea 
The  smiles,  worth  all  the  world  to  me. 
Dear  Baby!   I  must  lay  thee  down; 
Thou  Iroublest  me  with  strange  alarms; 
Smiles  hast  Tbou,  bright  ones  of  thy  own 
I  cannot  keep  thee  in  my  arms, 
By  those  bewildering  glances  crost 
In  which  the  light  of  hia  is  lost. 

Oh!  how  I  Inve  thee  I  —  we  will  stay 

Together  hers  this  one  half  day. 

My  Sister's  Child,  who  bears  my  name, 

FVoui  France  lo  sheltering  England  name 

She  with  her  motlier  crossed  the  sea; 

The  Babe  and  Mother  near  mc  du-e)l : 

My  Darling,  ahe  is  not  to  me 

What  thou  art!  though  I  love  her  well: 

Rest,  little  Stranger,  rest  thee  here! 

Never  wob  any  Child  more  dear! 

—  I  cannot  help  it  —  ill  intent 

I've  none,  my  pretty  Innocent! 

I  weep — I  know  they  do  thee  wrong. 

These  tears  —  and  my  poor  idle  tongue 

Oh,  what  a  kiss  was  that!  my  cheek 

How  cold  it  is !  but  thou  art  food ; 
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By  ready  nature  for  a  life  of  love, 
Fur  endles  ccDstancy,  aod  placid  trot 
Biit  whatsoe'er  of  such  rare  treaaore  1 
Rewrved,  had  late  permitted,  lor  anpf: 
Of  their  maturer  yeara,  his  present  m 
Waa  under  fascinatioD ; — be  beheld 
A  vision,  and  adored  the  thing  he  aa« 
Anbian  fiction  never  filled  the  wtvld 
With  hair  the  wof^etB  that  were  imc 
Earth  breathed  in  one  great  presence 
Life  turned  the  meanest  of  her  imple 
Before  his  eyes,  to  price  above  all  gol 
The  boose  she  dwelt  in  was  a  sainted 
Her  chamber  window  did  surpass  in  g 
The  portab  of  the  dawn ;  all  paradise 
Could,  by  the  simple  opening  of  a  doa 
Let  itself  in  npon  him;  pathways  W( 
Svi'arnied  with  enchantment,  till  his  i 
Surcliargcd,  within  him,  —  overhleat  i 
Beneatli  a  eun  Ibat  w^kes  a  weaiy  wi 
To  its  dull  round  of  ordinary  cares  j 
too  happy  for  mortality ! 

So  passed  the  lime,  till,  whether  th 
Of  aome  unguarded  moment  that  dim 
Virtuona  restraint —  ah,  speak  it — tl 
Deem  rather  that  the  fervent  Yoath, 
So  many  bars  between  his  present  sta 
And  (be  dear  haven  where  he  wished 
Id  honourable  wedlock  with  his  Love, 
Was  in  his  judgment  tempted  to  decl 
To  perilous  weakness,  and  entrust  hi! 
To  nature  lor  a  happy  end  of  all; 
Deem  tlint  by  such  fond  hope  the  You 
And  bear  with  their  transgression,  wl 
That  Julia,  wanting  yet  the  name  of ' 
Carried  about  her  for  a  secret  grief 
The  promise  of  a  mother. 

To  concea 
The  llircatened  shame,  the  parents  ol 
Found  means  to  hurry  her  away  by  n. 
And  un forewarned,  that  in  some  dista 
She  might  remain  shrouded  in  ptivac; 
Until  the  babe  was  born.  When  mor 
The  Lover,  thus  bereil,  stung  with  hi 
And  all  uncertain  wbither  he  should  I 
Chafed  like  a  wild  beast  in  the  toils; 
Discovering  traces  of  the  lugitives. 
Their  steps  he  followed  to  the  Maid's 
The  sequel  may  be  easilv  divined  — 
Walks  to  and  fro —  watchings  at  evei 
And  the  fair  Captive,  who,  whene'er  ( 
Is  busy  at  her  casement  as  the  swallo 
Fluttering  its  pinions,  almost  within 
About  tlic  pendent  nesi,  did  thus  espy 
Her  Lover! — thence  a  stolen  intei.ii 
Accomplished  under  friendly  shade  of 


r\ 
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be  nplures  of  tho  Pair ;  —  auch  theme 
iinerable  poets,  touched 
eligblful  verse  than  skill  of  mine 
lion,  chieflj  bj  that  dirling  bard 
of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo, 
e  lark's  note  heard  before  its  time, 
e  flreahs  that  laced  the  severing  clouds 
relenting  east.  —  Through  all  bet  courts 
ntcit;  slept;  the  busf  winds, 
)  no  certain  interrals  of  rest, 
1 1  meaowhiJc  the  galaxy  displayed 
that  tike  mysterious  pulses  beet 
SHoienlaiu  but  uneasy  blise! 
iill  hearts  the  universe  seemed  bung 
rief  meeting's  slender  fitaincot  I 

iirted :  and  the  generous  Vniidracour 

[pe«dily  the  native  thresliold,  bent 

g  (bo  the  Lovers  lim!  agreed) 

e  of  birthright  to  attain 

ftion  froDi  his  Fatlier'e  bond; 

uAei,  Bride  and  Bridegroom  then  would  flee 

eiDOte  and  solitary  place, 

ai^t,  and  beautifiil  aa  heaven, 

sy  may  live,  with  no  one  to  behold 

piness,  or  to  disturb  their  love, 

f  this  no  whisper ;  not  Die  hsa, 

obtrusive  word  were  dropped 

the  matter  of  his  pauioD,  still, 

a  I^Uher's  bearing,  VaDdiscoor 

ipenly  tbst  ileatb  alone 

ogate  his  Iiumon  privilege 

swearing  everlasting  truth, 

Jtar,  to  the  Maid  lie  loved. 

rail  be  baffled  in  your  mnd  intPiit 

■■  justice  in  the  Court  of  Franco," 

he  Father.  —  From  these  words  the  Youth 

a  terror, — and,  by  night  or  day, 

ivbere  without  weapons  —  tliat  full  soon 

idful  provocation :  for  at  night 

.i*  chamber  he  retired,  atlcmpt 

to  seize  him  by  three  armed  men, 
fijrlherance  of  the  Father's  will, 
ivatc  signet  of  the  State, 
le  Youth's  ungovernable  hand 
d  slay  ;  —  and  to  a  second,  gave 

wound,  —  he  ahuiidcred  to  behold 
iIwBCoree;  then  pPBcefully  resigned 

to  the  law,  was  loilged  in  prison, 
the  fetter?  of  a  criminal. 

m  beheld  a  tufl  of  winged  seed 

the  dandelion's  naked  stalk, 
kft,  is  suffered  nut  to  use 

gifts  for  purposes  of  rest, 
the  autumnal  whirlwind  to  and  fVo 
he  wide  element!  or  hove  yon  marked 
or  Bubrtance  of  a  lenf-clad  bough. 


Within  the  vorUx  of  a  toem  j  ii 

Tonnented  1  by  such  aid  yot 
The  pcrlurbalion  of  each  mi         -i.^  . 
Desperate  the  Maid  —  the  Yuuui  is  slainen 
But  as  the  troubled  seed  and  tortured  bougn 
Is  Man,  subjected  to  despotic  sway. 

For  him,  by  private  influence  with  the  Court 
Was  pardon  gained,  and  liberty  procured;      ■•  **t 
But  not  without  exaction  of  a  pled^,  -*ir 

Which  liberty  and  love  dispersed  in  air.  w  .t*-^ 

He  fiew  to  her  from  whom  they  would  dirifc  fahlt''* 
He  clove  to  het  who  could  not  give  him  peace  — 
Vea,  his  first  word  of  greeting  was, — "All  right 
Is  gone  from  me ;  my  lately- to  we  ring  hopes. 
To  the  least  fibre  of  their  lowest  root. 
Are  withered ; —  tboii  no  longer  canst  be  mina, 
1  tliine — the  Conscience-stricken  must  not  wno 
The  unruffled  Innocent,  —  I  see  thy  face, 
Behold  tliee,  and  my  misery  is  complete  P*  *"" 

"  One,  are  we  not  ?"  exclaimed  the  Maiden— '*0||I- 

For  innocence  and  youth,  for  weal  and  woe  I" 

Then  with  the  Father's  name  she  coupled  wordf 

Of  vehement  indignation ;  but  the  Youth 

Checked  her  with  filial  meekness ;  for  no  thought 

Uncharitable,  no  prcsumptuouii  rising 

Of  hasty  censure,  modelled  m  the  eclipse 

or  trae  domestic  loyalty,  did  e'er 

Find  place  within  his  bcmm. — Once  again 

The  persevering  wedge  of  tyranny 

Acliieved  their  separation ;  —  and  once  more 

Were  they  united,  —  to  be  yet  again 

Disparted  —  pitiable  lot!    But  here 

A  portion  of  the  Tale  may  well  be  left 

In  silence,  though  my  memory  could  add 

Much  how  the  Youlh,  in  scanty  space  of  time, 

Was  Iraveraed  fi-om  without ;  much,  too,  of  thoughts 

That  occupied  his  days  in  solitude 

Under  privnlion  and  restraint;  and  what. 

Through  dark  and  pliapelesB  fear  of  things  to  come. 

And  what,  through  strong  compunction  for  the  past, 

He  Buficred  —  breaking  down  in  heart  and  mindl 

Doomed  to  a  third  and  lost  captivity. 
His  freedom  he  recovered  on  tho  eve 
Of  Julia's  travail.     When  the  babe  was  bom. 
Its  presence  tempted  him  to  cherish  schemes 
Of  future  happiness.     "You  shall  return, 
Julia,"  said  ho,  "and  to  your  Father's  house 
Go  with  the  Child.  —  You  have  been  wretched,  yet 
The  silver  shower,  whose  reckless  burthen  weighs 
Too  heavily  upon  the  lily's  head. 
Oil  leaves  a  saving  moisture  at  its  root. 
Slfl-lico.  beholding  you.  will  melt  away. 
Go !  —  't  is  a  Town  where  both  of  us  were  bom ; 
N'jne  will  reproach  you,  for  our  truth  is  KnouTi; 
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vht  bowers,  our  &te 

I  deck  our   Bof , 

lith  yoar  on-n  sweet  looki 

~UNow,  even  now, 

may  lawn ; 

e  him  too ; 

ktfd  Tiling 

r  of  the  woodfl 
Ithc  unweeting  Child 

|GrBiKlBire*B  heart 

The«e  ^leuna 

gmW  face 

!slmg  thus 
Ihile  rrom  the  other 
b  quiet  Ibod. 
J>  be  thine, 
IsolBcenow  must  pass 
mnotbe! 

Ir's  lip  pronounced, 
-Who  ihdl  tell, 
o  the  Lor'l 

I  blindly  ofked 

It  depths  B  wcig-hl 

luflerer  down;  — 

ieible  bI^ 
I  Noting  Uiie, 
s  love 
1,  he  returned 
Itlher'a  hand 
l^void  of  pain, 
■f  he  prened, 

e  their  lives 
I  preferred, 
J  the  Maid, 
BisaTowed. 


remained 
lidrawn 

■c,  too,  departs  — 
|senaelesa  Lillle-onc! 

d  the  cily-ffatCfl, 
fcy  the  side 

To  ■  hill, 
it  from  the  town, 
kvhere  he  hnd  lodged 
^1  love 
II  tliiirp.  anil  etoixl 


On  the  hill  top.     His  eyes  he  scarcely  look. 

Throughout  that  journey,  fiotn  tbe  vehicle 

(Slow-moving'  ark  of  all  his  hopes  0  tbfti  veiled 

The  tender  In&nt :  and  at  every  ina. 

And  goder  every  hospitable  tree 

At  which  the  Bearers  halted  or  reposed, 

Idid  him  with  timid  care  upoD  bis  kneea. 

And  looked,  te  mothers  ne'er  were  known  to  loi 

Upon  the  NurBiing  which  his  arms  embraced. 

—  Thit  waa  the  manner  in  which  Vaudracoiir 

Departed  with  bia  In&nt ;  and  thus  i«acbed 

His  Father's  house,  where  to  the  innocent  Child 

Adiniltaucc  was  denied.    The  yoang  Man  sptke 

No  worda  of  indignation  or  reprool^ 

But  of  his  Father  befrged,  a  last  request. 

That  a  retreat  might  be  ateigned  to  him 

Where  in  forgotten  ijuiet  he  might  dwell. 

With  such  allowance  as  his  wants  required ; 

For  wishes  he  hod  none.     To  a  Lodge  ^t  stcnd 

Deep  in  a  lurest,  with  leave  given,  at  the  ago 

Of  four-and-lwenly  fummerB,  he  withdrew; 

And  thither  took  with  him  his  iniant  Babe, 

And  one  Domestic  for  their  common  needs. 

An  aged  Woman.     It  consoled  him  here 

To  attend  upon  llie  Orphan,  and  perform 

Obsequious  service  to  the  precious  Child, 

Which,  afler  a  short  lime,  by  some  mistake 

Or  indiecretion  of  the  Father,  died.— 

The  Tale  I  follow  to  its  !a.st  recess 

Of  suffering  or  of  peace,  1  know  not  which : 

Theirs  be  the  blune  who  caused  the  woe,  not  mint! 

From  this  time  forth,  he  never  ^ared  a  emila 
With  mortal  creature.     An  Inhabitant 
Of  that  same  Town,  in  which  the  Pair  had  left 
So  lively  a  remembrance  of  tlieir  grie&. 
By  chance  of  business,  coming  within  reach 
Of  his  retirement,  to  the  tbrest  lodge 
Repaired,  but  only  found  the  Matron  there. 
Who  told  him  tiiat  his  pains  were  thrown  away. 
For  that  her  Master  never  uttered  word 
To  living  Thing  —  not  even  to  her.  —  Behold  ■ 
While  they  were  speaking,  Vaudracour  approached; 
But,  seeing  some  one  near,  even  ofi  his  hand 
Was  etrelched  towards  tlie  gardon  gate,  he  shniok- 
And,  like  a  shadow,  glided  out  of  view. 
Shocked  at  hia  savage  aspect,  from  the  place 
The  Visitor  retired. 

ThuB  lived  the  Youth 

Cut  off  from  all  intelligence  with  man. 

And  shunning  even  the  light  of  common  day ; 

Nor  could  the  voice  of  Freedom,  which  through  Fnad 

Full  speedily  resounded,  public  hope, 

Or  personal  memory  of  his  own  deep  wrouga^ 

Rouse  him :  but  in  those  solitary  shades 

Hia  days  he  wasted,  an  imbecile  mii:d  ! 


■<^ 


^ 
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ElMEXIAN  LADrS  LOVE. 


lie  fiiUowiBf  poen  m  fiom  the  Oriandos  of 

.  Kenelm  Hauj  Digfay ;  and  the  liberty  ii 

it  to  him,  ■■  en  acknowledgment,  however 

ore  and  imnictioo  derived  flom  his  name- 

liva  of  the  pieiy  and  chivalry 


ikeud  ''a  Spuiish  Lady 

wooed  an  English  Man  ;* 

if  a  &ir  Annenian» 

'  of  the  ptoad  Sold^ ; 

L  Chriatian  Slave,  and  told  her  pain 

!ed,  with  hope  that  he  might  love  again. 


t  roaet  it  moves  my  liking," 

,  lifting  up  her  veil ; 

or  me,  gentle  Gardener, 

ither  and  grow  pale.** 

[  till  the  ground,  but  may  not  take 

ed  an  humbler  flower,  even  for  your 


jn  I,  flobmiflsive  Christian ! 

d  thy  captive  state ; 

I  yoor  land,  may  pity 

pv  not?)  the  unfortunate." 

V !  otherwise  Man  could  not  bear 

?very  one  that  breathes  is  full  of  care. 

4. 

lan  idle  is  compassion, 

I  in  tears  and  si^hs ; 

bondage  would  I  rescue 

m  vile  indignities; 

y  mien  bespeaks,  in  high  degree, 

help  a  hand  that  longs  to  set  thee  free. 


nd  the  wish,  nor  venture 
peril  to  engage; 
it  would  stir  against  you 
St  loving  Father's  rage : 
would  it  be,  and  yoked  with  shame, 
overflow  on  her  from  whom  it  came." 

6. 

Frank !  the  just  in  effort 
oward  peace  secure; 

B^lynT^ia,  that  fine  old  ballad, "  The  Spanish 
I  which  Poem  the  form  of  stanza,  as  suitable 


Hardships  for  the  brave  encountered, 
Even  the  feeblest  may  endure: 
If  Almighty  Grace  through  me  thy  chams  unbind. 
My  Father  fer  slave's  work  may  seek  a  slave  in 
mind." 

7. 

**  Princess,  at  this  bnrst  of  goodness,  ^ 

My  long-frozen  heart  grows  warm !" 
**  Yet  you  make  all  courage  fruitless, 
Me  to  save  from  chance  of  harm ; 
Leading  such  Companion  I  that  gilded  Dome, 
Yon  Minarets,  would  gladly  leave  for  his  worst  home.* 

a 

*'  Feeling  tunes  your  voice,  fiiir  Princess ! 

And  your  brow  is  free  from  scorn. 
Else  these  words  would  come  like  mockery. 
Sharper  than  the  pointed  thorn." 
**  Whence  the  undeserved  mistrust  1  Too  wide  apart 
Our  faith  hath  been,  —  O  would  that  eyes  could  see 
the  heart !" 

9. 

**  Tempt  me  not,  I  pray ;  my  doom  is 
These  base  implements  to  wield ; 
Rusty  Lance,  I  ne*er  shall  grasp  thee, 
Ne*er  assoil  my  cobwebb*d  shield ! 
Never  see  my  native  land,  nor  castle  towers, 
Nor  Her  who  thinking  of  me  there  counts  widowed 
hours." 

10. 

"  Prisoner !  pardon  youthful  ftincies ; 
Wedded  1  If  you  can^  say  no !  — 
Blessed  is  and  be  your  Consort ; 
Hopes  I  cherished  —  let  them  go ! 
Handmaid's  privilege  would  leave  my  purpose  free, 
Without  another  link  to  my  felicity.' 


IL 


»» 


"Wedded  love  with  loyal  Christians, 

Lady,  is  a  mystery  rare ; 
Body,  heart,  and  soul  in  union. 
Make  one  being  of  a  pair." 
"  Humble  love  in  me  would  look  for  no  return, 
Sofl  as  a  guiding  star  that  cheers,  but  cannot  bum. 


12. 

**  Gracious  Allah !  by  such  title 
Do  I  dare  to  thank  the  God, 
Him  who  thus  exalts  thy  spirit. 
Flower  of  an  unchristian  sod ! 
Or  hast  thou  put  off"  wings  which  thou  in  heaven  dost 

wearl 
What  have  I  seen,  and  heard,  or  dreamt  1  where  Bin 
II  where r 
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30. 

Ihe  duigeroui  converse : 

"  Make  it  known  that  my  Comi 

□ed  worda  might  tell 

Is  of  rofal  Eutem  blood, 

scaped  togethM. 
nting,  nor  a  knell 

Thirsting  after  all  periectkn. 

irl  while  through  he»  Palhet'a  door. 

V  world,  Bbe  paased  for  evermore. 

WUl  Holy  Church  disperse  by  beam 

14. 

21. 

Iiigber,  holier. 

Swiftly  went  that  gtay-haired  1 

Lcps;  ahe  shrunk  fVom  trust 

Soon  returned  a  trusty  Pag( 

■eed  that  trunpled 

thright  into  dust. 

Thanks  and  praises,  each  a 

r  then,  the  blame  be  none, 

For  a  sunny  thought  to  cheer  the  8 

d,  hath  put  such  boldoesa  on. 

Her  virtuous  scmptes  to  remove,  he 

15. 

22. 

gilives  with  knowledge: 

Fancy  (while,  to  banners  floa' 

romantic  days 

High  on  Stolberg's  Castle  wi 

Deafening  noise  of  welcome  w 

restrain,  or  raUe. 

Trumpets,  Drums,  and  Atah 

on  their  path,  snakes  rustle  near. 

The  devout  embraces  still,  while  sii 

ir  innird  selves  had  Ihej  to  fear. 

As  mode  a  meeting  seem  most  like 

18. 

23. 

ne'er  came  between  them. 

ntbg  desert  sands 

eteps,  or  gathering 
vith  social  hands; 

Through  a  haze  of  human  nati 

Glorified  by  heavenly  light, 

!>xkeil  the  beautiful  Deliverer 

two  reeds  that  in  the  cold  moon- 

Wliijc  serosa  her  virgin  cheek  pure 

cie  their  beads,  beside  a  crystal 

For  every  lender  sacrifice  her  hearl 
34. 

17. 

On  the  ground  the  weeping  Cc 

eck  reposing. 

Knoll,  and  kissed  the  Slranf 

nh  for  Venice  ateer; 

ey  bad  closed  their  voyage, 

Pledge  of  an  eternal  band: 

ly  on  ihp  Pier 

Nor  did  aught  of  future  days  that  k 

from  diu  East,  beheld  his  Lord, 

Which,  with  a  generous  shout,  the 

Mxi  his  knees  for  joy,  not  uttering 

25. 

Constant  to  the  Air  Armenia] 

IB. 

Gentlo  pleaeurea  round  her  i 

e  sudden  trsnaport; 

Like  a  tutelary  Spirit 

uestions  followed  ftal. 

Reverenced,  like  a  Sister.  Ic 

ng  to  a  moment, 

Christian  meekness  smoothed  for  al 

reedier  than  the  last; 

Who,  loving  meet,  should  wiselie 

unless,  Friend  •  relora  with  speed. 

strife. 

speak  by  whom  her  Lord  vnaa  freed. 

36. 

19. 

Mute  Memento  of  that  unioa 

bo  might  have  languished. 

In  a  Saxon  Church  survivec 

pined  tUl  life  wu  spent, 

e  gates  of  Stolbetg 

As  between  two  wedded  Wi 

r  would  present 

mpense,  the  precious  gncs 

And  the  nin  rank  the  PPgrimi 

eart  stiU  bold*  ^UJI^dMtt. 

.  r\ 

THE  SOMNAMBUUST. 
1. 
Lmt,  ye  wbo  pttaa  by  Ljulph's  Tower* 
At  CM ;  bow  eofUy  then 
^JkHh  Aira-force,  that  torronl  hoarw, 
1       Speak  ftom  Uie  woody  glen ! 
Ya  music  for  a  Eolomn  »ale ! 

And  holier  aeems  llie  ground 
To  him  who  calehea  on  the  gale 
The  Bpitil  of  a  mournful  tale, 
Embodied  in  the  sound. 


Not  ftr  from  that  feir  eifrht  whereon 

The  Plcamre-house  ia  reared, 
As  Story  says,  in  antique  days, 

A  Bletn-brow'd  house  appeared; 
Foil  to  a  jewel  rich  in  light 

There  set,  tnd  guarded  well ; 
Cage  for  a  bird  of  plumnge  bright. 
Sweet- «oiccd,  nor  wiahing  for  a  flight 

Beyond  her  native  dell. 


To  win  ihia  bright  bird  from  hor  cago. 

To  malte  this  gem  their  own, 
C«ne  Banms  bold,  wiih  store  of  gold, 

And  Knighu  of  high  Venown ; 
But  one  she  prized,  and  on!y  One ; 

Sir  Eglamore  was  he; 
Fall  happy  season,  when  was  known, 
Ye  Dales  and  Hills!  to  you  Blone 
Their  mutaal  loyalty  — 


Known  chiefly,  Aira!  to  thy  glen. 
Thy  brook,  and  bowers  of  holly ; 
Where  Pawion  caught  what  Nature  taught. 

That  all  but  Lo»e  is  folly ; 
WTiere  Fact  with  Fancy  stooped  to  play. 

Doubt  came  not,  nor  regret ; 
Totrooble  hours  thai  winged  their  way, 
Aa  if  through  an  immortal  day 
Whose  Bun  could  never  set. 


But  in  old  times  Lo»e  dwelt  not  long 

Seqoeater'd  with  repose; 
Best  throve  the  lire  of  chaste  desire. 

Panned  by  the  breath  of  foes. 
"A  omquering  lanee  is  beauty's  test, 

"And  proves  the  Lover  true;" 


ON  THE  AFFECTION 


80  Epake  Sir  Eglamore, 

The  drooping  Emma  to 

And  looked  a  blind  a 


„  built  by  Ihe  Uw  Dnke  of  RorWk  upon  the 

hi^VlMuiT.    Foac* -iho  word  >i«id  in th«  Lake  Di»- 


They  patted.— Well  with  him  it  ftr^ 

Through  wide-Bpread  regior  ; 

A  knight  of  proof  in  love's  bcl. 

Tiie  Uiirst  of  fame  his  WBrrai 
And  she  her  happinees  can  build 

On  womon's  quiet  hours; 
Though  feint,  compared  with  spear  and  ihield, 
The  solace  beads  and  masses  yitld, 

And  needlework  and  Bowers. 

7. 
Yet  blest  was  Emma  when  she  heard 

Her  Champion's  praise  recounted; 
Though  brain  would  swim,  and  eyes  grow  dkn 

And  liigh  her  blushes  mounted; 
Or  when  a  bold  heroic  lay 

She  warbled  from  full  heart: 
Deiightflil  blossoros  for  the  May 
Of  absence!  hut  they  will  not  slay, 

Bom  only  to  depart. 


Hope  wanes  with  her,  while  lustre  tills 

Whatever  path  be  chooses; 
As  if  his  orb.  that  owns  no  curb, 

Received  the  light  hera  loees. 
He  comes  not  back ;  an  ampler  space 

Requires  for  nobler  deeds ; 
He  ranges  on  from  place  to  place. 
Till  of  his  doings  is  no  trace 

But  what  her  fency  breeds. 


His  fame  may  spread,  but  in  the  past 

Her  spirit  finds  its  centre; 
Clear  sight  she  has  of  what  he  was, 
And  that  would  now  content  her. 
"Still  is  he  my  devoted  knight t" 

The  tear  in  answer  flows; 
Month  &lls  on  month  with  heavier  weight ; 
Day  sickens  Rwnd  her,  and  the  night 
Is  empty  of  repose. 
10. 
In  sleep  she  sometimes  walked  abroad, 

Deep  sighs  with  quick  words  blending. 
Like  that  pale  Queen  whose  hands  are  seen 

With  fencied  spots  contending ; 
But  the  is  innocent  of  blood, — 
The  moon  is  not  more  pure 
That  shines  abft,  while  through  the  wood 
She  thrids  ber  way,  the  sounding  Flood 
Her  melancholy  lure!     jq 
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UJaoUy 


11. 

It  fern-bnke  ileeps  the  doe, 
I  are  vraklng', 
glides  on  the  Msid 

rard  pathway  taking, 
r  to  the  lorrent'a  side 

this  still  night  descried  1 

Inne  place  espied ! 
lir  Eglamore ! 

12. 
I  Ghost,  so  thinks  the  Knight, 

Kg  etep  has  thimrtcd, 
Ibaughs  that  heard  their  tows, 
liose  shade  they  parted. 

e  buij  Sleeper  see  ! 
I  her  fingcra  seem, 

[)  the  holly  tree 

ould  pluck,  aa  rapidly 

ler  to  the  stream, 

1-1 

I  the  Spectre  1    ^Vhy  inUnt 
I  the  Tree, 

re,  by  which  I  awore 

d  to-morrow's  sun, 
■eft,  shall  prove 

t  has  been  run 
I  trulh,  and  lore. 


In  plunged  the  Enightt  wh 

The  rescued  Uaiden  lay 
Her  eyes  grew  lirigtit  with 

ConfuaioQ  passed  away ; 
She  heard,  ere  to  the  throiu 

Her  faithful  Spirit  flew. 
His  voice ;  beheld  bis  speal 
And,  dying,  frmi  his  own  « 

She  felt  that  be  was  tni 

17. 

So  was  he  reconciled  to  lil 

Brief  words  rnay  speak  t 
Within  the  dell  he  built  a  ci 

And  there  was  Sorrow's 
In  hermits'  weeds  repose  he 

From  vain  temptations  fr 
Beside  the  torrent  dweUing- 
By  one  deep  besrt-conttollui 

And  awed  to  pie^. 

la 

Wild  stream  of  Aira,  hold  tl 

Nor  fear  memorial  lays. 
Where  clouds  that  spread  in 

Are  edged  with  golden  i 
Dear  art  thou  io  the  light  of 

Though  mbisler  of  ■orro' 
Sweel  is  lliy  voice  at  peoaiv 
And  thou,  in  Loveia'  hmts 

Shall  take  thy  place  with 


14. 

Ipot  whereon  he  stood, 
Iwilh  stealthy  pace; 
J  nigh,  with  his  livbg  eye, 
lised  the  fiiec ; 
I  caught,  and  speeches  small, 
c  green-leaved  tree, 

o  the  torrent  fall, — 
d  bring  him  with  Ihy  call  j 
so  may  he !" 

15. 

OS  the  Knight,  nor  knew 
I  Ghost  it  were, 

r  if  the  Maid 
lelf  stood  there, 
bhat  followed  who  shall  tell  t 
Lch  snapped  the  thread 
1- shrieking  back  she  fell, 

whirled  her  down  the  dell 
Ibaming  bed. 


THE  IDIOT  BO' 

Tib  eight  o'clock, — a  clear  1 
The  Moon  is  up,  — the  Sky  i 
The  Owlet,  in  the  moonlight 
Shouts,  from  nobody  knows  w 
He  lengthens  out  his  lonely  i 
Halloo !  halloo !  a  long  halloo ! 

—  Why  bustle  thus  about  you 
What  means  this  hustle,  Bett 
Why  are  you  in  this  mighty  i 
And  why  on  horseback  have  j 
Him  whom  you  love,  your  Id 

There's  scarce  a  soul  that's  ■ 
Good  Betty,  put  him  down  aj 
His  lipa  with  joy  they  burr  at 
But,  Betty !  what  has  he  to  d 
With  stirrup,  saddle,  or  with 


.•:^      ^ 
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y'a  bent  on  her  intent; 

good  neighbour,  Sumn  Gile, 
m,  eho  who  dwells  alone, 
uid  makes  a  pileoiis  moan. 
r  very  life  would  fail, 

not  B  hmise  within  a  mile. 
Id  help  them  in  dislre^ ; 
in  lies  (Lb»l  in  pain, 
Hf  poixled  ftre  the  twain, 
:  she  sils  the;  cannot  guess. 

Ij'e  Husband 's  at  the  wood, 
ij  the  week  he  doth  abide, 
Mil  in  the  distant  Tftle; 
none  to  help  poor  Susan  Gale; 
ast  be  done !    what  will  betide  1 

y  from  the  lane  hna  fetched 
f,  that  is  mild  and  ^ood, 
he  be  in  joy  or  pnin, 
at  will  alon|T  the  lane, 
ing  figota  ftoDQ  the  wood. 

s  all  in  tiBTelling  trim, — 
Ibe  moonlight,  Betty  Foy 
ipon  the  saddle  sel 
i  was  never  heard  of  yet) 
m  efae  loves,  her  Iditit  Boy. 

nDBt  post  withont  dclar 
IS  bridge  and  through  the  dale, 
he  church,  and  o'er  the  down, 
a  Doctor  from  the  town, 
ill  die,  old  Susan  Gale. 

DO  Deed  of  boot  or  spur, 
DO  need  of  whip  or  wand ; 
ij  has  his  holly-hough, 
a  kurly-bjirly  now 
8  the  green  bough  in  his  hand. 

f  o'er  and  o'er  has  t«!d 
who  is  her  best  delight, 
I  to  follow,  what  to  shun, 
and  what  to  leave  undone, 
to  left,  and  how  to  right 

r's  roost  especial  charge, 
ihnnj!  Johnny!  mind  that  you 
ne  again,  nor  stop  at  all, — 
ae  again,  whate'er  befal, 
7,  do,  I  pray  you  do." 

id  Johnny  answer  make, 
hb  head  and  with-  his  hand, 
Iljrinok  the  bridle  too; 
!  hii  words  were  not  a  few, 
Jttf  well  codM  andanlaDd, 


And  now  that  Johnny 

Though  Betty's  in  a  ;  lij. 

She  gently  psta  iho  Pe 

On  which  her  Idiot  Bo  tide, 

And  seems  no  longer  Ui  a  umTy. 

But  when  the  Pony  moved  his  legs, 
Oh!  then  for  tiie  poor  Idiot  Boy! 
For  joy  he  cannot  hold  the  bridle, 
For  joy  his  head  and  heels  are  idle. 
He's  idle  all  for  very  joy. 

And  while  the  Pony  moves  his  legE^ 
la  Johnny's  left  hand  you  may  see 
Tlie  green  bough  motionlera  and  deodi 
The  JMoon  that  shines  above  his  head 
Is  not  more  etill  and  mute  than  he. 

His  heart  it  wits  ao  fhll  of  glee. 
That  till  fbll  iftj  yards  were  gone. 
He  quits  forgot  his  holly  whip. 
And  all  hia  skill  id  hwaetDanship. 
Oh !  happy,  happy,  happy  Idm. 

And  while  the  Mother,  tit  the  door, 
StaDds  fixed,  her  Ace  with  joy  o'erflowa^ 
Proud  of  herself,  and  ptood  of  him. 
She  aeea  him  m  hia  traveUiDg  trim,' 
How  quietly  her  Johnny  goes. 

The  silence  of  her  Idut  Boy, 
What  hope  it  sends  to  Betty'sWrtl 
He's  at  the  Guide-post — be  turns  rigb^ 
She  watches  till  he 's  out  of  sight. 
And  Betty  will  not  then  depart. 

Burr,  burr — now  Johnny's  lips  they  burr. 
As  loud  as  any  mill,  or  near  it ; 
Meek  as  a  lamb  the  Pony  moves. 
And  Johnny  makes  the  noise  ho  lores. 
And  Betty  listens,  glad  to  hear  it. 

Away  ^e  hies  to  Susan  Gale : 
Her  messenger's  in  merry  tune; 
The  Owlets  boot,  the  Owlets  corr. 
And  Johnny's  lips  they  burr,  burr,  biur. 
As  on  he  goes  beneath  the  Hoon. 

His  Steed  and  He  right  well  agree; 
For  of  this  Pony  there 's  a  nimonr. 
That,  should  he  loee  his  eyes  and  ean^ 
And  should  he  live  a  tbonsand  years. 
He  never  will  be  oat  of  hamour. 

But  then  he  Is  a  Horee  that  thinks! 
And  when  he  thinks  his  pace  is  alack ; 
Now,  thongb  he  knows  poor  Johnny  weU, 
Yet,  for  his  life,  be  cannot  tell 
What  he  hie  got  upon  his  back. 
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So  through  the  moonlight  lanes  they  go» 
/      And  hi  into  the  moonlight  dale, 

And  hy  the  church,  and  o*er  the  down, 
To  bring  a  Doctor  from  the  town, 
To  comfort  poor  old  Susan  Gale. 

And  Betty,  now  at  Susan's  side, 
Is  in  the  middle  of  her  story. 
What  comfort  soon  her  Boy  will  bring, 
With  many  a  most  diverting  thing, 
Of  Johnny's  wit,  and  Johnny's  glory. 

And  Betty,  still  at  Susan's  side. 
By  this  time  is  not  quite  so  flurried : 
Demure  with  porringer  and  plate 
She  sits,  as  if  in  Susan's  fate 
Her  life  and  soul  were  buried. 

But  Betty,  poor  good  Woman !  she, 
You  plainly  in  her  face  may  read  it. 
Could  lend  out  of  that  moment's  store 
Five  years  of  happiness  or  more 
To  any  that  might  need  it 

But  yet  I  guess  that  now  and  then 
With  Betty  all  was  not  so  well ; 
And  to  the  road  she  turns  her  ears. 
And  thence  full  many  a  sound  she  hears, 
Which  she  to  Susan  will  not  tell. 

Poor  Susan  moans,  poor  Susan  groans ; 
^'As  sure  as  there's  a  moon  in  heaven," 
Cries  Betty,  **  he  '11  be  back  again ; 
They'll  both  be  here  —  'tis  almost  ten  — 
Both  will  be  here  before  eleven." 

Poor  Susan  moans,  poor  Susan  groans ; 
The  clock  gives  warning  fbr  eleven ; 
'T  is  on  the  stroke — '^He  must  be  near," 
Quoth  Betty,  **and  will  soon  be  here. 
As  sure  as  there's  a  moon  in  heaven." 

The  clock  is  on  the  stroke  of  twelve. 

And  Johnny  is  not  yet  in  sight, 

— The  Moon's  in  heaven,  as  Betty  sees. 

But  Betty  is  not  quite  at  ease ; 

And  Susan  has  a  dreadful  night 

And  Betty,  half  an  hour  ago, 
On  Johnny  vile  reflections  ca^: 
'*  A  little  idle  sauntering  Thing !" 
With  other  names,  an  endless  string; 
But  now  that  time  is  gone  and  past 

And  Betty's  drooping  at  the  heart. 
That  happy  time  all  past  and  gone, 
''How  can  it  be  he  is  so  latel 
The  Doctor  he  has  made  him  wait, 
Suflui!  they*!!  both  bo  here  anoD." 


And  Susan's  growing  wocss  kdA  ww 
And  Betty's  in  a  sad  qtumdmy; 
And  then  there's  nobody  to  mj 
If  she  must  go,  or  die  moat  atay ! 
She's  in  a  sad  quandarf. 

The  clock  is  on  the  Btioke  of  one; 
But  neither  Doctor  nor  liis  €hiide 
Appears  along  the  moonlight  road ; 
There's  neither  horse  nor  man  abrotd. 
And  Betty's  still  at  Susan's  aide. 

And  Susan  now  begins  to  fear 
Of  sad  mischances  not  a  few. 
That  Johnny  may  perhaps  be  drowned, 
Or  lost,  perhaps,  and  never  fixmd ; 
Which  they  must  both  for  ever  me. 

She  prefaced  half  a  hint  of  this 
With,  '*  God  forbid  it  should  be  true  r 
At  the  first  word  that  Susan  said. 
Cried  Betty,  rising  from  the  bed, 
"  Susan,  I'd  gladly  stay  with  you. 

*'  I  must  be  gone,  I  must  away. 
Consider,  Johnny 's  but  half^wise ; 
Susan,  we  must  take  care  of  him. 
If  he  is  hurt  in  life  or  limb" — 
**  Oh  God  forbid !"  poor  Susan  criea 

"  What  can  I  do?"  says  Betty,  going, 
"  What  can  I  do  to  ease  your  pain  ? 
Good  Susan,  tell  me,  and  I  '11  stay ; 
I  fear  you  're  in  a  dreadful  way. 
But  I  shall  soon  be  back  again." 

"  Nay,  Betty,  go !  good  Betty,  go ! 
There's  nothing  that  can  ease  my  pain. 
Then  off  she  hies;  but  with  a  prayer 
That  God  poor  Susan's  life  would  sptn 
Till  she  comes  back  again. 

So,  through  the  moonlight  lane  she  gM 
And  far  into  the  moonlight  dale ; 
And  how  she  ran,  and  how  she  vrallrad 
And  all  that  to  herself  she  talked, 
Would  surely  be  a  tedious  tale. 

In  high  and  low,  above,  below. 
In  great  and  small,  in  round  and  aquan 
In  tree  and  tower  was  Johnny  seen. 
In  brush  and  brake,  in  black  and  green, 
'Twas  Johnny,  Johnny,  everywhere. 

The  bridge  is  past— far  in  the  dale; 
And  now  the  thought  torments  her  sore, 
Johnny  perhaps  his  horse  forsook. 
To  hunt  the  moon  wit^im^^^^V»K»k, 
And  never  will  be  be^kx^ot  nwe. 
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she  high  upon  the  down, 

raid  a  prospect  wide : 

I  neither  Johnny  nor  hia  Hone 

the  fem  or  in  the  gone; 

I  Deither  Doctor  nor  hia  Guide. 

ints '.  what  is  become  of  him  ^ 
1  he's  cUinbeii  into  an  oat, 
he  will  stay  till  he  ie  dead ; 
I J  he  lias  been  misled, 
ned  the  wandering  gip^y'tblk. 

n  that  wicked  Pony's  carried 
dark  cave,  the  goblin's  hall ; 
le  castle  be  'a  pursuing 

the  ghosts  his  own  undoing ; 

ing  with  the  waterfall." 

old  SuGsn  then  ehe  railed, 
lo  the  town  Ehe  poata  away ; 
lan  had  not  been  eo  ill, 
'.  ^loold  have  had  him  still, 
inny,  till  my  dying  duy." 

atj,  m  tliM  «d  diMenper, 
Mbt*!  idf  eaoU  budly  spare ; 
Btf  tUnp  riw  talked,  and  wild; 
e,  of  cattle  Ow  mat  miU. . 
■7  hid  liie  riiare. 

ar4w*e  got  into  the  town, 
(be  Doctor's  door  she  hies; 
!«Dce  all  on  every  side ; 
im  so  long,  the  town  bo  wide, 
It  as  the  ekiea. 

m  she's  at  the  Doctor's  door, 
"a  the  knocker,  rap,  rap,  rap; 
Ktor  at  the  casement  shows 
nmering  eyes  that  peep  and  doxe ! 
e  hand  rubs  his  old  night-cap. 

octor  !  Doctor!  where 'e  my  Johnny!' 
ere,  what  is't  you  want  with  mel" 
r!  you  know  I'm  Betty  Foy, 
iBve  loet  my  poor  dear  Boy, 
Dw  him — him  you  often  see ;" 

Mt  80  wise  aa  some  folks  be." 
evil  take  his  wisdom !"  said 
ctor,  looking  somewhat  grim, 
,  Woman  !  should  I  know  of  him  T" 
umbling,  he  went  hack  to  bed. 

ill  I  die;  here  will  I  die; 
ht  to  Eml  my  lest  one  here, 
ia  neither  br  nor  near, 
Iwt  a  wictcbed  Mother  I  J" 


She  atope,  aho  elAnde,  t      looks  tlMm{   , 
Which  way  In  lum  slu  toll. 

Poor  Betty  !  it  would  ki,m  u^r  pain 
If  she  had  heart  to  knock  again ; 
—  The  clock  slrikcB  three  —  a  dismal  kn 

Then  up  along  the  town  elie  bica. 

No  wonder  if  her  senses  fiiil, 

This  piteous  news  so  much  it  shocked  lier. 

She  quite  forgot  to  send  the  Doctor, 

To  comfort  poor  old  Susan  Gale. 

And  now  she  *b  high  upon  the  down. 
And  she  can  see  a  mile  of  read : 
"Oh  cruel!  I'm  almost  threescore; 
Such  night  as  this  wils  ne'er  before. 
There's  not  a  single  soul  abroad." 

She  liateoB,  but  abe  cannot  bear 
The  fixit  cf  bone,  the  voice  of  man ;  ' 
He  Btreama  with  aofteat  aotind  are  flowitv- 
The  grBM  yen  alnraat  bear  it  growing, 
Yoa  hear  it  now,  if  e'er  yon  can. 

The  Owleta  throegii  the  long  blue  night 
Are  dMMtbg  to  eadi  other  still : 
FiRid  lovers!  yet  not  quite  bob  nob. 
They  lengthen  out  the  tremulous  sob, 
That  echoee  ftr  ftctn  bill  to  hiU. 

Poor  Betty  now  baa  lost  all  hope. 
Her  thoughts  are  bent  on  deadly  sin, 
A  green-grown  pond  she  just  has  past. 
And  from  the  brink  she  hurries  &st. 
Lest  she  should  drown  herself  therein. 

And  now  she  sits  her  down  and  weeps : 
Such  tears  ehe  never  shed  before ; 
"  Oh  dear,  dear  Pony !  my  sweet  joy ! 
Oh  carry  back  my  Idiot  Boy ! 
And  we  will  ne'er  o'ei'oad  thee  more." 

A  thought  ia  corae  into  her  head  : 
"  The  Pony  be  is  mild  and  good. 
And  we  have  always  used  him  well : 
Perhaps  he's  gone  along  the  dell. 
And  carried  Johnny  to  the  wood." 

Then  up  she  springs  ae  if  on  wings ; 
She  thinks  no  more  of  deadly  sin ; 
If  Betty  fifty  ponds  should  see. 
The  last  of  all  her  thoughts  would  be 
To  drown  herself  therein. 

0  Reader !  now  that  I  might  tell 
What  Johnny  and  his  Horse  are  doing! 
What  they've  been  doing  all  this  tima, 
0  conld  I  put  it  into  rhyme, 
A  most  delightful  tale  pursuing! 
10* 
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Perhaps,  and  no  unlikely  thought ! 
He  with  his  Pony  now  doth  roam 
The  cliffii  and  peaks  so  high  that  are. 
To  lay  his  hands  upon  a  star, 
And  in  his  pocket  bring  it  home. 

Perhaps  he*s  turned  himself  about, 
His  face  unto  his  horse's  tail, 
And,  still  and  mute,  in  wonder  lost, 
All  like  a  silent  Horseman-Ghost, 
He  travels  on  along  the  vale. 

And  now,  perhaps,  is  huntmg  sheep, 
A  fierce  and  dreadfiil  hunter  he ; 
Yon  valley,  now  so  trim  and  green, 
In  five  months'  time,  should  he  be  seen, 
A  desert  wilderness  will  be ! 

Perhaps,  with  head  and  heels  on  fire. 
And  like  the  very  soul  of  evil, 
lie's  galloping  away,  away, 
And  so  will  gallop  on  for  aye. 
The  bane  of  all  that  dread  the  devil ! 

I  to  the  Muses  have  been  bound 

These  fourteen  years,  by  strong  indentures: 

O  gentle  Muses !  let  me  tell 

But  half  of  what  to  bun  befel ; 

He  surely  met  with  strange  adventures. 

O  gentle  Muses!  is  this  kind? 
Why  will  ye  thus  my  suit  repel  1 
Why  of  your  fiirther  aid  bereave  me  1 
And  can  ye  thus  unfiriended  leave  me; 
Ye  liluses !  whom  I  love  so  well  1 

Who's  yon,  that,  near  the  water&ll, 
Which  thunders  down  with  headlong  force. 
Beneath  the  Moon,  yet  shining  fiiir. 
As  careless  as  if  nothing  were, 
Sits  upright  on  a  feeding  Horse  1 

Unto  his  Horse,  there  feeding  free, 
He  seems,  I  think,  the  rein  to  give ; 
Of  Moon  or  Stars  he  takes  no  heed ; 
Of  such  we  in  romances  read : 
— 'T  is  Johnny !  Johnny !  as  I  live. 

And  that's  the  very  Pony,  too! 
Where  is  she,  where  is  Betty  Foy  ? 
She  hardly  can  sustain  her  fears; 
The  roaring  waterfall  she  hears. 
And  cannot  find  her  Idiot  Boy. 

Vour  Pony's  worth  his  weight  in  gold: 
Then  calm  your  terrors,  Betty  Foy ! 
She's  coming  from  among  the  trees. 
And  now  all  fiill  in  view  she  sees 
Him  whom  Uie  loves,  her  Idk>t  Boy. 


And  Betty  sees  the  Faaj  too: 

Why  stand  you  thus,  good  Bet^  Foy 

It  is  no  goblin,  'tis  no  ghost, 

'Tis  he  whom  you  so  \<mg  have  lost. 

He  whom  you  love,  your  Idiot  Boy. 

She  looks  again — her  arms  are  '«p— 
She  screams — she  cannot  more  far  jc 
She  darts,  as  with  a  torrent's  force. 
She  almost  has  o'ertumed  the  Hone, 
And  fast  she  holds  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  Johnny  burrs,  and  laughs  aloud ; 
Whether  in  cunning  or  in  joy 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  while  he  laughs, 
Betty  a  drunken  pleasure  quaflb 
To  hear  again  her  Idiot  Boy. 

And  now  she's  at  the  Pony's  tail 
And  now  is  at  the  Pony's  head, — 
On  that  side  now,  and  now  on  this } 
And,  almost  stifled  with  her  bliss, 
A  few  sad  tears  does  Betty  shed 

She  kisses  o'er  and  o'er  again 
Him  whom  she  loves,  her  Idiot  Boy; 
She's  happy  here,  is  happy  there, 
She  is  uneasy  everywhere ; 
Her  limbs  are  all  alive  with  joy. 

She  pats  the  Pony,  where  or  when 
She  knows  not,  happy  Betty  Fojl 
The  little  Pony  glad  may  be, 
But  he  is  milder  fiir  than  she. 
You  hardly  can  perceive  his  joy. 

"  Oh  !  Johnny  never  mind  the  Doctor; 
You  've  done  your  best,  and  that  is  all." 
She  took  the  reins,  when  this  was  stid, 
And  gently  turned  the  Pony's  head 
From  the  loud  waterfall. 

By  this  the  stars  were  almost  gone. 
The  moon  was  setting  on  the  hill. 
So  pale  you  scarcely  looked  at  her : 
The  little  birds  began  to  stir, 
Though  yet  their  tongues  were  still. 

The  Pony,  Betty,  and  her  Boy, 
Wind  slowly  through  the  woody  dale ; 
And  who  is  she,  betimes  afaroad, 
That  hobbles  up  the  steep  rough  road  1 
Who  is  it,  but  old  Susan  Oale  ? 

I^ng  time  lay  Susan  lost  in  thought, 
And  many  dreadful  fears  beset  her. 
Both  for  her  Messenger  and  Nurse ; 
And,  as  her  mind  grew  worse  and  won 
Her  body  —  it  grew  better. 
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8h(  toiiKd,  ehe  IosomI  herenlr  in  bed. 
On  ill  aides  doubts  and  terrors  met  her ; 
Pnint  iftPT  point  did  ihe  disciree ; 
Ami,  irhlle  her  miad  was  lighling  thus, 
llf r  bodj  rtill  grew  better. 

"  Ali^ :  what  is  become  of  them  I 

TheK  feare  can  never  be^  endured, 

I'll  In  the  woixl." — Tbe  word  scarcj  said, 

Dili  S<iata  rise  up  from  her  bed. 

As  iTb^niB^ic  cured. 

Awi;  etie  posts  up  hill  and  down. 

Ami  In  Ibe  Vf ood  at  leo^  ]»  come ; 

She  i[nes  her  Friends,  she  ehuuts  a  greeting ; 

Oh  ml  it  i«  a  merry  meeting 

Ab  cm  was  in  ChrisIeDdom. 

Tbe  Ovli  have  hordij  sun?  ilieir  lost, 
While  our  four  Travellers  homeward  weud ; 
Tie  Onis  have  hooted  all  nig-bt  lung, 
AdJ  wiih  the  Owls  began  my  Bong, 
And  with  the  Owla  mu^  end. 

For  while  they  all  were  traTcUing  home, 
Cried  Brtty,  "Tell  tia,  Jobnny,  do, 
"here  tU  ihia  long  night  you  have  been, 
IVhil  joa  have  heard,  what  you  have  seen. 
And,  Johnny,  mind  you  tell  ua  true." 

Nw  jDhmiy  all  night  long  had  beard 
Thf  0«lfl  in  tuneful  concert  strive  ; 
Sii  duubi  too  iie  the  Moon  liart  eperi ; 
FiTio  the  moonlight  he  had  been 
FiM  eight  o'clock  till  five. 

And  thus,  to  Betty's  (luestion,  he 

•We  UBwer,  lihe  a  Traveller  bold, 

(Ha  ray  words  I  give  to  you,) 

'Tie  Cocks  did  crow  to-whoo,  to-whoo. 

And  the  Fun  did  shine  bo  cold." 

—  Thut  answered  Johnny  in  his  glory, 

^  that  was  all  his  lTQ.ve!'B  story. 


fran  the  public  way  you  turn  your  steps 
'  the  tamulluoiis  hrocik  of  Green-head  Ghyll, 
«  win  suppose  that  with  an  upright  path 
ar  fetl  must  atnijrglc ;  in  such  bold  aivenl 
» pastoral  Mountains  front  you,  face  to  fece. 
iCoarage!  for  around  that  boisterous  Brook 
!  moantains  have  all  opened  out  ttieuiselvCF, 
I  made  a  hiddun  valley  of  tlieir  on-n. 
h&bitation  can  be  seen;  but  they 

raej'  thither  find  themsch'cs  aloue 


Willi  a  few  aheep,  with  n 

That  overhead  are  sailing 

It  is  in  truth  an  utter  solil     i; 

Nor  should  I  have  made  ii      tion  or 

But  for  one  object  which  you  might 

Might  we  and  notice  not     Beside  the  I 

Appears  a  straggling  lieep  of  unhewn  stones! 

And  to  that  pluce  a  story  appertains, 

Wliicb,  though  it  bo  ungomislied  witli  e 

la  not  unfit,  I  deem,  for  the  fireside. 
Or  for  the  summer  shade.     It  was  the  first 
Of  those  domestic  tales  that  spoke  to  me 
Of  Shepherds,  dwellers  in  the  vaJleys,  mer 
Whom  I  already  loved; — not  verily 
For  their  own  sakes,  but  fiit  the  fields  an 
Where  was  their  occupation  and  abode. 
And  hence  this  Tale,  while  I  was  yel  a  Boy 
Careless  of  books,  yel  having  felt  the  power 
Of  Nature,  by  the  gentle  agency 
Of  natural  objects  led  me  on  to  feel 
Tor  passions  that  were  not  my  own,  and  th 
(At  random  and  imperfectly  indeed) 
On  man,  the  heart  of  man,  and  human  lif«. 
Therefore,  although  it  be  a  history 
Homely  and  rode,  I  will  relate  the  same 
For  the  delight  of  a  few  natural  hearts; 
And,  with  yet  fiinder  feeling,  for  the  sake 
Of  youthful  Poets,  who  among  these  Hills 
Will  be  my  second  self  whm  I  am  gone. 

ITpon  the  Forest-aide  in  Grasmere  Vols    ., 
There  dwelt  a  Shepherd,  Michael  was  his  name, 
An  old  man,  stout  of  heart,  and  strong  of  limbi 
His  tiodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strengUi :  his  mind  was  keen, 
Intense,  and  frugal,  apt  for  ail  affiiirs. 
And  in  his  Shepherd's  calling  he  was  prompt 
And  watchful  more  than  ordinary  men.  _ 
Hence  had  he  learned  the  meaning  of  all  winds, 
Of  blasts  of  every  Cone;  and,  oftentimes. 
When  others  heeded  not,  he  heard  the  South 
niake  subterraneous  music,  like  the  noise 
Of  Bugpipers  on  distant  Highland  hills. 
The  Shepherd,  at  such  warning,  of  his  flock 
Belhougllt  him,  and  he  to  himself  would  say, 
T)ie  winds  are  now  devising  work  for  me !" 
And,  truly,  at  all  times,  the  siorm  —  that  drives 
The  Traveller  toe  shelter  —  summoned  him 
Up  to  tlie  mountains :  he  had  heon  alone 
Amid  the  heart  of  many  thousand  mistii, 
Thsl  came  to  him  and  led  him  on  the  heights. 
So  lived  he  till  his  eightieth  year  was  past 
And  grossly  tliat  man  errs,  who  should  supposa 
That  ttie  green  Valleys,  and  the  Streams  and  Rocks, 
Were  things  indifferent  to  the  Shepherd's  tlioughts. 
Fields,  where  with  cheerful  !;pirits  he  had  breathed 
The  common  air ;  the  hills,  which  he  so  oft 
Had  climbed  with  vigorous  stepe ;  which  bod  impnMBd 
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And  now,  when  Lcmm  had  Rutied  b 

I'hcw  by  the  Wgtit  of  thi*  <dd  l^mf 

Father  and  Son,  while  late  into  Ibe 

The  IIouBCwifc  plied  her  own  pecul 

Makin;r  the  coEUge  through  the  sil 

Ic  pun.  Murmur  u  with  the  sound  of  ntmi 

what  coukl  they  ten!  had    Ttiifl  Li^lit  was  l^rooui  id  Jt«  neighl 

AtKl  was  a  public  Symbol  of  the  li 

IS.  nere  To  him  That  thrilly  Pair  had  liTcd.     For,  m 

ind  toTi?,  Tlicir  Cuttanc  on  ft  plot  trf'  rising'  | 

Stood  cinj^lp,  with  lar^  propped,  K 

I  High  into  Eoaedale,  up  to  Dummail 

And  westward  to  the  village  neu  tl 

'  And  from  this  constant  ligbt,  to  n 

'  And  BO  far  scon,  the  House  itself,  b 

,  Who  dwelt  within  the  limits  of  Ihi 

I  Bolli  old  and  jonnv,  was  named  Tn 

I  Thus  living  on  through  such  a  lei 
■  The  Shepherd,  if  he  loved  himself, 
'  Hove  loved  hix  Helpmate;  but  to  U 
'  This  Sun  of  hi»  old  age  was  yet  mo 
'  Lcw<  fnin  instinctive  tenderness,  thi 

Blind  Spirit,  which  is  in  t)ie  blood  o 
,  Thnn  that  a  child,  more  tlian  all  oth 
.  UriniiH  hupc  will)  it,  end  fortrard-loo 
'  And  flirringn  of  inquietude,  when  tl 
;  By  tendency  of  nature  needs  must 
I  Exceeding  was  tlie  love  he  bare  t 

His  Heart  and  his  Heart's  joy !  For 
I  Old  Michuel,  while  he  was  a  babe  i 
I  Hail  done  him  female  service,  not  i 
I  For  pastime  and  delight,  as  is  the 
:  Uf  Fiitlier^,  but  witli  patient  mind 

To  arts  of  tenderness;  and  he  had 

His  cradle  with  a  woman's  gentle 

w'hen  their  meal  '.  '^'"^'  '"  '  '"'^  ''"«'•  ^«  J"^  ">«  ^- 
Had  put  on  boy's  attire,  did  Michi 
Albeit  of  a  stem  unbending  mind. 
To  have  the  Young-one  in  his  sight, 
Had  work  by  his  own  door,  or  when 
With  sheep  beibre  him  on  his  Shepli 
Bencatli  tlint  large  old  Oak,  which  i 
Stood,  - —  nnd,  from  its  enormous  brei 
(?hosen  for  the  Shearer's  covert  fron 
Thence  in  our  rustic  dialect  was  i 
The  CupriNo  Tree*,  a  name  which 
Tliere,  while  they  two  were  sitting 
With  others  round  them,  eaniest  all 
Would  Micliael  exercise  his  heart  w 
Of  fond  cnrreclion  and  reproof  besto 
Upon  the  Child,  if  he  disturbed  the 
By  catching  at  their  legs,  or  with 
Scared  thf'm,  while  thej  lay  i:till  be 

And  when  by  Heaven's  good  graci 
A  healthy  Lad,  and  carried  in  his  ch 


■r^" 
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■u  thtt  were  fi?e  yean  old, 
firaa  a  winter  coppice  cut 
haad  a  otpUng,  which  he  hooped 
king  it  throughout  in  all 

a  perfect  Shepherd's  Sta^ 

tlie  Boy ;  wherewith  equipt 
unan  oftentimes  was  placed 
•  to  stem  at  turn  the  flock ; 
ce  prematurely  called, 
e  Urchin,  as  you  will  divine, 
ween  a  hinderance  and  a  help ; 
luse  not  always,  I  believe, 
I  his  Father  hire  of  praise ; 
t  was  left  undone  which  staif,  or  voice, 
reatening  gestures,  could  porform. 

Luke,  full  ten  years  old,  could  stand 
xintain  blasts;  and  to  the  heights, 
il,  nor  length  of  weary  ways, 
ather  daily  went,  and  they 
nnions,  why  should  I  relate 
rbich  the  Shepherd  loved  before 
sow  1  that  from  the  Boy  there  came 
emanations — thint^  which  were 
vn  and  Music  to  the  wind; 
>Id  Man*8  heart  seemed  bom  again  ? 

Father's  sight  the  Boy  crrew  up: 

n  he  had  reached  his  eighteenth  year, 

omlbrt  and  his  daily  hope. 

tf  sort  the  simple  Household  lived 
lav,  to  Miohaers  ear  there  came 
inirfl.     I>onjr  before  the  time 
eak,  the  Shopherd  had  been  bound 
hi«  Brother's  Son,  a  mnn 
ous  life,  and  ample  mejins, — 
1  miisfortune?  Fuddenly 
m  him,  —  and  old  Mirhnel  n<»w 
*d  to  disrharjro  the  forfeiture, 
•nallv.  but  little  Irs** 
substancp.     This  tmlooked-for  claim, 
earinir*  fur  a  moment  t«>ok 
t  of  his  life  than  he  PupiKised 
nian  ever  co«ild  have  !i)«t. 
had  jrathere<l  so  much  strenp"th 
Wk  his  Injuble  in  the  face, 
t  his  «)le  refute  was  to  sell 
us  patrimonial  fields, 
firrt  resolve;  he  thought  airain, 
.  failed  him.     **  Isal>el,"  siid  he, 
^  »fter  he  had  heard  the  news, 
J  \i)\\\n<i  more  than  seventy  years, 
1*n  mnshinc  of  God's  love 
I  lited ;  ypt  if  these  fields  of  ours 
'  mto  t  Stninirer's  hand,  I  tliink 
W  not  lie  quipt  in  my  grave. 
*W  lot;  the  sun  himself 


lias  scarcely  been  more  diligent  than  I; 

And  I  have  lived  to  be  a  fool  at  last  | 

To  my  own  family.    An  evil  Man 

That  was,  and  made  an  evil  choice,  if  he 

Were  false  to  us ;  and  if  he  were  not  fiilse. 

There  are  ten  thousand  to  whom  loss  like  this 

Had  been  no  sorrow.    I  forgive  him  —  but 

'T  were  better  to  be  dumb  than  to  talk  thus. 

When  I  began,  my  purpose  was  to  speak 

Of  remedies,  and  of  a  cheerful  hope. 

Our  Luke  shall  leave  us,  Isabel ;  the  land 

Shall  not  go  from  us,  and  it  shall  be  free ; 

He  shall  possess  it,  free  as  is  the  wind 

That  passes  over  it.     We  have,  thou  know'st, 

Another  Kinsman  —  he  will  be  our  friend 

In  this  distress.     He  is  a  prosperous  man, 

Thriving  in  trade  —  and  Luke  to  him  shall  go, 

And  with  his  Kinsman's  help  and  his  own  thrift 

He  quickly  will  repair  tliis  loss,  and  then 

May  come  again  to  us.     If  here  he  stay, 

What  can  be  done  1    Where  every  one  is  poor, 

What  can  be  gained  ?"    At  this  the  Old  Man  paused, 

And  Isal)el  sat  silent,  for  her  mind 

Was  busy,  looking  back  into  past  times. 

There 's  Richard  Batcman,  thought  she  to  herself^ 

He  was  a  Parish-boy  —  at  the  Church-door 

They  made  a  gathering  for  him,  shillings,  ponce. 

And  halfpennies,  wherewith  the  neighbours  bought 

A  Basket,  which  they  filled  with  Pedlar's  wares; 

And,  with  this  Basket  on  his  arm,  the  Ijsd 

Went  up  to  Ix)ndon,  found  a  Master  there. 

Who,  out  of  many,  chose  the  trusty  Boy 

To  go  and  overlook  his  merchandise 

Beyond  the  seas ;  where  he  grew  wondrwis  rich. 

And  left;  estiito.s  and  moneys  to  the  poor. 

And,  at  his  birth-blace,  built  a  Chapel  floored 

With  Marble,  which  he  sent  from  foroijrn  lands. 

These  t'houjrlits,  an<l  many  others  of  like  sort. 

Passed  quickly  throiijrh  tlie  mind  of  Isabel, 

And  her  face  briirhtened.     The  Old  Man  was  glad, 

And  thus  resumed  : — "Well,  IsaW.  this  scheme, 

These  two  days,  has  l)een  meat  and  drink  to  me. 

Far  more  than  we  have  hist  is  left  us  yet. 

—  We  have  enouirI»  —  I  wish  indeed  that  I 
Were  yoimsrer,  —  but  this  hope  is  a  good  hope. 

—  Make  ready  Luke's  best  garments,  of  the  best 
Buy  for  him  more,  and  let  us  send  him  forth 
To-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  or  to-night: 

—  If  he  could  go,  the  Boy  should  go  to-night," 
ir»Te  Michael  ceased,  and  to  the  fields  went  forth 
With  a  liirht  heart     The  Housewife  for  five  dajrs 
Was  rostless  mom  and  night,  and  all  day  long 
WrouL'ht  on  with  her  best  fingers  to  prepare 
Thincrs  needful  for  the  journey  of  her  son. 

Bur  ls:ib4^1  was  glad  when  Sunday  came 
To  stop  her  in  her  work :  for,  when  she  lay 
By  Michael's  side,  she  through  the  two  last  nights 
Heard  him,  how  he  was  troubled  in  his  sleep' 
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Iirn;:  phc  could  «ce 
That  dny  at  noon 
o  by  tbenjBelvcs 
[  niusl  not  go : 
It  [hce  to  )o9C, 
It  po  awny, 

H  jocund  voice; 
laid  lier  fears, 
lening  lior  besl  fiire 
I  tojethpr  snt 
IChrietmas  Arc. 

inieel  licr  Kitrk ; 
lu/e  npppnred 
■;  ntk-n?lir 

Duld  <lo 
Jof  the  Dny : 
■dH,  Mint  i;>rthn-llh 
|Tcn  taut'?  or  more 

jniir!<  round ; 

W'h'-n  Isibcl 
I  the  Old  .'\1iin  raid, 

'    To  this  word 

ulkiii<r  much  of  things 

I  shmilil  go, 

«l  h-nellL 

Lit  of  Grpcn-hcod  Ghylt, 
lei  hill  dcsi lined 
I  lM>rore  he  hoard 

lad  irnthrred  up 
T  llic  Strcmnlet'H  edge 
f  fiir  !lic  work. 

vnrd  he  walkci) ; 
Bed  tho  plaro  he  stopped, 
^ci  to  hirn :  —  "  My  Son, 
:  with  full  heart 
It  the  same 
c  Iby  birth, 
Iny  daily  joy, 
■tile  part 
U  do  thcerrond 
n  if  I  should  Bpeak 
—  After  thou 
I  — (ta  oft  befalls 
li  didirt  sleep  away 

n  thy  Pttlhcr's  tong^uo 
I  by  day  poEscd  on, 
linft  love, 
n*  sounds 
own  fire-Bide 
\ds,  a  nattirnl  tunc; 


When  thoi),  ■  feeding  babe,  didst  in  thy  joj 
Sing  at  ihy  Mother's  breast     Uonth  followed  Buxa^ 
And  in  the  open  fields  my  life  nis  passed 
And  on  Uie  niountains;  else  I  think  tbmt  tboa 
lladst  been  brought  up  upon  thy  i^tther's  kneea 
But  we  were  playmates,  Luke :  ■moDg'  tbeie  bill^ 
As  well  thou  knowest,  in  us  the  old  and  young 
Have  played  leather,  nor  with  me  didit  thou 
lick  any  pleasure  which  a  hoy  can  know." 
Luke  had  a  manly  heart ;  but  at  these  wuds 
He  sobbed  aloud.    The  Old  Man  frasped  bit  hmi 
And  Btid,  "Nay,  do  not  take  it  so — I  see 
That  these  are  things  of  which  I  need  not  speak. 

—  Even  to  the  utmoxt  I  have  been  to  thee 
A  kind  and  a  good  Father:  and  herein 

I  but  repay  a  gift  which  1  myself 

Received  at  others'  hands ;  for,  though  now  old 

Beyond  tlie  common  life  of  man,  I  still 

Remember  them  who  loved  me  in  my  youth. 

Bith  of  tlicm  sleep  together:  here  they  lived, 

As  all  their  Forefathers  had  done;  and  when 

At  length  their  lime  was  come,  Ibey  were  notliXlt 

To  give  their  bodies  to  the  family  moald. 

I  wished  thai  thou  shotildr^i  live  the  life  they  lived. 

But,  *l  is  a  long  time  to  look  back,  my  Son, 

And  sec  so  little  gain  from  threescore  yettia. 

These  fields  were  biirthencd  when  they  came  lo  1H 

Til!  I  was  forty  years  of  age,  not  more 

Than  half  of  my  itiheritnnce  waa  mine. 

t  toiled  and  toiled ;  God  blessed  me  in  mj  work. 

And  till  these  three  weeks  past  the  land  was  fte& 

—  It  looks  as  if  it  never  could  endure 
Another  Muster.     Heaven  forgivo  me.  Lake. 
If  I  judge  ill  for  thee,  but  it  aeeois  good 

That  thou  shoiildst  ga"  At  this  the  Old  Man  jmomI 

ThL'n,  pointing  to  the  Stuneii  near  which  thej  (tooi 

Tims,  alter  a  ehort  silence,  he  resumed : 

"This  was  a  work  for  ua;  and  now,  my  Son, 

It  ia  a  work  for  me.     But,  lay  cme  Stone  — 

Here,  lay  it  for  me,  Luke,  with  thine  own  hands. 

Kay,  Boy,  be  of  good  hope ;  —  we  both  may  livo 

To  see  a  better  day.     At  eighty-four 

I  Btill  am  strong  and  hale;  —  do  thou  thy  part: 

I  will  do  mine.  —  I  will  begin  again 

With  many  tasks  that  were  resigned  to  thee: 

Up  to  the  heights,  and  b  among  the  storms^ 

Will  I  without  thee  go  again,  and  do 

All  works  which  I  was  wont  lo  do  olonc. 

Before  I  knew  thy  face.  —  Heaven  ble«  thee,  Bt^! 

Thy  heart  these  two  weeks  has  been  beating  ftit 

With  many  hopes  —  It  should  be  so  —  Yes — joa— 

I  knew  that  thou  couldst  never  have  a  wish 

To  leave  me,  Luke:  thou  haat  been  bound  to  me 

Only  by  links  of  love :  when  thou  art  gone. 

What  will  be  left  to  us !  —  Bui,  I  forget 

My  purposes.    I«y  now  the  corner-stone. 

As  I  requested ;  and  hereafter,  Luke, 
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ftviyt  Aoold  6vil  wuk 

;;  bidier  tmn  thy  thoDghti^ 
iQitramtknthee:  amid  all  ftir 
■pUtioa,  Ukct  I  pnj  that  fSbaa 
m  flUBd  the  life  thy  Fkthen  lived, 
f  iflDoccBLdid  ftr  that  caoae 
I  ia  good  deeda.    Now,  &re  thee  well — 
retmnert,  thoa  in  thia  place  wilt  aee 
kkia  not  here:  a  covenant 
leiweeu  w— Bat,  whatever  &te 
.  I  ahall  love  thee  to  the  laat, 
qr  meoMiy  with  oe  to  the  giave.** 

phefd  ended  heie;  and  Lake  atooped  down, 
FWther  had  leqoeatedt  laid 
ow  of  the  Sheep-lbld.    At  the  ngfat, 
ka*e  grief  broke  fiom  him ;  to  hia  heart 
hia  SoOt  he  kiand  him  and  wept; 
hooae  together  they  retamed. 
vee  that  hooae  in  peace,  ox  aeeming  peace, 
{hi  ftD :«•  with  morrow'a  dawn  the  Boy 
oBMy,  and  when  he  had  reached 
Way,  he  pot  on  a  bold  &ce ; 
Neigfabonf%  aa  he  paand  their  doon, 
with  WMhea  and  with  &rewell  prayeri, 
ed  him  tHI  he  waa  oat  of  aigfat 

aporLdid  ftom  their  Kinman  come 

id  hk  well-doing:  and  the  Boy 

Bg  letten^  loll  of  woodrooa  news, 

the  Hooaewife  phrased  it,  were  throaghoat 

ieat  letters  that  were  ever  seen.** 

ta  read  them  with  rejoicing  hearts. 

lonths  passed  on :  and  once  again 

evd  went  about  his  daily  work 

lent  and  cheerful  thoughts ;  and  now 

when  he  could  find  a  leisure  hour 

valley  took  hia  way,  and  there 

t  the  Sheep-fold.    Meantime  Luke  began 

I  m  hia  doty;  and,  at  length, 

iissdote  city  gave  himself 

uses:  ignominy  and  shame 

D,  so  that  he  was  driven  at  last 

hiding-place  beyond  the  seas. 

I  i  comibrt  in  the  strength  of  Love ; 
ike  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 
cnet  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart: 
iTcned  with  mwe  than  one  who  well 
V  the  Old  Man,  and  what  he  was 
erbe bid  heard  this  heavy  news. 
ij  fiune  bsd  been  from  youth  to  age 
Mml  strength.    Among  the  rocks 
I,  ad  Kill  looked  op  towards  the  sun, 
teaedtothewind;  and,  aa  before, 
Md  in  Unds  of  laboor  for  his  Sheep» 
r  tb  knl  hia  ndl  inheritance. 


And  to  that  hoUow  Dell  ftm  tune  to  time 
Did  he  repahv  to  boild  the  Fold  of  which 
Hia  flock  had  need.    *T]8Dotfiiigottenyet 
The  pity  which  waa  then  in  every  heart 
For  the  Old  Man— and  *tis  believed  by  all 
That  many  and  many  a  day  he  thither  wentv 
And  never  lifted  op  a  aingle  atone. 

There,  by  the  Sheep-fold,  ■onetunea  waa  he  seen 
Sitting  alone,  with  that  hia  fidthfbl  Dog, 
Then  old,  beside  him,  lying  at  hia  feet 
The  length  of  foil  aeven  yean^  fiom  time  to  time, 
He  at  the  boilding  of  thia  sheep-fold  wrought, 
And  left  the  W(»rk  onfiniahed  when  he  died. 
Three  years,  (xt  little  more,  did  ImiM 
Sorvive  her  Husband :  at  her  death  the  estate 
Waa  sold,  and  went  into  a  Stranger'a  hand. 
The  Cottage  which  waa  named  the  Evnaiw  Sris 
Is  gone— the  plooghdiare  has  been  throogh  the  ground 
On  which  it  stood ;  great  changea  have  been  wrought 
In  all  the  nei^^boorhood : — yet  the  Oak  ia  left 
That  grew  beside  their  Door;  and  the  remaina 
Of  the  onfimshed  Sheep-fidd  may  be  seen 
Beside  the  boiaterooa  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll 


THE  RUSSIAN  FUGITIVE. 


[Peter  Henry  Brace,  having  given  in  hm  entertsining  i 
the  lubBtenoe  of  the  fiiUowing  Tele,  aflSnni,  that,  beeidee  the 
ooDcarring  reportn  of  othen,  he  had  the  itoiy  from  the  Lady  • 
own  mouth. 

The  Lody  Catherine,  mentioned  towards  the  ckee,  wai  the 
fiimous  Catherine,  then  bearing  that  name  ai  the  acknowledged 
Wife  of  Peter  the  Great] 


PART  I. 


EifoiWH  of  roee-bud  lips,  and  eyes 

Like  harebells  bathed  in  dew. 
Of  cheek  that  with  carnation  vies, 

And  veins  of  violet  hue ; 
Earth  wants  not  beauty  that  may  scorn 

A  likening  to  frail  flowers; 
Yea,  to  the  stars,  if  they  were  Ixhh 

For  seasons  and  for  hours. 


Through  Moscow^s  gates,  with  gold  tmbarred, 

Stepped  one  at  dead  of  night, 
Whom  such  high  beauty  could  not  guard 

From  meditated  blight; 
By  stealth  she  passed,  and  fled  as  ftst 

As  doth  the  hunted  lawn. 
Nor  stopped,  till  in  the  dappling  east 

Appeared  unwelcome  dawn. 


ISO 
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Seven  days  she  lurked  in  brake  and  field. 

Seven  nights  her  course  renewed, 
Sustained  by  what  her  scrip  might  yield. 

Or  berries  of  the  wood ; 
At  length,  in  darkness  travelling  on. 

When  lowly  doors  were  shut. 
The  haven  of  her  hope  she  won, 

Her  Foster-mother's  hut 


'*To  put  your  love  to  dangerous  proof 

I  come,''  said  she,  '^firom  ^; 
For  I  have  left  my  Father's  roof. 

In  terror  of  the  Czar." 
No  answer  did  the  Matron  give. 

No  second  look  she  cast; 
She  hung  upon  the  Fugitive, 

Embracing  and  embraced. 

She  led  the  Lady  to  a  seat 

Beside  the  glimmering  fire. 
Bathed  duteously  her  wayworn  feet, 

Prevented  each  desu^: 
The  cricket  chirped,  the  house-dog  dozed. 

And  on  that  simple  bed. 
Where  she  in  childhood  had  reposed. 

Now  rests  her  weary  head. 


When  she,  whose  conch  had  been  the  sod. 

Whose  curtain  pine  or  thorn, 
Had  breathed  a  sigh  of  thanks  to  Grod, 

Who  comforts  the  forlorn; 
While  over  her  the  Matron  bent 

Sleep  sealed  her  eyes,  and  stole 
Feeling  from  limbs  with  travel  spent, 

And  trouble  from  the  soul. 


Refireshed,  the  Wanderer  rose  at  mom. 

And  soon  again  was  dight 
In  those  unworthy  vestments  worn 

Through  long  and  perilous  flight; 
And  **0  beloved  Nurse,"  she  said, 

"  My  thanks  with  silent  tears 
Have  unto  Heaven  and  You  been  paid: 

Now  listen  to  my  fears! 


"  Have  you  forgot" —  and  here  she  smiled  — 

''The  babblmg  flatteries 
You  lavished  on  me  when  a  child 

Disporting  round  your  knees? 
I  was  your  lambkin,  and  your  bird. 

Your  star,  your  gem,  your  flower; 
Light  wofds,  that  were  more  lightly  heard 

In  many  a  cloudless  hour! 


The  blossom  you  so  fondly  praised 

Is  come  to  bitter  fruit; 
A  mighty  One  upon  me  gazed ; 

I  spumed  his  lawless  suit. 
And  must  be  hidden  from  his  wrath: 

You,  Foster-fiither  dear. 
Will  guide  ipe  in  my  forward  path; 

I  may  not  tarry  here! 


I  cannot  bring  to  utter  woe 

Your  proved  fidelity."  — 
^  Dear  Child,  sweet  Mistress,  say  not  sc 

For  you  we  both  would  die." 
''  Nay,  nay,  I  come  with  semblance  fei 

And  cheek  embrowned  by  art ; 
Yet,  being  inwardly  unstained. 

With  courage  will  depart." 


'*  But  whither  would  you,  could  you,  flet 

A  poor  Man's  counsel  take; 
The  Holy  Virgin  gives  to  me 

A  thought  for  your  dear  sake; 
Rest,  shielded  by  our  Lady's  grace; 

And  soon  shall  you  be  led 
Forth  to  a  safe  abiding-place, 

Where  never  foot  doth  tread." 


PART   11. 


The  Dwelling  of  this  fiiithful  pair 

In  a  straggling  village  stood. 
For  One  who  breathed  unquiet  air 

A  dangerous  neighbourhood; 
But  wide  around  lay  forest  ground 

With  thickets  rough  and  blind; 
And  pine-trees  made  a  heavy  shade 

Impervious  to  the  wind. 

And  there,  sequestered  from  the  si{ 

Was  spread  a  treacherous  swam] 
On  which  the  noonday  sun  shed  li| 

As  from  a  lonely  lamp; 
And  midway  in  the  unsafe  morass, 

A  single  Island  rose 
Of  firm  dry  ground,  with  healthful 

Adorned,  and  shady  boughs. 


The  Woodman  knew,  for  such  the  ^ 
This  Russian  Vassal  plied. 

That  never  fowler's  gun,  wur  suafl 
Of  archer,  there  was  tried; 


A  MuictuBiy  seeintxl  llie  spot, 
From  til  intruiioo  free; 

And  then  he  planned  an  artful  Cot 
P«  perfect  secrecy. 


Rejoiced  to  bid  the 

No  Mtntly  And 

Eta  took  poGsessJc 

Wiih  deeper  thi 


With  eoroeat  pahu  unchecked  by  dread 

Of  Power's  &r-«tretcliing  hand, 
Thp  bold  good  Man  his  labonr  sped 

At  natore's  pure  comrnand  ; 
Heut-Boothedi  and  busy  as  a  wren, 

While,  in  a  hollow  nook, 
Shf  moulds  her  si^t-eladinp  den 

Above  a  murmuring'  brook. 


"  Fstlier  of  all.  upon  thy  care 

And  meri^y  am  1  tiirown ; 
Be  thou  my  safeKuard  !" — such  liCT  pra 

When  slie  wbh  left  alone. 
Kneeling  amid  the  wildemese 

When  joy  hod  passed  away, 
And  Bmilea,  fond  edbrts  of  distress 

To  hide  what  they  betray ! 


His  tub  accomplished  to  his  mind, 
The  twain  ere  break  of  day 
Creep  forth,  and  through  the  forett  wind 

Their  soliWry  way; 
Pew  worda  they  speak,  nor  dare  to  slaeh 

Their  pace  ftom  mile  to  mile, 
I*ill  they  have  croseed  the  quaking  marsli, 
And  reached  the  lonely  Isle. 


The  prayer  is  heard,  the  Sainta  have  amt, 

Difiiised  through  tbrm  and  &ee, 
ReKolves  devotedly  serene; 

That  monumenUil  grace 
Uf  Faith,  which  doth  all  paasicma  tame 

That  Reason  ihotild  control ; 
And  eaavt  iii  Ihe  untrpinbling  fraoie 

A  Biatue  of  th"  ta\ 


The  sun  above  the  pine-trees  showed 

A  bright  and  cheerful  fiice; 
And  loa  looked  fiir  her  abode, 

The  prombeil  hidlns'-plnce ; 
Slie  eoughl  in  vain.  Ihe  ^A'lKxlman  amlled 

No  threshold  coold  be  eeen, 
Ner  root  nor  window ;  all  seemed  wild 
A*  it  had  ever  been. 


Adnnein)?,  you  might  pnees  an  hour. 

The  front  with  such  nice  care 
'i  mieked,  "  if  house  it  be  or  bower," 

But  in  they  entered  are  ; 
Ai  ihaggy  as  were  wall  and  roof 

With  branches  intertwined, 
So  nnooth  was  all  within,  nir-pronf. 

And  delicately  lined. 


And  hearth  was  there,  and  maple  disli. 

And  cape  in  seemly  rows. 
And  couch — all  ready  to  a  wish 

For  nurtura  or  repoee; 
And  Heaven  doth  to  her  Tirtue  grant 

Tliat  here  she  may  abide 
In  aolitade,  with  every  want 

By  cautious  love  supplied. 

ITo  QnecB,  before  a  shooting  crowd. 

Led  on  in  bridal  state, 
Per  atragfled  with  a  heart  so  proud, 

BHoiog  hR  palace  fiate ;     q 


PART  IIL 

Tia  sung  in  ancient  minatreky 

That  PhcBhua  wont  to  wear 
"  The  leaves  of  any  pleasant  tree 

Around  his  golden  hair,"* 
Till  Daphne,  desperate  with  pursuit 

Of  his  imperious  love. 
At  her  own  prayer  translbrmed,  took  noti 

A  laurel  in  the  grove. 


Then  did  the  Penitent  adorn 

His  brow  with  laurel  green  ; 
And  'mid  his  bright  locks  never  shorn 


No  n 


r  leaf  w 


And  Poets  sage,  through  every  age. 

About  their  temples  wound 
The  bay ;  and  Conquerors  tltanked  the  Goda, 

With  laurel  chaplets  crowned. 


Into  the  mists  of  ftbling  Time 

So  lar  runs  back  the  praise 
Of  Beauty,  that  disdabs  to  climb 

Along  forbidden  ways ; 
That  scorns  temptation ;  power  defies 

Where  mntual  love  is  not ; 
And  to  the  ttHnb  &x  rescue  flies. 

When  life  would  be  a  blot. 

ifOvid'i 
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tarosB,  a  ftte 

Of  thoM  beloved  lieldg  she  oft 

oth  Heaven  ordain 

Had  heard  her  Father  tell 

d  desolate; 

In  phrase  that  now  with  echoes  i 

ol  brcBlh&l  in  v«in, 

Haunted  her  lonely  CeU; 

She  nw  the  hereditary  bowery 

to  endear; 

She  beard  the  anceetnl  streai 

lamed,  what  Ilowera  the  ground 

The  Kremlin  and  its  haughty  U 

er  pouce  to  dieer, 
'rcficucc,  above  nil, 

Forgotten  like  a  dream  I 

afibctions  clung. 

PART  IV. 

he  Cabin  w-all 

ussge  bung — 

Lid,  wtioGc  countcnuKe  bright 

The  ever-changing  Moon  had  ti 

bridgwl  Uie  daj; 

Twelve  tiroes  her  mraithly  m 

d  with  by  toper  light, 

ml  fears  away. 

Was  heard  a  startling  sound; 

A  shout  thrice  sent  from  one  who 

At  speed  a  wounded  Deer, 

her  Guardian  came. 

Bounding  tfi rough  branches  int«t 

hat  rotreat 

And  where  the  wood  was  clei 

mon  friendship  aluune. 

IT  hearts  would  beat; 

e  Recluae,  whate'er 

The  feinting  Creature  took  the 

t,  each  viBiting 

And  toward  the  Island  fled, 

crowding  of  the  year 

While  plovers  screanied  with  tv 

burst  of  spring'. 

Above  his  anUered  head ; 
This,  Ina  saw;  and,  pale  with  f 
Shrunk  to  her  citadel; 

of  her  Parents  thought, 

as  hard  to  bear; 

The  tangled  covert  fell. 

still  ia  near. 

ht  she  had  not  dareil 

Across  the  marsh,  the  game  ID 

ncy  to  prove, 

The  Hunter  followed  feet, 

eroLc  Daughter  feared 

Nor  paused,  till  o'er  the  Stsig  h 

S9  of  their  love. 

Then,  resting  on  her  upright  ni 
Came  forth  the  Maid  — "In  n 

ift  to  iheni,  and  dark 

Behold,"  she  said,  "a  stricken  I 

till  must  be. 

Pursued  by  destiny! 

inta  conduct  iier  bark 

lire  close  her  cycg^ 

From  your  deportment.  Sir!  I  d 

Spirit  tree 

That  you  have  worn  a  sword, 

of  this  sacrifice, 

And  will  not  hold  in  light  estec 

riiy. 

A  Buflfering  woman's  word; 

There  is  my  covert,  there  percl 

I  might  have  lain  concealed. 

wans  Eoutliwnrd  passed. 

Nor  even  to  you  revealed. 

tch  of  Uieir  Hwift  plumea 

[ide  the  blast; 

tow'rd  Ihe  fields  of  France, 

Tears  might  be  shed,  and  I  roig 

native  land. 

Crouching  and  terrified. 

the  rustic  dance, 

That  what  has  been  unveiled  to 

of  the  band  !                  , 

Yon  would  in  mysteiT  hide; 

But  I  will  n<>t  detile  with  duet 
The  kuF«  t)iat  benila  to  adore 
TlieOod  ID  heaven; — attend,  be  jiiet: 
Ttii*  uk  I,  and  na  more  I 


Faint  ran  ct  ICO  givt 

Was  eager  to  dei 
Tltough  question  fb      ,cu 

To  the  Maiden's  mini  liu 


I  rfetk  not  of  the  winter's  cold, 

Fot  Bummer'e  heal  exchanged, 
Wliile  I  have  lodged  in  Lhia  rough  hold, 

Freni  Booisl  life  ertranped; 
Not  jel  of  tiouble  and  alumig: 

nigh  nearen  is  my  defente ; 
And  ewiy  aeasna  has  soft  arms 

Fw  iBJared  Innocence. 


Li'fht  wae  his  step,  —  his  hopes,  laore 

Kept  pace  with  his  dceirea; 
Aod  llie  third  mortiing-  gave  him  sight 

Of  Moscow'h  glitierio^  spires. 
He  sued:  —  heart-smitten  bj  Uie  wnng. 

To  the  lorn  Fugitive 
The  Emperor  sent  a  pledge  as  strong 

As  mvereign  power  could  give. 


Frnm  Moscow  to  the  Wilderness 

ll  iris  my  choice  to  come, 
Lwl  lirtue  should  bo  liarbourluas. 

And  hnnour  want  a  home ; 
Aiid  hippy  were  I.  if  Ihe  Ciar 

itrllin  his  lawleca  will, 
Ta  eni  life  het«  like  thia  poor  Door, 

Or  I  Lamb  on  a  green  hill." 


O  more  than  mighty  change  1  If  e'or 

Amnzemont  rose  to  paiti. 
And  over-joy  produced  a  fear 

Of  something  void  and  voin, 
*Twaa  when  the  Parents,  who  had  mmirnci 

So  long  the  lost  as  dead. 
Beheld  their  only  Child  returned. 

The  hoiuohold  floor  to  tread. 


A»  yon  the  Maid,"  the  Stranijcr  cried, 

"Fraoi  Gallic  Parents  sprung, 
'^  W  Tanishing  was  romoured  wide 

W  theme  for  every  tongue; 
'^  fciled  an  Emperor's  en^er  quest? 

Vou,  Lidy,  forced  lo  woar 
"nwe  rude  habilimenls,  and  rest 

Vour  head  m  tliis  darh  lalrl" 


Soon  gratitude  gave  nay  to  love 

Witliin  the  Maiden's  breast: 
Delivered  and  Deliverer  move 

In  bridal  garments  drest; 
Meek  Catherine  had  her  own  reward; 

The  Cior  bestowed  a  dower; 
And  universal  Moecow  shared 

The  triumph  of  that  hour. 


to  wonder,  pity,  soon  were  quelled; 

And  in  her  face  and  mien 
"^  soul's  pure  brightness  he  beheld 

ffilhoul  a  veil  between: 
Hb  Iwed,  he  hoped,  —  a  holy  ilamo 

Kindled  'niid  rapturous  (i^.irs ; 
Tne  passion  of  d  moment  came 

As  on  tlie  wir.gs  of  yi'ur;. 


Flowers  strewed  the  ground ;  the  nuptial  feast 

Was  held  with  costly  elate; 
And  there,  'mid  many  a  noble  Guest, 

The  Foster  Parents  sale; 
Encouraged  by  the  imperial  eye, 

They  shrank  not  into  shade; 
Great  was  their  blisi^  tlie  honour  high 

To  them  and  nature  paid ! 


*&icb  bounty  is  no  gift  of  chancr.-," 

Etclaimed  ha;  "righteous  Heaven, 
Pfejaring  yoor  delivcraneo. 

To  me  the  charade  hath  given. 
Tbe  Czar  full  oft  in  words  and  deeds 

1«  stormy  and  self-willed; 
Ebl,when  the  I^dy  Catherine  pleads, 

Hia  violence  ia  stilled. 


'Leave  open  la  my  wish  the  course. 

And  I  to  her  will  go ; 
Acni  that  humane  and  heavenly  source. 

Good,  ooly  good,  can  flow." 


GRACE  DARLING. 

Anono  the  dwellers  in  the  silent  Hclda 
The  natural  heart  is  touched,  and  public  way 
And  crowded  streets  resound  willi  ballad  etrains, 
Inspired  by  ona  whose  very  name  bespeaks 
Favour  divine,  exalting  human  love; 
Whom  since  her  birth  on  bleak  Northumbria'a  coast, 
vn  unto  few  but  prized  as  &r  as  known, 

I A  single  act  endears  to  high  and  low 
Through  the  whole  land  — to  Manhood,  moved  in  spite 

[of  the  world'sfrBczingcarea  — to  generous  Youth  — 


VORDSWOBTH'S  POETICAL  WOBKS. 


T  prabe  —  to  Affe 
gl  listening  through  t  leir 
Sucli  true  bme 
Iveril;,  good  deeds 
l^ord  Hod 

en,  where  hers  may  live 
n  the;  celebrate 
m  which  forgetful  earih 
il  winds  and  waves  coiild 
lunited  power  call  forth 
lof  her  humanity! 
It  duty's  call, 
la  the  lighthouM  reared 
y  dwelling-pUce ; 
i)ck  itaeir,  that  brsvea 
Ib  elemenlfl, 
y  CuUibert's  celt. 

n  raged,  nor  ceaaed,  nor  pa 
le  mnid,  through  miaty  air 
I  amid  the  surf, 
dimatrouB  isles  — 

Bed  up  with  all  tliat  there 
Ifety  Birivon  in  vain,- 
Ir  refugi;.    With  quick  glai 
nugh  optic-glasB  disccni, 
)t  or  this  ahip, 
in  the  maiden's  sight! 

luffcren  enguircd 
Igony  ia  Implied, 
f  not  in  further  atrifc. 


Of  those  who,  in  that  daantleM  ener, 

Foretaste  deliverance;  but  the  leaat 
'  Can  scarcely  trust  his  eyes,  when  be 

That  of  the  pair— toased  on  the  wr 

Hope  to  the  hopeless,  to  the  dying,  li 
I  One  ia  a  vromaR,  a  poor  earthly  slate 

Or,  be  the  visitant  other  than  riie  se 

r  A  guardian  spirit  sent  from  pitying  1 

spealc  In  woman'a  shape.    But  why  proloni 

Costing  weak  words  amid  a  host  of  1 
1  Armed  to  repel  themi  Every  haul 
,  And  difficulty  mastered,  with  resolve 
I  That  no  one  breathing  should  be  left 
,  Tills  liist  remainder  of  the  crew  are 

Placed  in  the  little  boat,  then  o'er  th 
,  Are  safely  borne,  lauded  upon  the  be 

And,  in  fulfilment  of  God's  mercy,  1( 

Within  the  sheltering  lighthouse  — 
used.  Send  fortli  a  pong  of  triuniplL  Wai 
,  Kxah  ill  this  deliverance  wrought  th 

In  nim  whose  Providence  your  rage 
I  Ye  Kcreamin^  Sca-inews,  in  the  con< 
'  And  would  that  some  immortal  voiet 
^  Filly  attuned  In  all  that  gratitude 

Breathes  out  from  floor  or  couch,  Ihr 

nee        Of  the  survivors  —  to  the  clouds  nii( 

\  Dlcnded  u'ith  praise  of  that  parental 

'  Bpncath  whose  watchful  eye  the  ma 

Pious  and  pure,  modest  and  yet  so  bi 
I  Though  young  ho  wise,  though  meeli 

Might  carry  to  the  clouds  and  to  the 

Yco,  to  celestial  choirs,  Gracx  Duu 


'     The  dauglilcr'a  words 
k  beaming  with  Ikilh, 
:  nor  do  they  lack 
''s  helping  hand 
with  her  blessing  cheered, 
d  by  silent  prayer, 
1,  fiithor  and  child ! 
I  struggling  on  they  go  — 

c  intent 
e  surmount,  they  watch 
lutually  crossed 
Bgathcrlng  their  might; 
e  Almighty's  will 

.  roused  and  prolonged 
a  tried,  so  proved  — 


to  the  mark, 
of  that  perilous  gorge, 
Igthening  with  the  strengtbeaing 

I  wreck  is  near'd,  becomes 
cen  do  they  approach ; 
s  of  fear 
I,  thrills  the  framea 


THE  COMPLAI 

OF   A   F0S5AKEN  INDIAN 

Knnlu^m  Inrilnn.  mnn  ilFknn*.  )• 
with  Ilia  nunrnninnii.  he  in  Irn  Id 


Before  I  see  another  day, 

0  let  my  body  die  away ! 

In  sleep  I  heard  the  northern  g 
The  stars,  they  were  among  mj 
In  nistling  conflict  through  the 

1  heard,  I  saw  the  flashes  drive, 
And  yet  they  ere  upon  my  eyei 
And  yet  lam  alive; 

Before  I  see  another  day, 
O  let  my  body  die  away! 


Mr  be  is  deoil ;  it  knew  no  paio ) 

Vei  is  it  dead,  and  I  remain : 

All  niS  with  ice  tho  agbes  lie ; 

And  Ihey  are  dead,  and  1  will  die. 

Vilxa  I  wu  well,  I  wiahed  to  live, 

F*  clolhea.  Tor  warmth,  for  food,  aod  fire ; 

Bui  the;  to  me  no  joy  can  give, 

Naplware  now,  and  no  desire. 

TliFn  here  contented  will  I  lie  I 

Alone,  I  cannot  fear  to  die. 


Alls!  je  might  have  dragged  me  on 

Aabibei  day,  a  single  one ! 

Toiioon  I  jielded  to  detipair; 

Wbj  did  y?  lislen  to  my  praycrl 

Wlien  je  were  gone,  my  limbs  were  atroi 

Sni  0,  how  grievoualy  I  rue, 

Tlul.  iflerWBfda,  a  littlo  Innger, 

U>  friendi,  1  did  not  follow  you ! 

fm  aioag  and  without  pain  I  lay, 

Dar  friends,  when  ye  were  gone  away. 


Uv  child '.  they  gave  thee  lo  another, 
A  romin  who  was  not  thy  mother. 
tVhn  from  mj  arms  my  hnbe  Ihcy  took, 
On  m  how  Btnngely  did  ho  look '. 
Tlwufb  hla  whole  body  somelhing  ran, 
A  nn^  ftianOT  working  did  [  see ; 

I'm  he  mig'bl  pull  the  eledg^  for  me ; 
And  then  he  stretched  hia  nrms,  how  wild  ! 
il mercy!  like  a  helpless  child. 

Hj  little  joy !  my  little  pride '. 
iatvadiye  more  I  must  have  died. 
TVn  do  not  weep  and  grieve  tor  mc ; 
1^1 1  Qin^  have  died  with  thee. 
Owind,  that  o'er  my  hood  art  flying 
TV  oay  oiy  friends  their  cours;  did  henil, 
lilnuld  not  leel  the  pain  of  dying, 
Ciuld  I  with  tliee  a  met^sage  send ; 
Tkli  wm,  my  friends,  ye  went  aw«y ; 
Fnr  I  had  many  thingx  to  say. 


I'llloilow  you  across  the  snow; 

Vff  travel  heavily  and  alow; 

loapile  of  all  my  weai;  pain, 
I'll  look  Dpon  your  tenia  again. 
—My  fire  is  dead,  and  snowy  white! 
The  WBier  which  bet-ide  it  eiimd: 
Tbe  wolf  has  come  to  mo  to-night, 
ini  be  has  aiolen  away  my  tbnd. 
Puf  ever  left  aloae  am  I ; 
Then  wherefere  ahmld  I  fear  to  diet 


Young  us  I  am,  my  cc 
I  shall  not  see  aoolhei 
I  cannot  lift  my  limls 
If  they  have  any  life  i- 
My  poor  foraaken  cbili 
I'W  once  could  have  t 
With  happy  heart  I  thei; 
And  my  last  thought  wo 
But  thou,  dear  babe,  art 
Nor  sliall  1  hcc  onotliei 


MATERNAL  GRIEF. 
Departid  child !  I  could  tbrget  tbee  once 
Though  at  my  bosom  nursed ;  this  woeful  gain 
Thy  dissolution  brings,  that  in  my  eoul 
la  present  and  perpetually  abided 
A  shadow,  never,  never  to  be  displaced 
Sy  the  returning  subetancc,  seen  or  touched, 
Seen  by  mine  eyes,  or  clasped  in  my  embrace. 
Absence  and  deatli  how  differ  they !  and  how 
Shall  I  admit  that  nothing  can  restore 
What  one  short  sigh  so  easily  removed !  — 
Death,  life,  and  sleep,  reality  and  thought. 
Assist  me,  God,  (heir  boundaries  to  know, 
O  teach  me  calm  submisaion  to  thy  Will ! 

The  child  abe  mourned  had  ovetvtepped  the  pale 

Of  infancy,  but  atili  did  breathe  the  air 
That  sanctifies  its  confines,  and  partook 

I  Reflected  beams  of  that  celestial  ligiil 

I  To  all  the  little-ones  on  sinful  earth 
Not  unvouchsafed  —a  light  that  warmed  and  cheered 
Those  several  qualitioa  of  heart  and  mind 

'  Which,  in  her  own  bleat  nature,  rooted  deep, 

I  Daily  before  the  mother's  watchliil  eye, 

I  And  not  hers  only,  their  peculiar  channs 

!  Unfolded,  —  beauty,  for  ila  present  self, 
And  lor  its  promises  to  future  years. 
With  not  unfreijuent  mpCure  fondly  bailed, 

I 

Have  you  espied  upon  a  dewy  lawn 
A  pair  of  Iieverets  each  provoking  each 
To  a  conliniiance  of  their  fearless  sport. 
Two  separate  creatures  in  their  several  gitls 
Abounding,  but  so  fashioned  that,  in  all 
That  nature  prompts  them  lo  display,  their  looks, 
Their  siarta  of  motion  and  their  fits  of  rest. 
An  undisliugoishablo  style  appears 
And  character  of  gladnesH,  as  if  apring 
Lodged  in  Iheir  innocent  bosoms,  and  the  spirit 
or  the  rejoicing  morning  were  their  own, 

I 

Such  union,  in  the  liively  girl  inamtained 
And  her  twin  brother,  had  the  parent  aeen. 
Ere,  pouncing  like  a  ravenoua  bird  of  prey. 
Death  in  a  moment  parted  them,  and  left 

n» 
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The  mother,  in  her  tarns  of  anguish,  worse 

Than  desolate ;  for  ofltimes  from  the  sound 

Of  the  survivor's  sweetest  voice  (dear  child, 

He  knew  it  not)  and  from  his  happiest  looks, 

Did  she  extract  the  food  of  self-reproach. 

As  one  that  lived  ungrateful  for  the  stay 

By  Heaven  afforded  to  uphold  her  maimed 

And  tottering  spirit    And  full  ofl  the  boy. 

Now  first  acquainted  with  distress  and  grief. 

Shrunk  from  his  mother's  presence,  shunned  with  fear 

Her  sad  approach,  and  stole  away  to  find, 

In  his  known  haunts  of  joy  where'er  he  might, 

A  more  congenial  object    But,  as  time 

Softened  her  pangs  and  reconciled  the  child 

To  what  he  saw,  he  gradually  returned, 

Like  a  scared  bird  encouraged  to  renew 

A  broken  intercourse ;  and,  while  his  eyes 

Were  yet  with  pensive  fear  and  gentle  awe 

Turned  upon  her  who  bore  him,  she  would  stoop 

To  imprint  a  kiss  that  lacked  not  power  to  spread 

Faint  colour  over  both  their  pallid  cheeks. 

And  stilled  his  tremulous  lip.    Thus  they  were  calmed 

And  cheered ;  and  now  together  breatlie  fresh  air 

In  open  fields ;  and  when  the  glare  of  day 

Is  gone,  and  twilight  to  the  mother's  wish 

Befriends  the  observance,  readily  they  join 

In  walks  whose  boundary  is  the  lost  one's  grave. 

Which  he  with  flowers  hath  planted,  finding  there 

Amusement,  where  the  mother  does  not  miss 

Dear  consolation,  kneeling  on  the  turf 

In  prayer,  yet  blending  with  that  solemn  rite 

Of  pious  faith  the  vanities  of  grief; 

For  such,  by  pitying  Angels  and  by  Spirits 

Transferred  to  regions  upon  which  the  clouds 

Of  our  weak  nature  rest  not,  must  be  deemed 

Those  willing  tears,  and  unforbidden  sighs. 

And  all  tlioee  tokens  of  a  cherished  sorrow. 

Which,  soothed  and  sweetened  by  the  grace  of  Heaven 

As  now  it  is,  seems  to  her  own  fond  heart. 

Immortal  as  the  love  that  gave  it  being. 


LOVING  AND  LIKING: 

IRREGULAR  VERSES.  ADDRESSED  TO  A  CHILD. 

BY   MT  SISTER. 

There  's  more  in  words  than  I  can  teach : 
Yet  listen,  child !  —  I  would  not  preach ; 
But  only  give  some  plain  directions 
To  guide  your  speech  and  your  affections. 
Say  not  you  love  a  roasted  fowl. 
But  you  may  love  a  screaming  owl. 
And,  if  you  can,  the  unwieldy  toad 
That  crawls  from  his  secure  abode 
Within  the  mossy  garden  wall 
When  evening  dews  begin  to  fall. 
O  mark  the  beauty  of  his  eye  * 
What  wonders  in  that  circle  lie ! 


So  clear,  so  bright,  our  fathers  said 
He  wears  a  jewel  in  his  head ! 
And  when,  upon  some  showery  day, 
Into  a  path  or  public  way 
A  frog  leaps  out  from  bordering  grass, 
Startling  the  timid  as  they  pass. 
Do  you  observe  him,  and  endeavour 
To  take  the  intruder  into  &vour ; 
Learning  from  him  to  find  a  reason 
For  a  light  heart  in  a  dull  season. 
And  you  may  love  him  in  the  pool. 
That  is  for  him  a  happy  school. 
In  which  he  swims  as  taught  by  nature, 
Fit  pattern  for  a  human  creature. 
Glancing  amid  the  water  bright. 
And  sending  upward  sparkling  light 

Nor  blush  if  o'er  your  heart  be  stealing 
A  love  for  things  that  have  no  feeling: 
The  Spring's  first  rose  by  you  espied, 
May  fill  your  breast  with  joyful  pride ; 
And  you  may  love  the  strawberry-flower, 
And  love  the  strawberry  in  its  bower; 
But  when  the  fruit,  so  oflen  praised 
For  beauty,  to  your  lip  is  raised. 
Say  not  you  love  the  delicate  treat. 
But  like  it,  enjoy  it,  and  thankfully  eat 

Long  may  you  love  your  pensioner  mouse, 
Though  one  of  a  tribe  that  torment  the  boon: 
Nor  dislike  for  her  cruel  sport  the  cat. 
Deadly  foe  both  of  mouse  and  rat ; 
Remember  she  follows  the  law  of  her  kind. 
And  instinct  is  neither  wayward  nor  blind. 
Then  think  of  her  beautiful  gliding  form. 
Her  tread  that  would  scarcely  crush  a  worm. 
And  her  soothing  song  by  the  winter  fire, 
Sofl  as  the  dying  throb  of  the  lyre. 

I  would  not  circumscribe  your  love : 
It  may  soar  with  the  eagle  and  brood  with  the 
May  pierce  the  earth  with  the  patient  mole. 
Or  track  the  hedgehog  to  his  hole. 
Loving  and  liking  are  the  solace  of  life, 
Rock  the  cradle  of  joy,  smooth  the  death-bed  i 
You  love  your  father  and  your  mother, 
Your  grown-up  and  your  baby  brother; 
You  love  your  sister,  and  your  friends, 
And  countless  blessings  which  God  sends: 
And  while  these  right  affections  play, 
You  live  each  moment  of  your  day ; 
They  lead  you  on  to  full  content, 
And  likings  fresh  and  innocent. 
That  store  tlic  mind,  the  memory  feed, 
And  prompt  to  many  a  gentle  deed : 
But  likings  come,  and  pass  away ; 
'T  is  love  that  remains  till  our  latest  day: 
Our  heavenward  guide  is  holy  love. 
And  will  be  our  bliss  with  saints  above^ 


THE  REDBREAST. 

KsiTCi  in  by  Autumn's  eharpcning  sit 

From  hslf-alripped  woods  and  postures  bare, 

iieV  riAin  seeks  a  kindlier  home : 

Nol  lihe  a  beggar  k  he  come, 

M  entere  as  a  looked-for  g-ueal, 

Coifiding  in  hia  ruddj  breast, 

it  if  it  were  a  natural  shield 

CluijTd  with  a  blazon  on  [he  field. 

Dut  lo  that  good  and  pious  deed 

Of  shich  we  in  the  bnUad  read. 

Bui  pensile  fancies  putting  by, 

AdJ  »'i!d-R'ood  sorrows,  speedily 

Hepliye  the  expert  renlriloquist ; 

And,  caught  by  glimpses  now  — now  miased, 

Panics  the  liatcoer  with  a  doubt 

If  ite  soft  voice  he  throws  about 

Canes  from  within  doore  or  without ! 

Wu  ecei  such  a  sweet  confusion, 

SmUined  by  delicate  iiiusion ! 

He's  at  your  elbow  —  to  your  feeling 

ThsiBieB  are  from  the  fioor  or  ceiling; 

ADdlbere's  a  riddle  lo  be  guessed. 

Till  joo  have  marked  hia  heaving  chest, 

And  tuny  ihroot  whtise  sink  and  siveli 

B«ny  the  elf  that  fovea  to  dwell 

InRobiu'a  baaom,  as  a  chodeo  cell 

HeW-pleised  we  emlle  upon  the  bird 
If  «n.  tod  with  like  pleasure  stirred 
CMnneod  him,  when  he's  only  heard. 
Rit  BMll  and  fugitive  our  g»in 
Comjared  with  Aera  who  long  haih  lain, 
Willi  languid  Jimbs  and  patient  head 
fo|)CBing  on  a  lone  sick-bed ; 
"Iwre  now,  ahe  daily  hears  a  rtrain 
That  ehetts  her  of  too  busy  cares, 
Ew»  her  pain,  and  helps  her  prayera. 
AaJ  who  but  this  dear  bird  beguiled 

Tbe  fever  of  that  pale-feced  child ; 

Now  cooling  with  hia  paseing  win?. 

Her  fiiTehead,  like  a  breeze  of  Spring : 

Beolling  now.  with  descant  soft 

Slied  rouod  her  pillow  from  aloft, 

Sweet  tbooghts  of  angela  hovering  nigh. 

And  the  invisible  sympathy 

Of 'Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke,  and  John, 
Blearing  the  bed  she  lies  upon!'* 
And  sometimes,  just  as  listening  enda 
In  alamber,  with  the  cadence  blends 
A  dream  of  that  low-warbled  hymn 

Tin  words- 


pan  of  a  child'*  prarer.  Kill  in  general  nae  ihrough  ih« 


Which  old  folk,  fundi 
Lamps  of  thiili,  now         m 
Say  that  the  cherubs  carvei 
When  clouds  gave  way  at  deou 
And  llie  ajicicnt  church  was  fillet 
Used  to  sing  in  heavenly  tone, 
Aliove  and  round  t!ie  sacred  plncBs 
Thoy  guard,  with  winged  baby-fiices. 

Thrice  happy  crealiire !  in  all  lands 
Nurtured  by  hospitable  hands: 
Free  entrance  to  this  col  has  he. 
Entrance  and  exit  botlt  yel  free ; 
And,  when  the  keen  unruffled  weather 
That  thus  brings  man  and  bird  Loeether, 
Shall  with  its  pleasanlneas  be  past, 
And  casement  closed  and  door  mada  fast. 
To  keep  at  bay  the  howling  blast, 
Ne  needs  not  tear  the  season's  mge. 
For  Uie  whole  house  is  Robin's  cage. 
Whether  the  bird  flit  hero  or  there. 
O'er  table  lUl,  or  perch  on  chair, 
Tliough  some  may  Irown  and  make  a  stir. 
To  scare  him  as  a  trespasser, 
And  he  belike  will  flinch  or  start. 
Good  friends  he  has  lo  take  his  part; 
One  chiefly,  who  with  voice  and  look 
Pleads  for  him  Iroin  the  cliimney-nook, 
Where  sits  the  dame,  and  wears  away 
Her  long  and  vacunt  holiday ; 
With  images  about  her  heart, 
Re/IecCod  /rom  (lie  yeant  gone  by, 
On  human  nature's  second  infency. 


HER  EYES  ARE  WILD. 

Her  eyea  arc  wild,  her  head  is  bare. 

The  sun  has  burnt  her  coal-black  hair; 

Her  eyebrows  have  a  rusty  slain. 

And  ahe  came  lar  from  over  the  main. 

She  has  a  baby  on  her  arm, 

Or  else  she  were  atone : 

And  underneath  the  hay-stack  warm. 

And  on  the  greenwood  atone, 

She  talked  and  sung  the  woods  among. 

And  it  was  in  the  English  tongue. 

t^ 
"  Sweet  babe !  they  say  that  I  am  mad. 
But  nay,  my  heart  ia  Rir  loo  glad ; 
And  I  am  happy  when  I  sing 
Full  many  a  sad  and  doleful  thing; 
Then,  lovely  baby,  do  not  fear! 
I  pray  thee  have  no  fear  of  me; 
But  safe  as  in  a  cradle,  here 
My  lovely  baby!  thou  shall  be: 
To  Ihee  I  know  too  much  I  owe; 
I  cannot  work  thee  any  woe. 
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IIL 

vn. 

vi^io  ay  bnin ; 

Thy  father  carea  not  for  my  bra 

a  dull,  dull  p«m: 

T  ia  thine,  aweet  baby,  there  tn 

«,  ODB,  two,  three. 

T  ia  all  thine  own !— and.  if  iti 

St,  and  pulled  &t  me  i 

Be  changed,  that  waa  n  &ir  to 

loie  a  light  of  joy ; 

'T  a  fiiir  enough  for  thee,  my  dc 

Ui  da  me  good ; 

nly  beauty,  little  child,  is  flown, 

■  ray  iiule  boy. 

But  tbou  wilt  lire  with  me  io  la 

SsBhud  blood; 

And  what  if  my  poor  cheek  be  1 

I  sight  to  sea  ! 

T  is  well  for  me,  thou  canst  not 

and  only  he. 

How  pate  and  wan  it  el«e  would 

0  suck  again ! 

Dread  not  their  taunts,  my  little 

;  it  coola  my  brain ; 

lam  thy  6iher*i  wedded  wifb; 

lera,  baby !  they 

«n  the  pain  away. 

We  two  will  live  in  honesty. 

Ih  thy  little  hand; 

ir  hia  liwect  boy  he  could  fbnaki 

in^at  my  chest; 

With  me  he  never  would  have  i 

end  deadly  band 

Pnim  him  no  hann  my  habe  can 

ngera  prwL 

But  he.  poor  man '.  ia  wretched  i 

isin  the  tree: 

And  every  day  we  two  will  pia] 

ny  habe  and  me. 

For  him  ihit  'a  gone  and  far  awi 

c  me.  little  boy ! 

1  'II  teacli  my  boy  the  sweetest  t 

lior'B  only  joy ; 

1  '11  leach  him  how  Hie  owlet  air 

the  wave*  below. 

My  little  babe  <  thy  lipa  are  atill 

ft-roek'sadge  wego: 

And  thou  hast  almost  sucked  Ih; 

nnol  work  me  haini, 

—Where  art  thou  gone,  my  ow 

nlB  when  they  howl ; 

Whal  wicked  looka  are  those  I  ( 

on  my  ariu. 

Alas!  alas!  tliat  look  bo  wild. 

ny  precious  «iul; 

It  never,  never  came  Irom  me: 

fia- bleat  am  1; 

If  lliou  art  mad,  my  pretty  lad. 

weet  babe  would  die. 

Then  I  must  be  for  ever  sad. 

my  boy  I  fer  tliee 

Oh  !  smile  on  me.  my  little  lam 

llbo; 

For  1  thy  own  dear  mother  am : 

I  be  thy  guide. 

My  love  for  thee  has  well  been  i 

aowB  and  riven  wide. 

I  've  sought  thy  father  ftr  and  « 

a  bower;  I  know 

I  know  the  poisona  of  the  abade 

lake  tlie  soOest  bed : 

Uou  wilt  not  go. 

Then,  pretty  dear,  be  not  a&aid 

li  I  am  dead, 

We'll  Bud  thy  fcther  in  the  woi 

then  thoQ  (halt  aing 

Now  laugh  and  be  gay,  to  the  w 

irds  in  spring. 

And  there,  my  babe,  we'll  live  ; 

r\ 
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Noie,  p.  87. 
"The  Breihtri." 
■ad  from  a  letler  nddressed  by  Wordsworth  W 
James  Fox  in  1802,  and  nccumpaoying  a  cop; 

Lbe  two  poems,  "The  Brothers'  snd  '  Michael,' 
Attempted  lo  drew  a  picture  of  the  domestic 
IS,  u  I  know  they  exiet  amongEt  n  cIrss  of  men 
;  now  almoet  confined  to  the  north  of  England. 
n  snail  independent  prnprictori  of  Irtnd,  here 
tfaleancn,'  men  of  rei>pcc1ab1e  education,  who 
boorontbeiroirnlittlepropertini.  Thedomestic 
Da  irill  alwaya  be  strong  amon^t  men  who  live 
inlry  Dot  crowded  wiih  population;  if  these  men 
;wl  above  po»erty.  But,  if  they  are  proprietors 
II  scUtea  which  hiive  deecended  lo  them  from 
nccaun,  the  power  which  thcte  afibctions  will 
'  aiMnigst  aocb  men,  is  inconceivable  by  those 
ive  aolj  bad  an  opportunity  of  obsertiug  hired 
n,  ftrmen,  and  the  manuficturin^  poor.  Their 
Kl  of  land  acrres  aa  a  kind  of  permanent  rolly- 
nt  tor  tlicit  domestic  feclin^^,  ns  a  tablet  upon 
tbej  are  written,  which  uiskc:;  tlieiii  objucta  of 
F  in  o  thousand  instances  when  they  would 
ite  be  forgotten.  It  is  a  foiiotain  fitted  to  the 
of  social  man,  trom  which  aupphea  of  aifection 
'  aa  his  heart  waa  intended  for,  ore  daily  drawn. 
Iifit  of  men  is  rapidly  disappearing.  You,  Sir, 
bmscioiisness,  upon  which  every  ^ood  man  will 
tutate  you,  that  the  whale  of  your  public  conduct 
ne  way  or  otier  beon  directed  to  llie  preservation 
class  of  men,  and  those  who  hold  Eimilar  silun- 

Yon  have  fell  that  Ihe  most  sacred  of  all  pro- 
:•  the  property  of  the  poor.  The  two  poems 
hare  mentioned  were  wriitcn  with  a  view  to 
iM  men  who  do  not  wear  fine  cloaths  can  f<:el 
.  'Pectus  enim  eat  cjuod  di^crlos  facit,  et  vis 
,     Ideoque  imperilis  ijuoque,  si  modo  ainl  aliquo 

concitati.  VPrba  non  desnnL'  The  poems  are 
1  copies  from  nature;  and  I  hope  whatever  eilcct 
tay  haie  upon  you,  you  will  at  least  be  able  tu 
re  that  they  may  excite  profitable  Eympalhieii  in 
kind  and  good  hearts;  and  nmy  in  Bome  small 
■  enlanre  our  frelings  of  reverence  fiir  our  species, 
ir  knmiledg^  of  human  nature,  by  showing  Ihat 
9t  qaalilies  are  poscessed  by  men  whom  we  are 
K  lo  consider,  not  with  reference  to  the  points 
ch  they  resemble  us,  but  to  those  in  which  they 
9tly  di^  ftam  na." 


The  letter  from  which  this  extract  is  made,  was  puh- 
ttshed  in  1833.  by  Sir  Henry   Bunbury,  among  soi 
miscellaneous  lalters  in  his  "Correspondence  of  ( 
Thomas  Hanmer,  etc.,"  p.  436. 

It  is  this  poem  of  which  Coleridge  -xaid— "The  Bhi 
THGBS,  tliat  model  of  English  pastoral,  which  I  nev 
yet  rend  witli  unclouded  eye."     Biographia  lAlrra 
Vol.  II.,  chap,  v.,  p.  85,  Note,  EdiL  of  IHM.     . 
Soulhey,  writing  to  Coleridge,  July  II,  1801,  e 
"God  bless  Wordsworth  for  that  poem!    ('Tw 
THKRS.')"  Life  and  CorreipondencE  ofSoulhrif,  ., 

p.  150,  chap,  viii.  — H.  R.] 

Page  m. 
'I  Iravelkd  among  unknoan  men.' 
["Amongst  the  Poems  founded  on  tlie  Affections 
one  called,  from  its  first  lino,  '  I  travelled  among 

known  men,'  which  ends  with  these  lines,  wherein  

poet  addresses  hia  native  land  : 

Thy  mornings  showed,  thy  nights  concealed 

The  bowers  where  Lucy  pleyed ; 
And  thine  too  is  the  last  jrrceu  fiiild 
That  Lucy's  eyes  surveyed. 
A  friend,  a  true  poet  himself,  to  whom  I  owe  some  new 
insight  into  the  merits  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poetty, 
ani)  who  showed  me  to  my  surprise,  that  there  wer< 
nooks  in  thnt  rich  and  varied  region,  some  uf  the  ahi 
treasures  of  which  1  was  not  perfectly  acquainted  with, 
first  made  me  feel  the  great  beauty  of  this  stanra;  ni 
which  the  poet,  as  it  were,  spreaile  day  anil  ninhl  nvcr 
the  object  of  his  aflections,  and  seems,  under  the  inRii- 
ence  of  passionate  feeling,  to  think  of  England,  whether 
in  Light  or  darkness,  only  as  her  pliy-place  and  verdant 
home.  — S.  C."  {Sara  Coleridge.)  Biographia  Lilr- 
raria  ofS.  T.  Coleridge,  Vol.  Il„  chap.  ix„  p.  173.  Nol<>. 
Edit,  of  1847.  — H.  R.] 

Page  98. 
'  [jet  other  bardi  af  rnigeh  ting,' 
[  In  his  editions  of  184.'i  and  1850,  the  author  has  ex 
eluded  the  following  stania,  which  was  Ihe  second  ir 
tliis  piece  in  llic  earlier  editions,  lo  the  readers  of  which 
it  had  become  familiar,  and  is  therefore  preserved  in 
this  note: 

Such  if  Ihou  wert  in  all  men's  view, 

A  universal  show. 
What  would  my  ftncy  have  to  do! 
My  feelings  to  b«!slow !  —  H.  R.] 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

noiM  rendent  in  the  country  and  ■ttached  to 
jedlM,  muiT  pUces  will  be  found  nnnamed  or 
own  BUDM,  where  little  Incidents  most  htve 
I,  or  ledinfTi  been  experienced,  which  will 
KB  to  iDch  plscei  1  privite  tnd  pecnliar  inter- 
no  e  widi  to  g;iTe  aome  sorE  of  record  to  such 
»,  or  renew  the  grBtification  of  such  Feelbgs, 
hne  been  given  to  PItcee  hj  the  Authpr  and 
hie  Aiendi,  end  the  fidlowiog  Poema  written 


u  April  mming:  Ireah  end  clear 

fole^  de]ij|liting  in  its  etiength, 

ft  a  joong  man's  epeed ;  and  yet  the  voice 

■•  whicb  the  winter  had  nipplled 

ftened  down  into  a  vernal  tone. 

rit  of  enjof  ment  and  desire, 

pet  and  wishes,  from  all  living  things 

circling,  like  a  multitude  of  Eounds. 

dding  groTes  appeared  as  if  in  haste 

■  the  steps  of  June  ;  as  if  their  shndea 

iou*  green  were  hinderancca  that  Btood 

n  them  and  their  object:  jet,  meanwhile, 

ma  such  deep  contentment  in  the  air, 

fery  naked  ash,  and  tardy  tree 

£ese,  eeemed  as  though  the  countenance 

jhicb  it  looked  on  this  delightful  day 

Mtive  to  the  summer.  —  Up  the  brook 

xl  in  the  confusion  of  my  heart, 

0  all  things  and  forgetting  all. 
rth  1  to  a  sudden  taming  came 
continuous  glen,  where  down  a  rock 
ream,  so  ardent  in  its  course  before, 
rtb  such  sallies  of  glad  sound,  that  all 

I  till  then  had  beard,  appeared  the  voice 
imon  pleasure :  beast  and  hird,  (he  I^mb, 
Mpherd's  Dog,  the  Linnet  and  the  Thrush 
■ith  this  Wateriall,  and  made  a  song 
,  while  I  listened,  seemed  like  the  wild  growth 

1  some  natural  produce  of  the  air, 

onld  Dot  cease  to  be.    Green  leaves  were  here ; 


Bat  't  was  cbe  Jblioge  v£  the  racka,  (ha  biiciii 

The  yew,  the  bolly,  and  the  bright  gran  fiianh 

With  banging  islands  of  nqilendant  liine : 

And  on  a  saminit,  distant  a  Acrt  iptce^ 

By  any  who  riioald  look  beyond  the  dell, 

A  single  mountain  Cottage  might  be  jfrn 

I  gaied  and  gazed,  and  to  myself  I  said, 

"Our  thoughts  at  least  are  oun;  and  this  wild  u 

My  Emma,  I  will  dedicate  to  thee." 

— ■■  Soaa  did  the  spot  become  my  ether  boote, 

My  dwelling,  and  my  Dat>«f-daoiis  abode. 

And,  of  the  Shef^enls  who  have  seen  me  therei 

To  whom  I  sometimes  in  oar  idle  talk 

Ibve  told  this  &ncy,  two  or  three,  pethapa, 

Years  after  we  are  gone  and  in  our  graves. 

When  they  have  cause  to  apeak  of  this  wild  plM«i 

May  call  it  by  the  name  of  Emma'*  Dkll. 


TO  JOANNA. 
Amti  the  smoke  of  cities  did  you  pass 
The  time  of  early  youth ;  and  there  yon  learned, 
From  years  of  quiet  industry,  to  love 
The  living  Beings  by  jour  own  fire-side. 
With  such  B  strong  devotion,  that  your  heart 
Is  slow  toward  the  sympathies  of  them 
Who  look  upon  the  hills  with  tenderness. 
And  make  dear  friendships  with  the  streams  and  groves. 
Yet  we,  who  are  transgressors  in  this  kind, 
Dwelling  retired  In  our  simplicity 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  we  love  yon  well, 
Joanna  1  and  I  guess,  since  you  have  been 
So  distant  Irom  us  now  for  two  long  years, 
That  you  will  gladly  listen  to  discourse, 
However  trivial,  if  you  thence  are  taught 
That  they,  with  whom  jou  once  were  happy,  talk 
Pamiliatlj  of  you  and  of  old  times. 

While  I  was  seated,  now  some  ten  days  pest, 
Beneath  thoee  lofty  fin,  that  overtop 
Their  ancient  neighbour,  the  old  Steeple  tower, 
The  Vicar  from  his  gloomy  house  bard  hy 
Came  tbrlh  to  greet  me ;  and  when  he  had  asked, 
"How  fivres  Joanna,  that  wild-hearted  Maid! 
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"  be  psused; 

I  of  village  newB, 
Bnded,  fur  wbat  cause 


!l  side.* 
lities  of  heart 

"  Aa  it  befel, 
Ihad  walked  abrotul 
|nd  myself 

whtn  the  broom, 
n  every  Bleep, 

18  of  pT>ld. 
Rnlba's  bank:< ; 
It  of  llmt  tall  rock 
■EoBt,  I  there  stopped  sbcrt, 

T  with  mj  eye 
fh  dclitrht  I  found 
n  stone  nnil  flower, 

■Xing  force 
Bed  in  (be  hcnrt. 

s,  beheld 
I  and  latigbed  aloud. 
¥  starling  from  a  sleep, 
I  and  lauirhed  again  ; 
led  on  Ilelm-Crn<r 
i;  Ilnmmar-Scar, 
T-How,  sent  fortli 
n  Loughrigd  heard, 

ir  blue  sky 
—  old  Skiddttw  blew 
Bbock  out  of  the  clouds 


—  Now  whether  (nid  I  to  our  cordial 
Who  in  the  heyday  of  aetoaishaienl 
Smiled  ia  my  &ce)  this  wore  in  limpl 
A  work  accompliahed  by  the  brgtherb 
Of  ancient  moDntains,  or  my  ear  was 
With  dreantB  and  visionaiy  impulsM 
To  me  alone  imparted,  sure  I  am 
That  there  was  a  loud  uproar  in  the  h 
And,  while  we  both  were  liatening.  to 
The  lair  Joanna  drew,  aa  if  she  wiahc 
To  eiielter  from  some  object  of  her  fei 

—  And  hence,  long  aiterwarde,  when 
Were  wonted,  as  I  chanced  to  walk  a1 
Beneath  this  rock,  at  HunriM,  on  a  eal 
And  silent  morning,  t  aat  down,  and  tl 

!  In  memory  of  affections  old  and  true, 
!  I  chiselled  out  in  those  rude  character 
!  J'Mniia'a  name  upon  the  living  atone. 
I  And  I,  and  all  who  dwell  by  mj  fire-a 
:  Have  called  the  lovely  rock,  Joakni'* 


111. 

TiiEitE  ia  an  Eminence,  —  of  these  ou 
The  Inst  that  parleys  with  the  setting 
We  can  behold  it  Irom  our  Orchard-ae 
And,  when  at  evening  we  pursue  our 
Alung  the  public  wny,  this  Clif^  eo  hi] 
Above  u!>,  and  ko  diiitanl  in  its  height, 
Is  visible;  and  often  seems  In  send 
Its  own  deep  quiet  to  rrstnro  our  heari 
The  mcteora  make  of  it  n  favourite  ha 
The  star  of  Jove,  so  beautiful  and  lar) 
In  the  mid  heavene,  is  never  haif  bo  & 
As  when  he  shines  above  iL  'Tia  in 
The  loneliest  place  we  hive  among  th 
And  She  who  dwells  with  me,  whom 
With  such  communion,  that  no  place  < 
Can  ever  be  a  sulilude  to  me, 
llalh  to  this  lonely  Summit  given  my 


n  Ibr 


|bl  Roman- 
is  (be  River  which.  (I 
□ero  and  Rydnle,  Cilli  inlu  ' 
Inpremve  ainglB  Mounlain  at 

Iblnace  10  nn  Old  l\'oiiuui  coi 
I  of  DiPM  Fifsiires  nrCnvc 

y  nro  rntlpd  DiuiReon». 
d  immcdlmely  annoand 
me  are  a[  n  rniuidenhle 


biliiy  in  ihe  lo'ier  supjioulion.  The  pMHgB  i 

"  —Till  10  yoiir  iliouD  the  hitlg  with  echo : 
Wiiich  Coplnnil  mrrc  had  ipolie,  bal  qutf 
ITjion  her  vet^  thai  ttond*.  the  neighbour 
Ileliillon  from  hii  height,  it  Ihrough  then 
Fram  whom  u  toon  agdtr,  the  mund  Dunt 
Finin  wliOM  Mona-tmphi«]  head,  it  on  la  V 
\Miich  low'idi  the  »ca  agnin,  moandod  it 
That  Broadwnlec  Iheirwiih  within  her  bai 
In  uihng  to  the  aca.  )old  it  in  Rgrcmonnd, 
Wh«e  building!.  ualKa.  and  Mreeti,  with 

long. 
Did  mightily  cotninond  ntd  Copland  Ibr  he. 
•Pclytilhiim,'  Song  X] 
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nr. 


w  giidlt  of  nugh  itoBM  and  csngi^ 
Bd  ■alofil  cranwi^t  inlBfpond 
ihm  ««i«r«ada  wiadingdope 
and  tluekBlt  loam  Hbm  mtUan  dure 
Ben  afe  n  in  own  prifi^ : 
e»  iBjnlf  tad  two  belof«d  Fnends, 
■  SefUflodMr  maning;  era  the  miit 
getfafar  yielded  to  the  mm 
d  «■  thk  nlind  and  difBcolt  way. 
laita  tlie  raad  witii  one  in  haste,  bat  we 
rith  oar  time;  and,  aa  we  atrolled  along, 
V  occnpatm  tDobtoite 
eda  aa  tlie  wavea  had  toMed  adxne, 
or  lea(  or  weed,  or  withered  bough, 
the  oclier  halted,  along  the  line 
17  wnck.    And,  in  oor  facant  mood, 
m  did  we  alop  to  watch  aome  taft   . 
dion  aeed  or  thiitle*fl-beaid, 
■■ed  Che  anrftce  of  the  dead  calm  lake, 
r  haltittg  now-^a  lifelea  itand ! 
ting  off  again  with  freak  aa  aodden ; 
^lortive  wanderinga,  all  the  while, 
report  of  an  inviaible  breeze 
I  ita  winga,  iti  chariot,  and  ita  horse, 
Mte,  lather  aay  ita  roofing  aouL 
I  ofteob  trifling  with  a  privilege 
faslfed  lo  all,  we  paused,  one  now, 
the  other,  U>  point  out,  perchaDce  ^ 

;  aone  floww  or  water-weed,  too  &ir 
'  be  dirided  from  the  place 
h  it  grew,  or  to  be  left  alone 
m  beaaty.    Many  soch  there  are, 
at  and  Flowers,  and  chiefly  that  tall  Fern, 
7,  of  the  Queen  Osmunda  named ; 
elier,  in  its  own  retired  abode 
nereis  beach,  than  Naiad  by  the  side 
mn  brook,  or  Lady  of  the  Mere, 
ing  by  the  shores  of  old  Romance. 
cd  we  that  bright  morning :  from  the  fields, 
tile,  a  noise  was  heard,  the  busy  mirth 
eng  Ifeo  and  Women,  Boys  and  Girls. 
d  oMich  to  listen  to  those  sounds, 
ling  thus  oor  fiuicies,  we  advanced 
e  indented  ahore ;  when  suddenly, 
a  thin  veil  oT  glittering  haze  was  seen 
I,  on  a  point  of  jotting  land, 
and  opright  figure  of  a  Man 
a  peaaant*B  garb,  who  stood  alooc, 
beside  the  margin  of  the  lake. 
eat  and  reckless,  we  exclaimed, 
I  most  be,  who  thus  can  lose  a  day 
ud  harrest,  when  the  laboarer*s  hire 
,  and  aome  little  might  be  alored 
ilh  lo  cheer  him  in  the  winter  time, 
kiiy  of  that  Peasant,  we  approached 
the  apot  where  with  his  rod  and  line 


He  stood  alone;  whereat  he  torned  hia  head 
To  greet  08  ~  and  we  saw  a  Man  worn  down 
By  atcknem,  ganntand  lean,  with  annken  cheeki 
And  wasted  limbs^  hia  lege  ao  long  and  lean 
That  Ibr  my  amgle  aelf  I  looked  at  them, 
Forgetfiil  of  the  body  they  aostained.— 
Too  weak  to  lahoor  in  the  harrest  field, 
The  Man  was  naing  his  beat  akiU  to  gain 
A  pittance  from  the  dead  nnfeeling  lake 
That  knew  not  of  hia  want&    I  will  not  say 
What  thooghta  immediately  wero  ours,  nor  how 
The  happy  idleness  of  that  aweet  mom. 
With  all  ita  lovely  imagesb  waa  changed 
To  seriooB  moaing  and  to  ael^reproach. 
Nor  did  we  fiul  to  aee  withm  onrselvea 
What  need  t(}ere  ia  to  be  reaorred  in  speech, 
And  temper  all  oor  thooghta  with  chari^. 
— Therefore,  nnwillmg  to  fiwget  that  day. 
My  Friend,  Myself  and  She  who  then  receired 
The  same  admonishment,  have  called  the  place 
By  a  memorial  name,  oncooth  indeed 
As  e*er  by  Mariner  waa  given  to  Bay 
Or  Foreland,  on  a  new-discovered  coast; 
And  Poijrr  RAaB-JuooMENT  ia  the  Name  it  bean. 


V, 

TO  M  a 

Our  walk  was  far  among  the  ancient  trees; 

There  was  no  road,  nor  any  woodman*B  path ; 

But  the  thick  umbrage,  checking  the  wild  growth 

Of  weed  and  sapling,  along  soft  green  turf 

Beneath  the  branches,  of  itself  had  made 

A  track,  that  brought  us  to  a  slip  of  lawn, 

And  a  small  bed  of  water  in  the  woods. 

All  round  this  pool  both  flocks  and  herds  might  drinV 

On  its  firm  margin,  even  as  from  a  Well, 

Or  some  Stone-basin  which  the  Herdsman's  hand 

Had  shaped  for  their  refreshment ;  nor  did  sun, 

Or  wind  from  any  quarter,  ever  come. 

But  as  a  blessing,  to  this  calm  recess, 

This  glade  of  water  and  this  one  green  field. 

The  spot  was  made  by  Nature  for  herself; 

The  travellers  know  it  not,  and  *t  will  remain 

Unknown  to  them :  but  it  is  beautiful ; 

And  if  a  man  should  plant  his  cottage  near, 

Should  sleep  beneath  the  shelter  of  its  trees^ 

And  blend  its  waters  with  his  daily  meal. 

He  would  so  love  it,  that  in  his  death  hour 

Its  image  would  survive  among  his  thoughts : 

And  therefore,  my  sweet  Mart,  this  still  Nook 

With  all  its  beeches^  we  have  named  firom  Yoo 


VL 

WHm,  to  the  attractions  of  the  bosy  World, 
Preferring  studious  leisure,  I  had  choaen 
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■l  Vale. 

L  w'cok  to  week, 
c  roftd,  were  elo^gpd 
ow.     Upon  a  hill 
ICotlage,  etsDrls 

Kth  Uio  roof 
Boiatrsl  place 

bered  Soor. 
nhnllow  mow, 
lof  visible  earthi 

f  WHS  I  loth 

ftoppice  Birds 
p  nipping  bladt, 
I  beech-tree  grew 

n  the  fork 
I  a  ihruoh'a  ncsl ; 
Ausljr  built 
Hi  the  sround 

n  that  houee 
■iDflc  ihcir  home 
nmcr  Inns 
id  onenlimeB, 
some  mounlain- flock, 
h  BU9piciouB  slare, 
I  of  llie  grove. — 
Imnde  their  final  atanil, 
I  fears  —  the  fenr 
Full  rnnny  an  hour 
e  the  trees 
|,  anil  had  tliriven 


h  storm  relaxed, 

—  and  priced, 
I  that  calm  receiis. 

pilial  Spring  relumed 
|rilure.     Other  haunts 
e  bright  April  day, 
f  plorc  of  noon 
c  I  found 
ween  the  trcci>, 

|at  I  flood 

d  have  sought  in  vain 
To  abide. 


0  path  —  begun, 
Jody  groi'e, 
lu;H>n  my  mind 

aU.irrd. 


He  had  Burvcyed  it  with  &  finer  eye, 

A  heart  more  wakeful ;  and  liod  worn  the  track 

By  pacing  here,  unwearied  and  alone. 

Id  tiiflt  habitual  rcetlcssness  of  fool 

With  which  the  Sailor  measures  o'er  and  o'er  ' 

His  abort  domain  upon  the  vetsel's  deck. 

While  fllie  is  travelling  through  the  dtcuj  tea. 

When  Ihou  hsdet  quitted  Eothwaite'a  pleuuit  ititx% 

And  taken  thy  first  leave  of  those  green  hiU» 

And  rocks  that  were  the  play-ground  of  thy  Yoal 

Year  (oilowcd  year,  my  Brother !  and  we  two^ 

Converging  not,  knew  little  in  what  oiouM 

Each  other's  minds  were  faahioned ;  and  4t  lengt' 

\Vhen  once  again  we  met  in  Graimere  Vale, 

Betwoeu  ua  there  was  liltJe  other  bond 

Thon  cornwon  feelings  of  fraternal  lose. 

But  thou,  a  School-boy,  to  the  fen  hadst  curied 

Undying  recollections  i  Nature  Iheie 

Was  with  ihee  ;  she,  who  loved  us  both,  ahe  atill 

AVas  with  thee;  and  even  »>  didst  thou  become 

A  lilenl  Poel ;  from  iJie  eolilude 

Of  the  vast  eea  didst  bring  a  watchful  beut 

Still  coiichant,  an  ineviinble  ear. 

And  an  eye  practised  like  a  blind  man's  touch. 

—  Back  l«  the  joyless  Ocean  tliou  art  gone; 

Nor  from  this  vestige  of  thy  musing  hoiira 

Could  I  withhold  thy  honoured  name,  and  Dow 

1  love  tJie  fir-grove  with  a  perfect  love. 

Thitbcr  do  I  withdraw  when  cloudless  euim 

Shine  hot,  or  wind  blows  troubleiome  nod  Mroog: 

And  tlicre  I  sit  at  evening,  when  the  steep 

Of  Silver-liDW,  and  Grastnere's  peaceful  Lake, 

And  one  green  taland,  gloom  between  the  sterna 

Of  the  dark  firs,  a  visionary  scene '. 

And,  while  I  gaie  upon  ilie  epectacle 

Of  clouded  splendour,  on  this  dream-like  sight 

Of  Holcmn  loveliness,  I  tliiuk  on  thee, 

My  Brother,  and  on  all  which  thou  hist  lost. 

Nor  seldom,  if  I  rightly  guess,  while  Thou, 

Muttering  the  verses  which  I  muttered  iirBt 

Among  tlie  mountains,  through  the  midDtght  wuch 

Art  pacing  thoughtfully  tlie  Vessel's  deck 

In  some  far  region,  here,  while  o'er  my  head. 

At  every  impube  of  llie  moving  breeze. 

The  fir-grove  murmura  with  a  sea-like  sound. 

Alone  I  treiid  tliis  path;  —  tbr  aught  I  know, 

Timing  my  steps  to  thine ;  and,  with  a  store 

Of  undistinguishable  synipolhiRE, 

Mingling  most  earnest  wishes  for  the  daj 

When  we,  and  others  whom  we  love,  shall  meet 

A  second  time,  in  Grssmere'g  happy  Vale.* 

■Tliia  wbh  wu  mil  gnuiicd;  Iho  [anieiued  PafNO  DM  kM 
aflor  pcriiOictl  \ij  ihipwreth.  in  diBchorge  of  his  daly  Bi  C"* 
mandur  of  ilie  Ilunoumble  Evl  India  C«ii|<ii>f's  Vaari,  dw 
Eail  of  Abergavenny. 


r\ 


[wni  II  jutting  ridge,  around  whoae  base 
our  deep  vale,  two  heatli-clHi3  rocks  ascend 

>v,-shtp,  the  loftiest  of  tlie  peit 
to  no  ambitious  beight;  ;et  both, 

kke  aud  streatn,  mountain  and  flowery  meid, 

ing  prospects  fair  be  humao  eyea 

leheld.     Up-led  with  mutual  help, 

;  w  other  brow  of  those  twin  peaks 

two  adventuroua  Bistere  wont  to  climb, 

ok  DO  note  of  the  hour  while  thence  thej  gated, 

laomiog  heath  their  couch,  gazed,  side  b;  aide, 

edilem  adcnintioa     I.  a  wilnese 


And  frcnuent  sharer  of  their  i 

VVith  thankflil  heart,  to  eitJiei   ,;nuieiiuo 

Gave  the  baptifimal  name  eacii  sister 

Now  are  tlioy  parted,  tsr  as  death'a  i. 

Hath  power  to  part  the  Spirits  of  those  ni.-  •»■« 

Ab  they  did  love.    Ye  kindred  pinnacles  — 

Tliat,  while  the  gcaerationa  of  mankind 

Follow  each  other  to  their  hiding-plnce 

me's  abyss,  are  privileged  to  endure 
Beautifiil  in  yourselves,  and  richly  graced 
With  like  command  of  beauty— ^nt  your  aid 
Far  Makt's  humble,  Stain's  silent,  claim. 
That  their  pure>Dy  in  nature  may  survive 
From  age  to  age  b  blcuded  memory. 


r^ 
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ORNIMQ  EXERCISE. 

ids  the  putimet  of  the  g1ad« 
wed  m  waywmrd  dart  to  throw ; 
■dowi  after  thingi  not  fladf 
armlea  fields  with  signs  of  woe; 
tajr*  a  simple  fixest  cry 
ho  of  Blanks  misety. 

■  croak  of  death;  and  when  the  owl 
roiees  lor  a  fiivoorite  strain  — 
-«Aoo  /  the  unmspecting  fowl 
taap^  or  seems  bat  to  complain : 
Id  harass  and  annoy, 
ert  the  evidence  of  joy. 

rder  wilds  where  naked  Indians  stray, 
tes  attest  her  subtle  skill ; 
isk-master  cries,  **  Woaa  awat  !** 
entMO,  ••  Whip  foob  Wilih*'* 
pirit  of  a  toil-worn  slave, 
life,  not  qaiet  in  the  grave ! 

er?  at  her  bidding  ancient  lays 

)  griefr  the  voice  of  Philomel ; 

netngcr  of  summer  days, 

vittered  subject  to  like  spell ; 

Fkncy  bend  the  buoyant  lark 

enrice — hark!  Ohark! 

•  upon  the  dewy  lawn, 

bead  tliat  evening  bowed ; 

^ater  star  of  dawn, 

kling  near  yon  rosy  cloud ; 

with  music,  vocal  spark ; 

at  sprang  out  of  the  ark ! 

II  kinds!  —  Supremely  skilled 
balance,  high  with  low, 
00  free  her  hopes  to  build 
B  the  deep  may  show ; 
eked  by  earthly  tics, 
Qg  Burd  of  Paradise. 

as  lightning,  the  meek  dove ; 
coociled  in  thee ; 
-nward  eye  of  love, 
so  free; 

3  rejoice 

er-wearied  voice ! 

'erings  in  South  America. 

i 


To  the  last  point  of  visbo,  and  beyond. 
Mount,  daring  warbler !  —  that  love-promptec 
fTwizt  thee  and  thine  a  never-&iling  bond) 
Thrills  not  the  less  the  bosom  of  the  plain: 
Yet  might*st  thou  seem,  proud  privilege !  to  sii 
All  independent  of  the  leafy  spring. 

How  would  it  please  old  ocean  to  partake^ 
With  sailors  longing  for  a  fareeie  m  vain. 
The  harmony  thy  notes  roost  gladly  make 
Where  earth  resembles  roost  his  own  domain! 
Urania's  self  might  welcome  with  pleased  ear 
These  matins  mounting  towards  her  native  sphen 

Chanter  by  heaven  attracted,  whom  no  bars 
To  day-light  known  deter  fhnn  that  pursuit, 
T  is  well  that  some  sage  instinct,  wien  the  stars 
Come  forth  at  evening,  keeps  thee  stfl]  and  mntoi 
For  not  an  eyelid  could  to  sleep  indme 
Wert  thou  among  them,  singing  as  they  shine  I 


TO  THE  DAISY. 

Herf  divine  skill  taught  me  this^ 

That  from  every  thing  I  saw 

I  could  some  instruction  draw. 

And  raise  pleasure  t»  the  height 

Through  the  meanest  object*s  sight. 

By  the  murmur  of  a  spring. 

Or  the  least  bough*8  rustelling; 

By  a  daisy  whose  leaves  spread 

Shut  when  Titan  goes  to  bed; 

Or  a  shady  bush  or  tree; 

She  could  more  infuse  in  me 

Than  all  nature^s  beauties  can 

In  some  other  wiser  man."      G.  Wmno^ 


In  youth  from  rock  to  rock  I  went. 
From  hill  to  hill  in  discontent 
Of  pleasure  high  and  turbulent. 

Most  pleased  when  roost  uneasy; 
But  now  my  own  delights  I  make, — 
My  thirst  at  every  rill  can  riake. 
And  gladly  Nature's  love  partake 

Of  thee,  sweet  Daisy ! 

When  Winter  decks  his  few  gray  hairs, 
Thee  in  the  scanty  wreath  he  wears; 
Spring  parts  the  clouds  with  softest  airsb 
That  she  may  sun  thee; 


t  His  mase. 
I2« 
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Whole  summer  fields  are  thine  by  right; 
And  Autumn,  melancholy  Wight! 
Doth  in  thy  crimson  head  delight 
When  rains  are  on  thee. 

In  shoals  and  hands,  a  morrice  train, 
Thou  greetest  the  Traveller  in  the  lane; 
If  welcome  thou  countest  it  gain ; 

Thou  art  not  daunted, 
Nor  carest  if  thou  be  set  at  naught : 
And  oft  alone  in  nooks  remote 
We  meet  thee  like  a  pleasant  thought, 

When  such  are  wanted. 

Be  Violets  in  their  secret  mews 

The  flowers  Uie  wanton  Zephyrs  choose; 

Proud  be  the  Rose,  with  rains  and  dews 

Her  head  impearling; 
Thou  livest  with  less  ambitious  aim, 
Yet  hast  not  gone  without  thy  fame; 
Thou  art  indeed  by  many  a  claim 

The  Poet's  darling. 


'4 


If  to  a  rock  from  rains  he  fly, 
Or,  some  bright  day  of  April  sky, 
Imprisoned  by  hot  sunshine  lie 

Near  the  green  holly, 
And  wearily  at  length  should  fare; 
He  needs  but  look  about,  and  there 
Thou  art! — a  Friend  at  hand,  to  scare 

His  melancholy. 

A  hundred  times,  hf  rock  or  bower. 
Ere  thus  I  have  lain  couched  an  hour, 
Have  I  derived  from  thy  sweet  power 

Some  apprehension; 
Come  steady  love;  some  brief  delight ; 
Some  memory  that  had  taken  flight; 
Some  chime  of  fancy  wrong  or  right; 

Or  stray  invention. 

If  stately  passions  in  me  bum. 

And  one  chance  look  to  Thee  should  tarn, 

I  drink  out  of  an  humbler  urn 

A  lowlier  pleasure; 
The  homely  sympathy  that  heeds 
The  common  life  our  nature  breeds; 
A  wisdom  fitted  to  the  needs 

Of  hearts  at  leisure. 

When,  smitten  by  the  morning  ray, 

I  see  thee  rise,  alert  and  gay. 

Then,  cheerful  Flower!  my  spirits  play 

With  kindred  gladness: 
And  when,  at  dusk,  by  dews  opprest 
Thou  sink'st,  the  image  of  thy  rest 
Hath  often  eased  my  pensive  breast 

Of  careful  atdnesiL 


And  all  day  long  I  number  yet, 
All  seasons  through,  another  debt, 
Which  I,  wherever  thou  art  met, 

To  thee  .am  owing; 
An  instinct  call  it,  a  blind  sense; 
A  happy,  genial  influence. 
Coming  one  knows  not  how,  nor  whei 

Nor  whither  going. 

Child  of  the  year !  that  round  dost  rue 
Thy  course  bold  lover  of  the  sun. 
And  cheerful  when  the  days  begun 

As  morning  Leveret, 
Thy  long-lost  praise*  thou  shalt  regai 
Dear  shalt  thou  be  to  future  men 
As  in  old  time;  —  thou  not  in  vain 

Art  Nature's  favourite. 


A  WHiRL-BLAJBT  from  behind  the  hill 
Rushed  o'er  the  wood  with  startling  a 
Then — all  at  once  the  air  was  still. 
And  showers  of  hail-stones  pattered  re 
Where  leafless  Oaks  towered  high  aN 
I  sat  within  an  undergrove 
Of  tallest  hollies,  tall  and  greon ; 
A  fairer  bower  v^ras  never  seen. 
From  year  to  year  the  spacious  floor 
With  withered  leaves  is  covered  o'er. 
And  all  the  year  the  bower  is  green. 
But  see!  where'er  the  hail-stones  drop 
The  withered  leaves  all  skip  and  hop 
There 's  not  a  breeze  —  no  breath  of  air 
Yet  here,  and  there,  and  everywhere 
Along  the  floor,  beneath  the  shade 
By  those  embowering  hollies  made. 
The  leaves  in  myriads  jump  and  spring 
As  if  with  pipes  and  music  rare 
Some  Robin  Good-fellow  were  there. 
And  all  those  leaves,  in  festive  glee. 
Were  dancing  to  the  minstrelsy. 


THE  GREEN  LINNET. 

Beneath  these  fruit  tree  boughs  that  sh 
Their  snow-white  blossoms  on  my  head« 
With  brightest  sunshine' round  me  spret 

Of  spring's  unclouded  weather. 
In  this  sequestered  nook  how  sweet 
To  sit  upon  my  Orchard-seat! 
And  birds  and  flowers  once  more  to  gre€ 

My  last  year's  Friends  together. 

One  have  I  marked,  the  happiest  Guest 
In  all  this  covert  of  the  blest: 
Hail  to  Thee,  far  above  the  rest 


*  See,  in  Chaucer  and  the  elder  l^wta,  the  bonoan 
paid  to  this  flower 
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In  jay  of  voice  ftnd  pinion. 
Thou,  Linnet  I  in  thy  giren  array, 
Presiding  Spirit  here  Iixlav, 
Dost  lead  the  levels  of  Ihe  May, 

And  this  \a  Hiy  dominion. 

While  Birds,  and  Botlcrfliea,  and  Flowers, 
Make  all  one  Band  of  Panunourf^ 
Thou,  naging  up  and  down  the  bowers, 

Art  sole  in  thy  employment ; 
A  Life,  a  Presence  like  the  Air, 
Scattering  thy  gludnen  without  cnre. 
Too  Llesl  with  &ny  one  to  pnii', 

Thyself  thy  o' 


Upon  yon  toft  of  liaxel  Ireea, 
That  twinkle  to  tlie  gusty  breeze. 
Behold  him  perched  in  ocslaaies. 

Yet  seeming  still  to  hover ; 
There!  where  the  Gutter  of  hia  wings 
Upon  tiia  back  and  body  fliDgs 
Shadows  and  sunny  glimmerings 

That  cover  him  all  over. 

My  dazziod  sight  the  Bird  deceives, 
A  Brother  of  the  dancing  Leaves; 
Then  Sits,  and  from  the  Cottage  eaves 

Ponis  liirth  his  song  in  gushes; 
Ab  if  b;  that  exulting  Etrain 
He  mocked  and  treated  with  disdain 
The  voicelere  Form  he  chose  to  feign, 

Wliilo  fluttering  in  the  bushes. 


THE  CONTRAaT. 

THE   l-ARROT   ASD  THE   WREN. 

I. 
Wrsin  her  gilded  cage  confined, 
'  »v  a  dazzling  Belle, 
A  Parrot  of  that  famous  kind 
Wlioee  name  is  No.v-p*REn. 

Like  beads  of  glossy  jet  her  eyes; 
And,  nnoothcd  by  Nature's  skill. 
With  pearl  or  gleaming  agate  vies 
Hfr  finely-curved  bill. 

Her  plumy  Mantle's  living  hoes 
la  mam  oppoecd  to  mass, 
Uulehjue  the  splendour  tiiat  imbues 
Tlie  roiivs  of  pictured  glafs. 

Aui,  Boota  to  say,  an  aptcr  Mate 
Did  never  tempt  the  choice 
Of  f«athere<d  Thing  most  delicate 
In  figure  aod  in  voice. 


But,  exiled  from  Ail 
And  singleness  her  1 
She  trills  her  song  t 
Or  mocks  each  cosui     i 

No  more  of  pity  for  _^ 

With  which  she  mo;  ml 

Now  but  in  wantonni 

Or  Bpite,  if  cause  be 

Arch,  volatile,  a  sportive  Bird  , 

By  social  glee  inspired ; 

AmbiiiDus  to  be  seen  or  heatj, 

And  pleased  to  bo  admired  t 

n. 

This  moss-lined  shed,  green,  soft,  and  dry. 
Harbours  a  self-contented  Wren, 
Not  shunning  man's  abode,  lliougl 
Almost  as  tliought  itself,  of  huinuri  n^,. 

Strange  places  coverts  unendei 

Siic  never  tried;  the  very  ne!  ^j^ 

In  which  this  Child  of  Spring 

Is  warmed,  tliro'  winter,  by  hor .. 

To  the  bleak  winds  she  sometimes  give*  '  ri^l 
A  slender  unexpected  strain;  laijl 

That  tells  the  HermitesE  still  lives,  .  -m. 

Thotigh  she  appear  not,  and  be  sought  in  mW 

Say,  Dora !  tell  nie  by  yon  placid  Moon, 

If  called  to  clioose  between  the  fnvtiured  pair. 

Which  would  you  be,  —  the  Bird  of  the  Saloon, 

By  Lady  fingers  tended  with  nice  care, 

Care,''3ed,  applauded,  upon  dainties  fed. 

Or  Nature's  Dakklum  of  diis  mossy  Slied? 


TO  THE  SMALL  CELANPrNE.' 

PtNsiES,  J. i lies,  Kingcups,  Daisies, 
Let  them  live  upon  their  praises; 
Long  as  there's  a  sun  that  sets. 
Primroses  will  have  their  glory ; 
Long  ae  lliere  are  Violets, 
They  will  have  a  place  in  story : 
There's  a  fiower  that  shall  be  mine. 
'Tig  the  little  Celandine. 

Eyes  of  some  men  travel  far 
For  the  finding  of  a  star; 
Up  and  down  the  heavens  they  go, 
Men  that  keep  a  mighty  rout! 
1  'm  as  great  as  they,  I  trow. 
Since  the  day  I  found  thee  out, 
Ijtllc  flower!  —  I'll  make  a  stir, 
Likn  a  g^Kit  Aslrotiomer. 

'Camaoa  Pilewcn 
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Modest,  yet  withal  an  Elf 
Bold,  and  lavish  of  thyself; 
Since  we  needs  must  first  have  met 
I  have  seen  thee,  high  and  low, 
Thirty  years  or  more,  and  yet 
Twas  a  fiice  I  did  not  know; 
Thou  hast  now,  go  where  I  may. 
Fifty  greetings  in  a  day. 

Ere  a  leaf  is  on  a  bush, 
In  the  time  before  the  Thrush 
Has  a  thought  about  her  nest, 
Tliou  wilt  come  with  half  a  call, 
Spreading  out  thy  glossy  breast 
Like  a  careless  Prodigal; 
Telling  tales  about  the  sud. 
When  we've  little  warmth  or  none. 

Poets,  vain  men  in  their  mood! 
Travel  with  the  multitude; 
Never  heod  them;  I  aver 
That  they  are  all  wanton  Wooers; 
But  the  thrifty  Cottager, 
Who  stirs  little  out  of  doors, 
Joys  to  spy  thee  near  her  home; 
Spring  is  coming.  Thou  art  come! 

Comfort  have  thou  of  thy  merit. 
Kindly,  unassuming  Spirit! 
Careless  of  thy  neighbourhood. 
Thou  dost  show  thy  pleasant  &ce 
On  the  moor,  and  in  the  wood. 
In  the  lane  —  there  *s  not  a  place. 
Howsoever  mean  it  be. 
But  'tis  good  enough  for  thee. 

Ill  befall  the  yellow  Flowers, 
Children  of  the  flaring  hours ! 
Buttercups,  that  will  be  seen, 
Whether  we  will  see  or  no; 
Others,  too,  of  lofty  mien ; 
They  have  done  as  worldlings  do, 
Taken  praise  that  should  be  thine^ 
Little,  humble  Celandine! 

Prophet  of  delight  and  mirth, 
Ill-requited  upon  earth; 
Herald  of  a  mighty  band, 
Of  a  joyous  train  ensuing. 
Serving  at  my  heart's  command, 
Taska  that  are  no  tasks  renewing, 
I  will  sing  as  doth  behove, 
Hymna  in  praise  of  what  I  love ! 


TO  THE  SAME  FLOWER. 


pLEABVBtsm  nowly  found  are  sweet 
Whea  th^y  He  about  our  feet: 
February     last,  my  heart 
First  at  ssi^t  of  thee  was  glad ; 
All  do/io^Td  of  18  thou  art, 
Tboa  nnuKQt  needs,  I  think,  have  had. 


Celandine !  and  long  ago, 
Praise  of  which  I  nothing  know. 

I  have  not  a  doubt  but  he. 
Whosoe'er  the  man  might  be. 
Who  the  first  with  pointed  rays 
(Workmen  worthy  to  be  sainted^ 
Set  the  sign-board  in  a  blaze, 
When  the  rising  sun  he  painted. 
Took  the  fancy  from  a  glance 
At  thy  glittering  countenanca 

Soon  as  gentle  breezes  bring 
News  of  winter's  vanishing. 
And  the  children  build  their  bowert 
Slicking  'kerchief-plots  of  mould 
All  about  with  full-blown  flowers, 
Thick  as  sheep  in  shepherd's  fold. 
With  the  proudest  thou  art  there, 
Mantling  in  the  tiny  square. 

Often  have  I  sighed  to  measure 
By  myself  a  lonely  pleasure. 
Sighed  to  think,  I  read  a  book 
Only  read,  perhaps,  by  me; 
Yet  I  long  could  overlook 
Thy  bright  coronet  and  Thee, 
And  thy  arch  and  wily  ways. 
And  thy  store  of  other  praise. 

Blithe  of  heart  from  week  to  week 
Thou  dost  play  at  hide-and-seek; 
While  the  patient  primrose  sits 
Like  a  Beggar  in  the  cold. 
Thou,  a  Flower  of  wiser  wits, 
Slip'st  into  thy  sheltering  hold ; 
Liveliest  of  the  vernal  train 
When  ye  all  are  out  again. 

Drawn  by  what  peculiar  spell. 
By  what  charm  of  sight  or  smell. 
Does  the  dim-eyed  curious  Bee, 
Labouring  for  her  waxen  cells. 
Fondly  settle  upon  Thee, 
Prized  above  all  buds  and  bells 
Opening  daily  at  thy  side. 
By  the  season  multiplied  1 

Thou  art  not  beyond  the  moon. 
But  a  thing  "beneath  our  shoon:** 
Let  the  bold  Discoverer  thrid 
In  his  bark  the  polar  sea; 
Rear  who  will  a  pyramid; 
Praise  it  is  enough  for  me. 
If  there  be  but  three  or  four 
Who  will  love  my  little  Floweir, 


THE  WATERFALL  AND  THEl     :! 

"Begone,  thou  fond  presumptuovt^ 
Exclaimed  an  angry  Voice, 
"  Nor  dare  to  trust  thy  foo\\a\i 
Between  me  and  my  choice  ."** 


A  tniall  CaacRiJe  tresli  £woln  with  aaowt 
Hdi  ihreatened  a  poor  Briu-rwe, 
Till,  *ll  beepattcred  wiUi  Lis  Toajn, 
AdiI  (luiciog  high  and  dancing  low, 
Viv  ining,  as  a  cliili]  might  kociw. 
In  in  unhoppjr  home. 

*  l>Et  thou  preEiune  mj  course  to  block  ? 

OS  off!  w,  puoy  Thbg! 

I'll  hurl  Ihee  headlong  with  the  roch 

To  which  thy  fibres  ciing." 

Tk  Flood  wtiB  tyraonous  and  atrong ; 

ne  pMienl  Briar  eulfered  long, 

Hvdid  ho  oiler  groan  or  aigh, 

Hcpag  the  dnn^r  would  be  paet: 

Bu.  Nping  no  relief,  at  last 

Hrvmiutcd  lo  reply. 

'AhT  nid  llio  Briar,  "blame  niu  not; 

Wliy  Aouli'  we  dwell  in  iUife  1 

VTc  who  in  this  sequesterMl  spot 

Ihicii  lirpd  a  happy  life! 

Via  itirre'l  me  on  my  rocky  bed  — 

VTkt  pivunte  Ihrough  my  veins  yoa  spread! 

TbF  Summer  long,  from  day  to  dny, 

y.j  Intea  yoa  freabened  and  bedewed ; 

\tvas  it  cmnrnoQ  gratitude 

Ttal  did  fooT  cores  repoy. 

'HW  Spring  came  on  with  bud  and  bell. 
tnung  ibwe  r  .•cka  did  I 
idbn  roa  hang  my  wreatli9,  to  tell 
rbu  gentle  days  were  nigh  1 
And  ID  the  aullry  summer  hour^ 
'AtllCTed  you  with  leaves  and  Howets; 
W  io  my  leaves  —  now  shed  and  gone, 
rht  Linnet  lodged,  and  fur  os  two 
''^ted  bis  pretty  songs,  when  Yon 
'hd  little  voice  or  none. 

'Bui  DOW  proud  Ihoughlfl  are  in  your  bre&st- 

What  grief  is  mine  you  see. 

■^'.  wwild  you  tbirk,  even  yet  how  blest 

Tofsiher  w"  night  be ! 
Tlwijh  of  b-.'Ji  leaf  and  flower  bereft, 
Suae  ornvi.nta  to  me  are  left — 
iiA  Norf.  ct  scarlet  hips  is  mine, 
With  vhich  I,  'r  my  humble  way, 
Would  deck  yoti  many  a  winter's  day, 
A  happy  Eglantine  1" 

A^t  more  he  said  I  cannot  tell, 
lit  Torrent  thundered  down  the  dell 
ffitJi  aggravated  haste ; 
1  littened.  nor  aught  else  cniild  hear  ; 
Tjif  Eriai  quaked — and  much  I  fcor 
Tiar  BTCCi'.ta  iwere  his  last 


THE  OAK  AI 


Hu  simple  truths  did  ABdrff 

Beside  the  babbling  rills ; 

A  careful  student  ha  bod  benn 

Among  the  woods  and  hills. 

One  winter's  night,  when  through  L 

The  wind  was  roaring,  on  hia  knees 

His  youngest  bom  did  Andrew  hold : 

And  while  the  rest,  a  ruddy  quire. 

Were  sealed  round  their  blazing  fiie. 

This  Tate  Iho  Shepherd  told. 

"  I  saw  a  crag,  a  lofty  stone  '  ' 

As  ever  tempest  bent !  "" 

Out  of  its  head  an  Oak  had  grown, 

A  Broom  out  of  its  feet 

The  lima  was  March,  a  cheerHil  noim  — 

The  thaw-wind,  with  the  breath  of  June, 

Breathed  gently  from  the  warm  south-wwt: 

When,  in  a  voice  sedate  with  age, 

This  Oak,  a  giant  and  a  sage. 

His  neighbour  thus  addressed:  — 

■  Eight  wef.ry  weeks,  through  rock  and  clay, 

Along  this  mountain's  edge, 

The  Frost  hath  wrought  both  ni^bt  and  day. 

Wedge  driving  after  wedge, 

lyxik  up!  and  think,  above  your  head 

What  trouble,  surely,  will  be  brfid  ; 

Ijst  night  I  heard  o  crash — 'tis  Inie, 

The  splinters  took  another  rood- 

I  see  them  yonder  —  wluit  a  load 
Por  such  a  Thing  aa  you  1 

You  are  preparing,  as  before, 

To  deck  your  slender  shape; 

And  yet,  just  three  years  back — no  more  — 

You  had  a  strange  escape. 

Down  from  yon  cliff  a  ftngment  broke; 

II  thundered  down,  with  lire  and  sinobe. 
And  hilherward  pursued  its  way : 

This  ponderous  Block  was  caught  by  mo, 
And  o'er  your  head,  as  yoa  may  see, 
'T  is  hanging  to  this  day '. 

The  Thing  had  better  been  asleep. 

Whatever  thing  it  were. 

Or  Breeze,  or  Binl,  or  Dog,  or  Sheep, 

That  first  did  plant  you  tliere. 

For  yoo  and  your  green  twigs  decoy 

The  litlte  witless  Shepherd-boy 

To  come  and  slumber  in  your  bower ; 

And,  trust  me,  on  some  sultry  noon, 

Both  you  and  he.  Heaven  knowa  how  soon  t 

Will  perish  in  one  hour. 
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From  me  this  friendly  warning  take* — 

The  Broom  began  to  doze, 

And  thus,  to  keep  herself  awake, 

Did  gently  interpose : 

'  My  thanks  for  your  discourse  are  due ; 

That  more  than  wliat  you  say  is  true, 

I  know,  and  I  have  known  it  long; 

Frail  is  the  bond  by  which  we  hold 

Our  being,  whether  young  or  old. 

Wise,  foolish,  weak,  or  strong. 

Disasters,  do  the  best  we  can. 
Will  reach  both  great  and  small 

\nd  he  is  ofl  the  wisest  man, 

.Vlio  is  not  wise  at  all. 

For  me,  why  should  I  wish  to  roam  ? 

This  spot  is  my  paternal  home. 

It  is  my  pleasant  heritage; 

My  Father,  many  a  happy  year. 

Here  spread  his  careless  blossoms,  here 

Attained  a  good  old  age. 

Even  such  as  his  may  be  my  lot. 

What  cause  have  I  to  haunt 

My  heart  with  terrors  1   Am  I  not 

In  truth  a  favoured  plant! 

On  me  such  bounty  Summer  pours. 

That  I  am  covered  o'er  with  flowers; 

\nd,  when  the  Frost  is  in  the  sky. 

My  branches  are  so  fresh  and  gay 

liat  you  might  look  at  me,  and  say 

This  plant  can  never  die. 

The  Butterfly,  all  green  and  gold. 
To  me  hath  oflen  flown, 
Here  in  my  Blossoms  to  behold 
Wings  lovely  as  his  own. 
When  grass  is  chill  with  rain  or  dew, 
Beneath  my  shade,  the  mother  Ewe 
Lies  with  her  infant  Lamb;  I  see 
The  love  they  to  each  other  make, 
And  the  sweet  joy,  which  they  partake. 
It  is  a  joy  to  me.' 

Her  voice  was  blithe,  her  heart  was  light; 
The  Broom  might  have  pursued 
Her  speech,  until  the  stars  of  night 
Their  journey  had  renewed ; 
But  in  the  branches  of  the  Oak 
Two  Ravens  now  began  to  croak 
Their  nuptial  song,  a  gladsome  air; 
And  to  her  own  green  bower  the  breeze 
Fhat  instant  brought  two  stripling  Bees 
To  rest,  or  murmur  there. 

One  night,  my  Children !  from  the  North 
There  came  a  furious  blast; 
At  break  of  day  I  ventured  forth. 
And  near  the  Cliff  I  passed. 


The  storm  had  &llen  upoo  tbi 
And  struck  him  with  a  might] 
And  whirled,  and  whirled  him 
And,  in  one  hospitable  cleft, 
The  little  careless  Broom  was 
To  live  for  many  a  day.** 


SONG  FOR  THE  SPINNl 

Founded  upon  a  Belief  prevalent  amoni 

WesUnoreland. 

SwifTLT  turn  the  murmurin 
Night  has  brought  the  welo 
When  the  weary  fingers  fe< 
Help,  as  if  fixnn  faery  powe 
Dewy  night  o'ershades  the 
Turn  the  swifl  wheel  round 

Now,  beneath  the  starry  sk] 
Couch  the  widely-scattered 
Ply  the  pleasant  labour,  ply 
For  the  spindle,  w^hile  they 
Runs  with  speed  more  smoo 
Gathering  up  a  trustier  line 

Short-lived  likings  may  be  i 
By  a  glance  from  fickle  eye 
But  true  love  is  like  the  th 
Which  the  kindly  wool  sup] 
When  the  flocks  are  all  at 
Sleeping  on  the  mountain's 


THE  PvEDBREAST  AND 

Art  thou  the  Bird  whom  Man  '. 

The  pious  Bird  with  the  scarlet 

Our  little  English  Robi: 

The  Bird  that  comes  about  our  ( 

When  Autumn  winds  are  sobbii 

Art  thou  the  Peter  of  Norway  ] 

Their  Thomas  in  Finlai 

And  Russia  far  inland? 

The  Bird,  who  by  some  name  oi 

All  men  who  know  thee  call  th< 

The  Darling  of  Children  and  m 

Could  Father  Adam*  open  his  e 

And  sec  this  sight  beneath  the  f 

HeM  wish  to  close  them  agaii 

If  the  Butterfly  knew  but  his  fr 
Hither  his  flight  he  would  ben 
And  find  his  way  to  me, 
Under  the  branches  of  the  tree 


•  See  Paradise  Loit,  Bx>k  XL,  where  . 
the  ominout  sipi  of  the  E^le  cVianng 
phime/  and  the  gentle  Hart  and  Hind  i 


Ill  lod  out,  he  d&rKi  about ; 
Cm  ihia  be  tho  Bird,  to  man  so  good, 
UbI,  after  their  bewildering, 
Cciered  with  leaves  the  litllo  children. 
So  peintully  in  the  wood  \ 

ffba  ailed  thee,  RoI)in,  Uiat  tiiou  could'et  pursue 

A  beautiful  Creature, 
Tbit  is  gentle  by  nolure ! 
Biwolh  tiie  summer  eky 
Fm  Sower  lo  tlowei  let  him  fiy ; 
To  ill  that  he  wishes  to  do. 
Tin  Cheeret  Thoo  of  our  in-door  sadnoaa. 
He  is  Ifae  Friend  of  our  summer  gladness: 
Vrtut  hinders,  then,  that  ye  should  be 
Pkrialcs  in  the  sunny  weather. 
And  %  about  in  the  air  together! 
Kj  Wi'tifiil  wings  b  crimson  are  drest, 
ti  nJnnm  as  bright  as  thine  own : 
Viiam  itonld'st  be  happy  in  thy  nest, 
I)  pm  Bird !  whom  man  loves  best, 
Lxe  lum  or  leave  him  atone  1 


THE  KITTKN 


THE  FALLING   LEAVES. 

l^iT  way  look,  my  Inftnt,  lo ! 

Wat  a  pretty  baby  Ehow  ! 

Set  the  Kitten  on  the  Wall, 

Spntiof  with  the  leaves  that  fall, 

Wjihered  leaves — one  —  two — and  three— 

ftra  the  lofty  Elder-lree  I 

IVou^  the  calm  and  frosty  air, 

Wihia  morning  bright  and  6ir, 

Eddying  round  and  round  they  sink 

SoAly,  dowly :  one  might  think, 

ftan  the  motions  that  are  made, 

Etery  little  leaf  conveyed 

Sjlph  or  Faery  hitlier  lending,  — 

To  thii  lower  world  desceodiog, 

wb  invisible  and  mute, 

1»  bit  wavering  parachute. 

" — Bnt  the  Kitten,  how  she  starts, 

'Anodes,  stretches,  paws,  and  darts! 

fint  at  one,  and  then  its  fellow 

Im  t»  light  and  just  as  yellow ; 

^W  are  many  now — now  one  — 

Now  they  stop  and  there  are  none; 

Whu  intenaeneee  of  desire 

la  ber  upward  eye  of  fire ! 

^ilb  a  tiger-leap  half  way 

Sow  Ae  mefcts  the  coming  prey, 

Isti  it  go  as  faat,  and  then 

Bit  it  in  her  power  again : 


V  she  works  wit 
Like  an  Indian  Coi\ 
Quick  as  he  in  feal 
Far  beyond  in  joy  t      leari. 
Were  her  antics  pliijcd  in  tlh. 
Of  a  tliousand  Stnuders-hy,  — 

Clapping  hsTiils  with  sliout  and  stat^ 
What  would  little  Tabby  care 
For  Uie  plaudits  of  the  Crowd? 
Over  happy  lo  be  proud, 
Over  wealthy  in  the  treasure 
Of  her  own  eJiceeding  pleasure  t 

'T  is  a  pretty  Baby-treat  i 
Nor,  I  deem,  (or  me  unmeet; 
Here,  tor  neither  Babe  nor  mo, 

Other  Play-mate  can  I  sec 

Of  the  counlieao  living  things. 

That  witli  stir  of  feet  and  wings 

(la  the  sun  or  under  shade, 

Upon  bnugh  or  graasy  blade) 

And  with  busy  revellings, 

Chirp  and  song,  and  murmuringi^ 

Made  this  Orchard's  narrow  space. 

And  this  Vale  eo  blithe  a  place; 

Multitudes  are  swept  away, 

Never  more  to  bruithe  the  day: 

Some  are  sleeping;  eoaio  in  Bands 

Travelled  into  distant  Lands; 

Others  slunk  to  moor  and  wood. 

Par  from  human  neiglibourhood ; 

An.!,  onioiig  the  Kinds  that  keep 

With  us  closer  fellowship. 

With  us  openly  abide, 

All  have  laid  their  mirth  asid& 

—  Where  is  he  tnat  giddy  SpniH, 

Blue  cap,  with  his  colours  bright, 

Who  was  blest  as  bird  could  be. 

Feeding  in  the  apple-tree; 

Made  such  wanton  spoil  and  rout, 

Turning  b!o69oma  inside  out; 

Hung  witli  head  towards  the  ground, 

Fluttered,  perched,  into  a  round 

Bound  himselC  and  then  unbound; 

Lithest,  gaudiest  Harlequin ! 

Prettiest  Tumbler  ever  seen! 

Light  of  heart  and  light  of  limb; 

What  is  now  become  of  Him  1 

Lambs,  that  through  the  mountains  wei 

Frisking,  bleating  merriment. 

When  the  year  was  in  its  prime. 

They  are  sobered  by  this  time. 

If  you  look  to  vale  or  lull. 

If  you  listen,  a'l.  Is  still, 

Save  a  tittle  neighbouring  Rill, 

That  (him  out  the  rocky  ground 

Strikes  a  solitary  sound. 
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Vainly  glitter  hill  and  plain, 
And  the  air  is  calm  in  vain; 
Vainly  Morning  spreads  the  lure 
Of  a  sky  serene  and  pure ; 
Creature  none  can  she  decoy 
Into  open  sign  of  joy  : 
Is  it  that  they  have  a  fear 
Of  the  dreary  season  near  1 
Or  that  other  pleasures  be 
Sweeter  even  than  gaiety  1 

Yet,  whate*er  enjoyments  dwell 

In  the  impenetrable  cell 

Of  the  silent  heart  which  Nature 

Furnishes  to  every  Creature; 

Whatsoever  we  feel  and  know 

Too  sedate  for  outward  show, 

Such  a  light  of  gladness  breaks, 

Pretty  Kitten!  from  thy  freaks, — 

Spreads  with  such  a  living  grace 

O'er  my  little  Laura's  face; 

Yes,  the  sight  so  stirs  and  charms 

Thee,  Baby,  laughmg  in  my  arms, 

That  almost  I  could  repine 

That  your  transports  are  not  mine, 

That  I  do  not  wholly  &re 

Even  as  ye  do,  thoughtless  Pair! 

And  I  will  have  my  careless  season 

Spite  of  melancholy  reason, 

Will  walk  through  life  in  such  a  way 

That,  when  time  brings  on  decay. 

Now  and  then  I  may  possess 

Hours  of  perfect  gladsomeness. 

—  Pleased  by  any  random  toy ; 

By  a  Kitten's  busy  joy, 

Or  an  Infant's  laughing  eye 

Sharing  in  the  ecstasy; 

I  would  fare  like  that  or  this. 

Find  my  wisdom  in  my  bliss; 

Keep  the  sprightly  soul  awake. 

And  have  faculties  to  take. 

Even  from  things  by  sorrow  wrought. 

Matter  for  a  jocund  thought, 

Spite  of  care,  and  spite  of  grief. 

To  gambol  with  Life's  filing  Iieaf. 


A  FLOWER  GARDEN. 

Tkll  me,  ye  Zephyrs !  that  unfold. 

While  fluttering  o'er  this  gay  Recess, 

Pinions  that  fiinned  the  teeming  mould 

Of  Eden's  bliBsful  wilderness. 

Did  only  softly-stealing  Hours 

There  close  the  peaceful  lives  of  flowers  1 


Say,  when  the  moving  Creaturee  s 
All  kinds  commingled  without  fear, 
Prevailed  a  like  indulgent  law 
For  the  still  Growths  that  prosper 
Did  wanton  F^wn  and  Elid  forbear 
The  half-blown  Rose,  the  Lily  spai 

Or  peeped  they  often  ftom  their  be 
And  prematurely  disappeared. 
Devoured  like  pleasure  ere  it  sprei 
A  bosom  to  the  Sun  endeared? 
If  such  their  harsh  untimely  doom, 
It  fiills  not  here  on  bud  or  bloom. 

All  Summer  long  the  happy  Eve 
Of  this  fair  Spot  her  flowers  may  I 
Nor  e'er,  with  rufllcd  fancy,  grieve 
From  the  next  glance  she  casts,  tc 
That  love  for  little  Things  by  Fate 
Is  rendered  vain  as  love  for  great 

Yet,  where  the  guardian  Fence  is 
So  subtly  is  the  eye  beguiled 
It  sees  not  nor  suspects  a  Bound, 
No  more  than  in  some  forest  wiid ; 
Free  as  the  light  in  semblance  —  c 
Only  by  art  in  nature  lost 

And,  though  the  jealous  turf  refuse 
By  random  fbotsteps  to  be  prest. 
And  feeds  on  never-sullied  dews, 
Ye,  gentle  breezes  from  the  West, 
With  all  the  ministers  of  Hope, 
Are  tempted  to  this  sunny  slope ! 

And  hither  throngs  of  birds  resort ; 
Some,  inmates  lodged  in  shady  nest 
Some,  perched  on  stems  of  stately 
That  nod  to  welcome  transient  gae 
While  Hare  and  Leveret,  seen  at 
Appear  not  more  shut  out  than  Uk 

Apt  emblem  (fbr  reproof  of  pride) 
This  delicate  Enclosure  shows 
Of  modest  kindness,  that  would  hid 
The  Arm  protection  she  bestows; 
Of  manners,  like  its  viewless  fence, 
Ensuring  peace  to  innocence. 

Thus  spake  tlie  moral  Muse  —  her 
Abruptly  spreading  to  depart. 
She  left  that  farewell  oflTering, 
Memento  for  some  docile  heart ; 
That  may  respect  the  good  oM  age 
When  Fancy  was  Truth's  willing  P 
And  Truth  would  skim  the  floweiy ; 
Though  entering  but  as  Fancy's  Sh 


POEMS    OF    THE    FANCY. 


TO  THE  DAIBV. 

U'rTH  little  here  to  do  or  Ke 

Of  thin^  that  in  the  great  world  hft, 

Sweet  Daisjr !  oft  1  talk  Co  tite?, 

For  thou  art  worthy, 
Ttiou  unassuming  Cominon-pkce 
Of  ?iatnre,  wilh  that  homely  fiico, 
^nd  yet  with  ■om. thing  of  a  grici;, 

^"hich  IiOTC  makes  foi  thcel 

OA  on  tiie  dappltid  tuif  at  ease 

1  sil,  nnd  play  with  Rmilies, 

hxae  types  of  Thinga  through  sll  degrees. 

Tlioughts  of  tliy  raising; 
\M  many  a  fond  and  idlu  nomo 
I  gite  to  thee,  for  praise  or  blnniB, 
I      Aa  ia  the  humour  of  the  game, 
I  While  I  am  gaiing. 

i 

'      A  Nun  demure,  of  lowly  port; 
I       Or  iprigbtly  Maiden,  of  Lotre'a  Court. 
'       In  liy  Biraplicity  the  sport 
Of  all  temptations ; 
.1  Qncen  in  crown  of  rubies  drest; 
S  Slarveling  in  a  acanly  vest ; 
An  ill.  as  seems  lo  suit  Uiee  beat, 
"nj  oppallatioiig. 

A  little  Cyclopp.  willi  one  eye 

SUring  to  threaten  and  defy, 

Thit  Uwoght  comes  next— and  inslflnlly 

The  freak  in  over, 
T^e  shape  will  ^■aniah,  and  behold 
'.  sitier  Shield  uith  bosa  of  gold, 
n«t  epre-ade  itself,  some  Faery  bold 

In  fight  lo  TOver ! 


I  na  thee  glittering  from  afar; — 
And  then  thou  art  a  pretty  Star^ 
N'm  quite  s>  lair  as  many  are 

In  heaven  above  thee ! 
■^l  like  a  star,  with  glittering  crest, 
Self-poised  in  air  thou  acem'st  lo  rest; 
i/iij  peace  come  never  to  hia  nest, 

Who  shall  reprove  thee' 


8wfl  Flower!  for  by  thai  name  at  lai 
Wbfli  all  my  reveries  are  past. 
'  all  thee,  and  to  that  cleave  faat, 

Sweet  silent  Creature ! 
I'hul  bteath'EI  with  me  in  Eun  and  air, 
Ita  Ihoti,  as  thou  art  wont,  repair 
Uj  heart  with  gladness,  and  a  share 

Of  tbj  meek  nature ! 


TO  THE  Si 

Briort  Rower,  whose  noniE 

A  Pil^im  bold  in  Nature's  care. 

And  oft,  the  long  year  through,  t 

Of  joy  or  Borrow, 
Metliinka  that  tiiere  abides  in  tliee 
Some  concord  with  humanity, 
Given  to  no  other  Flower  I  eee 

The  forest  through ! 

And  wlierelbret  Man  is  soon  d 
A  thoughtless  Thing !  who,  ani-i 
Does  little  on  his  memory  rei 

Or  on  his  reason; 
But  Thou  wouldst  leach  him  how  ti 
A  shelter  under  every  wind, 
A  hope  for  times  tliat  are  unkind 

And  every  season. 

Tbou  wander'st  this  wide  world  about, 

Uncheck*d  by  pride  or  ecrupulous  doubt, 
With  friends  to  greet  ibee,  or  withoui, 

Yet  pleased  and  willmg; 
Meek,  yielding  lo  the  occasion's  call. 
And  all  things  eufiering  from  all, 
Tliy  function  apostolical 

In  peace  fulfilling. 


TO  A  SKY-LARK. 

Uh  with  me]  up  with  me  inla  the  clouds  1 
For  thy  song,  Lark,  is  strong; 

Up  with  me,  up  will)  me  into  the  clouds! 
Singing,  singing, 

With  clouds  and  sky  about  thee  ringing, 
Lift  me,  guide  me  till  I  find 

That  spot  which  seems  so  to  thy  mind  ! 

I  have  walked  through  wildernesses  dreary, 

And  to-day  my  heart  is  weary: 

Had  I  now  the  wings  of  a  Faery, 

Up  to  thee  would  I  fly. 

There's  madness  about  tliee,  and  joy  divine 

In  that  song  of  thine ; 

Lift  me,  guide  me  high  and  high 

To  Ihy  banque tins-place  in  the  sky. 


Ttiou  art  laughing  and  scorning ; 
Thou  hast  a  nest  for  thy  love  and  thy  resl^ 
And,  thongii  little  troubled  with  sloth, 
Drunken  I*rk !  thou  wouldst  lie  loth 
To  bo  such  a  Traveller  dh  I. 
Unppy,  happy  Liver, 

^Vith  a  Boul  as  strong  as  a  mountain  River; 

Poitriiifj  onl  praise  to  the  Almighty  Giver, 

Jny  and  jollity  be  with  us  both! 

13 
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Alas !  my  journey,  rugged  and  uneven, 

Through  prickly  moors  or  dusty  ways  must  wind ; 

But  hearing  thee,  or  others  of  thy  kind, 

As  full  of  gladness  and  as  free  of  heaven, 

I,  with  my  fate  contented,  will  plod  on. 

And  hope  for  higher  raptures  when  Life*s  day  is  done. 


TO   A    SEXTON. 

Let  thy  wheel-barrow  alone — 

Wherefore,  Sexton,  piling  still 

In  thy  Bone-house  bone  on  bone 

T  is  already  like  a  hill 

In  a  field  of  battle  made, 

Where  three  thousand  skulls  are  laid; 

These  died  in  peace  each  with  the  other,- 

Father,  Sister,  Friend,  and  Brother. 

Mark  the  spot  to  which  I  point! 
From  this  platform,  eight  feet  square. 
Take  not  even  a  finger-joint: 
Andrew's  whole  fire-side  is  thera 
Here,  alone,  before  thine  eyes, 
Simon's  sickly  daughter  lies. 
From  weakness  now,  and  pain  defended. 
Whom  he  twenty  winters  tended. 

Look  but  at  the  gardener's  pride  — 

How  he  glories,  when  he  sees 

Roses,  Lilies,  side  by  side, 

Violets  in  &milies! 

By  the  heart  of  Man,  his  tears, 

By  his  hopes  and  by  his  fears. 

Thou,  old  Gray-beard!  art  the  Warden 

Of  a  far  superior  garden. 

Thus  then,  each  to  other  dear, 
T^t  them  all  in  quiet  lie, 
Andrew  there,  and  Susan  here, 
Neighbours  in  mortality. 
And,  should  I  live  through  sun  and  rain 
Seven  widowed  years  without  my  Jane, 
()  Sexton,  do  not  then  remove  her, 
I/et  one  grave  hold  the  lioved  and  Trover ! 


Who  fancied  what  a  pretty  sight 
This  Rock  would  be  if  edged  around 
With  living  Snow-drops  T  circlet  bright ! 
How  glorious  to  this  Orchard-ground ! 
Who  loved  the  little  Rock,  end  set 
Upon  its  head  this  Coronet  ? 

Was  it  the  humour  of  a  Child  1 
Or  rather  of  some  love-sick  Maid, 
Whose  browa,  the  day  that  she  was  styled 
The  Shepherd-que«n,  were  thus  arrayed  ? 


Of  Man  mature,  or  Matron  sage? 
Or  Old-man  toying  with  his  agel 

I  asked  — ^'t  was  whispered,  The  dene  s 
To  each  and  all  might  well  iK/ong : 
It  is  the  Spirit  of  Paradise 
That  prompts  such  work,  a  Spirit  stron 
That  gives  to  all  the  self-same  bent 
Where  life  is  wise  and  innocent 


SONG 
FOR  THE  WANDEUING  JEW. 

Though  the  torrents  from  thei/  foun 
Roar  down  many  a  craggy  steeps 
Yet  they  find  among  the  mountains 
Resting-places  calm  and  deep. 

Clouds  that  love  through  air  to  liai 
Ere  the  storm  its  fury  stills. 
Helmet-like  themselves  will  &sten 
On  the  heads  of  towering  hills. 

What,  if  through  the  frozen  centre 
Of  the  Alps  the  Chamois  bound. 
Yet  he  has  a  home  to  enter 
In  some  nook  of  chosen  ground. 

If  on  windy  days  the  Raven 
Gambol  like  a  dimming  skiff^ 
Not  the  less  she  loves  her  haven 
In  the  bosom  of  the  cliff. 

Though  the  Sea-horse  in  the  Ocei 
Own  no  dear  domestic  cave. 
Yet  he  slumbers — by  the  motion 
Rocked  of  many  a  gentle  wave. 

The  fleet  Ostrich,  till  day  closes, 
Vagrant  over  Desert  sands. 
Brooding  on  her  eggs  reposes 
When  chill  night  that  care  demai 

Day  and  night  my  toils  rodouUe, 
Never  nearer  to  the  goal ; 
Night  and  day,  I  feel  the  trouble 
Of  the  Wanderer  in  my  soul. 


THE  SEVEN  SISTERS; 

OR, 

THE   SOLITUDE   OF   BINNOI 

Seven  Daughters  had  Lord  ArchibaJ 
All  Children  of  one  Mother: 
I  could  not  say  in  one  short  day 
What  love  they  bore  each  other. 
A  Garland  of  Seven  Lilies  wrought 
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Semt  Sjstera  that  to^eUier  dwell ; 

M  be,  bdd  Knif^ht  oa  ever  tbughl. 
Their  FtUter,  look  of  them  no  Ihoiijihl, 
Pie  bved  the  Wore  so  well. 
Smg,  moumfulij,  oh !  mournfully, 
Thb  Solildde  of  Binnorie! 

Frdi  Wows  the  wiml,  a  western  wind. 

And  fiwn  the  shores  of  Erin, 

Acroffl  the  wa»e,  a  Rover  brave 

Tc  BiDDorie  is  gteering  : 

Rj^l  QDward  to  the  Scottish  slranil 

Ihe  piliM  ship  ia  borne ; 

The  Wttiriota  leap  upon  the  land, 

Aud  birk !  the  Leader  of  tlic  Band 

Kilh  blown  hia  bugle  liorn. 

8iiig,  moamfull]',  oh  !  mournfiilly. 

Toe  Solitude  of  Binnorie. 

Beade  a  Grotto  of  their  own, 

^V'llh  bougha  above  thetn  closing, 

Tbe  Sc(«n  are  kid,  and  in  the  shu\e 

TVj  lie  like  Fawns  reposing. 

Kit  DOW,  upBtaiting  with  allrighl 

Ai  nt)L=e  of  man  and  steed, 

inj  Uiey  fly  to  left,  to  right  — 

Of  joar  &ir  bouseliold.  Father  Knighi, 

Hethmki  you  take  small  heed ! 

Siflg,  nioumfiilly,  oh  J  moumfiiliy, 

Tbe  Solilnde  of  Binnorie. 

AiRj  tiie  eel-en  fair  Campbella  fly. 

And,  over  HiU  and  IbUon-. 

Wiih  [oenace  proud,  and  insult  loud. 

The  juulhful  Rovera  follow. 

Cned  they,  "  Your  Father  loves  (a  roam : 

Enoo^  for  him  l«  find 

The  empty  House  when  he  comes  home; 

For  (s  jour  yellow  ringlets  comb. 

Form  be  fnir  and  kind!" 

Siog,  nioumriilly,  on !  moumfullj, 

Tt«  Snlilade  uf  Rinnoric. 

^"16  clofe  behind,  some  side  by  aide, 

Liie  rfnuiis  in  stormy  weather ; 

Thef  ran,  ind  cry,  "Nay,  let  ua  die, 

And  lei  UB  die  together." 

A  tabo  was  near;  the  shore  was  steep; 

Thefc  never  foot  had  been ; 

"^J  tan,  and  with  a  desperate  leap 

^"Jiellier  plunged  into  the  deep, 

^'"  eter  more  were  seen. 

^¥1  rnourafully,  oh  !  mournfully, 

"^  Sjlitudc  of  Binnorie. 

"^  Sinsnn  tlml  flows  out  of  the  Late, 
*•  ^mtgh  the  glen  it  rambles, 
^fOi*  a  moan  o'er  moss  and  stone, 
f«  Ihtse  seven  lovely  Campbells. 


Seven  little  lalan 

Have  riacn  from 

The  FisJwrs  «»y. 

By  Faeriea  all  ar  in 

And  tliere  together  aloop. 

Sing,  moumflilly,  oh  1  inournfullv. 

The  Solitude  nf  Binnurie. 


THE  DANISH  BOY. 

A   FRAQMENT. 
These  SIviui  wer«  dedgoHl  Id  intmluoc  a  BaU 
lory  of  0  Oaniili  Pnnce  win  litd  fled  fbm 
nbe  of  ihs  vatuablea  ■boii[  bin),  wu  laiuda 
r  a  ColBige  in  K-hich  ho  had  laken  n 
fell  under  ■  ciine,  and  ihs  Spirit  of  ibe  Voutn. 
haunted  die  Vill«y  where  ilie  nine  bvl  bMa  niiipM 


Bbtween  two  sisler  moorland  rills 

There  is  a  epot  that  seema  to  lie 

Sacred  to  flowerets  of  the  hills, 

And  sacred  to  Iho  sky. 

And  in  this  smootli  and  opoa  dell 

There  is  a  tetnpeEl-strickea  tree; 

A  comer-Btone  by  lightning  cut. 

The  last  stone  of  a  collagn  hut; 

And  in  this  dell  you  foe 

A  thing  no  Bionn  can  e'er  destroy, 

The  Shadow  of  a  Danish  Boy. 

In  clouds  above,  the  Lark  la  heard. 
But  drops  not  here  to  enrlli  for  rest ; 
Within  this  lonesome  nook  the  Bird 
Did  never  build  her  neat 
No  Beast,  no  Bird  haih  here  hia  home, 
Bees,  walled  on  the  breezy  air, 
Pass  high  above  those  ftngrant  bella 
To  other  flowera;  —  to  other  dells 
Their  burthena  do  they  boar ; 
The  Danish  Boy  walks  here  alone: 
The  lovely  dell  is  all  his  own. 

A  Spirit  of  noon-day  is  he ; 

He  seems  a  Ibrm  of  flesh  and  blood ; 

Nor  piping  Shepherd  ishnll  he  be, 

Nor  Herd-boy  of  the  wood. 

A  regal  vest  of  fur  he  wears. 

In  colour  like  a  raven's  wing; 

It  fears  not  miti,  nor  wind,  nor  dew  ; 

But  in  the  storm  'lis  fresh  and  blue 

As  budding  pines  in  Spring; 

His  helmet  has  a  vernal  grace, 

Fteeh  as  the  bloom  upon  his  fuce. 

A  harp  is  from  Km  .ilitiuldcr  slung; 
He  rests  t!ie  harp  upon  his  knee; 
And  tliere,  in  a  lurgoiten  tongue, 
He  warbles  melody. 
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Of  flocks  upon  the  neighbouring  hill 
He  is  the  darling  and  the  joy; 
And  oflen,  when  no  cause  appears, 
The  mountain  ponies  ptick  their  ears, 
—  They  hear  the  Danish  Boy, 
While  in  the  dell  he  sings  alone 
Beside  the  tree  and  c<^ner-6tone. 

There  sits  he:  in  his  face  you  spy 

No  trace  of  a  ferocious  air. 

Nor  ever  was  a  cloudless  sky 

So  steady  or  so  fair. 

The  lovely  Danish  Boy  is  blest 

And  happy  in  his  flowery  cove: 

From  bloody  deeds  his  thoughts  are  flir; 

And  yet  he  warbles  songs  of  war, 

That  seem  like  songs  of  love. 

For  calm  and  gentle  is  his  mien; 

Like  a  dead  Boy  he  is  serene. 


TO  A  LADY, 

m  AmWER  TO  ▲  RBQDBfT  THAT  I  WOULD  WRITS  SBR  ▲  POEM 

npoM  toMB  nRAwmot  that  bbs  bad  maob  op  rtOWBRt 

IN  TBB  IILAN9  OF  MADEIRA. 

Fair  Lady !  can  I  sing  of  flowers 

That  in  Madeu^  bloom  and  &de, 
I  who  ne*er  sate  within  their  bowers. 

Nor  through  their  sunny  lawns  have  strayed  ? 
How  they  in  sprightly  dance  are  worn 

By  Shepherd-groom  or  May-day  queen. 
Or  holy  festal  pomps  adorn. 

These  eyes  have  never  seen. 

Yet  tho*  to  me  the  penciPs  art 

No  like  remembrances  can  give, 
Your  portraits  still  may  reach  the  heart 

And  there  for  gentle  pleasure  live ; 
While  Fancy  ranging  with  free  scope 

Shall  on  some  lovely  Alien  set 
A  name  with  us  endeared  to  hope. 

To  peace,  or  fond  regret 

Still  as  we  look  with  nicer  care, 

Some  new  resemblance  we  may  trace : 
A  HearCa^ase  will  perhaps  be  there, 

A  Speedwell  may  not  want  its  place. 
And  so  may  we,  with  charmed  mind 

Beholding  what  your  skill  has  wrought. 
Another  Slar-qf'Belhlehem  find, 

A  new  Forget-^ne-not, 

From  earth  to  heaven  with  motion  fleet 
From  heaven  to  earth  our  thoughts  will  pass, 

A  HolyAhiitle  here  we  meet 
And  there  a  Shepherd'i  weather-glau ; 


And  haply  some  familiar  name 
Shall  grace  the  fairest,  sweetest,  pknt 

Whose  presence  cheers  the  drooping  flrtme 
Of  English  Emigrant 

Crazing  she  feels  its  power  beguile 

Sad  thoughts,  and  breathes  with  easier  brea 
Alas !  that  meek,  that  tender  smile 

Is  but  a  harbinger  of  death : 
And  pointing  with  a  feeble  hand 

She  says,  in  faint  words  by  sighs  broken, 
Bear  tor  me  to  my  native  land 

This  precious  flower,  true  love's  last  token. 


Glad  sight  wherever  new  with  old 

Is  joined  through  some  dear  homebora  tie; 

The  life  of  all  that  we  behold 

Depends  upon  that  m3rstery. 

Vain  is  the  glory  of  the  sky, 

The  beauty  vain  of  field  and  grove 

Unless,  while  with  admiring  eye 

We  gaze,  we  also  learn  to  love. 


THE  PILGRIM'S  DREAM; 

OR,  THE  STAB  AND  THE  OLOW-WORl 

A  PniGRiM,  when  the  summer  day 

Had  closed  upon  his  weary  way, 

A  lodging  begged  beneath  a  castle's  roof; 

But  him  the  haughty  Warder  spumed; 

And  from  the  gate  the  Pilgrim  turned. 

To  seek  such  covert  as  the  field 

Or  heath-besprinkled  copse  might  yield. 

Or  lofly  wood,  shower-proof. 

He  paced  along;  and,  pensively. 

Halting  beneath  a  shady  tree. 

Whose  moss-grown  root  might  serve  fox  couch  c 

Fixed  on  a  Star  his  upward  eye; 

Then,  firom  the  tenant  of  the  sky 

He  turned,  and  watched  with  kindred  look, 

A  Glow-worm  in  a  dusky  nook, 

Apparent  at  his  feet. 

The  murmur  of  a  neighbouring  stream 
Induced  a  soft  and  slumbrous  dream, 
A  pregnant  dream,  within  whose  shadowy  bo« 
He  recognised  the  earth-born  Star, 
And  That  which  glittered  from  afitr; 
And  (strange  to  witness!)  from  the  frame 
Of  the  ethereal  Orb,  there  came 
Intelligible  sounds. 

Much  did  it  taunt  the  humble  Light 

That  now,  when  day  was  fled,  and  "tfK  ^ 

Hushed  the  dark  earth— &sl  ck»ng  ^^^^ 
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I«plile  Gonld  pKaQina 
her  taper  in  the  gleoro. 
rivalahip  with  One 
e  a  Rnlct  on  hie  thmiie 
in  the  ekies. 

1  Surl"  the  Worm  replied, 
thia  anbeconiing  pride, 
B  lees  uneuiy  liisue  shine; 
rinlc'Ht  OB  loomently  thy  rays 
itered  by  the  brealhing  haie; 
leither  mist,  nor  tliickesl  cloud 
ipes  in  Meiv«n  ita  inurkj  sliroiui, 

for  thia  do  I  aspire 
;h  the  spark  of  loco!  fire, 

my  will  bums  on  the  dewy  lawn, 
ij  wknowledged  gloriea;  —  No! 
M  npbnided,  I  may  show 
iTOura  do  attend  me  here, 
;b  thyself,  I  diaippcar 
Ibe  purple  dawn." 

this  in  modest  guise  wns  said, 

Ihe  welkin  geemed  to  spread 

Iff  sound  —  lijr  aught  but  sleep  unfit! 

akvA  —  the  rivers  backward  ran  — 

Wi,  BO  proud  of  late,  looked  wan ; 

eled  with  TtMooary  stir 

blue  depth,  like  Lucifer 

!!iiIong  to  the  pit ! 

gcd, — and,  when  the  spangled  floor 

lent  ether  waa  no  more, 

?tTens  succeeded,  by  the  dream  brought  forth : 

1  the  happy  Soala  that  rode 

gured  through  that  fresh  abode, 

iretofore,  in  humble  trust, 

meekly  'mid  their  native  dual, 

low-worma  of  the  earth  ! 

aowledge,  from  an  Angel's  voice 
ding,  made  the  heart  rejoice 
m  who  slept  upon  the  open  lea: 
ig  at  mora  he  murmured  not ; 
lill  life'*  journey  closed,  the  spot 
lo  the  Pilgrim's  Boul  endeared, 
e  by  that  dream  he  bad  been  cheered 
.th  Ibe  ahady  tree. 


INT    FROM    THE  MOUNTAINS 

rm  CKBTilM   POLITIC*!.   PBnfBNPBttS. 

Wbd  bat  hails  the  right  with  pleasure 
Vben  the  wings  rf  genius  rise, 
Iwir  aUlity  to  measure 
With  gnt  euteriaiae; 


As  yon  Hawk  exbibltti 
His  brave  spint  with  tl  u 

The  storm;  akiee 

Mark  him,  bow  his  power  ho  usM, 
Lays  it  by.  at  will  reautnca ! 
Mark,  ere  for  his  haunt  he  choosfls 

Clouds  and  utter  glooms ! 
There,  he  wheels  in  downward  rasM 
Sunward  now  hia  flighl  he  raiaea, 
Catchea  fire,  as  acema,  and  blaiea 

With  uninjured  plumea!"— 


"Stranger,  'tis  no  act  of  courage 
Which  aloft  thou  dost  diacera; 
No  bold  bird  gone  forth  to  forage 

Mid  the  tempest  stem; 
But  such  mockery  as  the  Nations 
See,  when  public  pcrturbationa 
Lift  men  from  their  native  stations, 

Like  yon  TtJiT  or  Fskn; 

Such  it  is ;  —  tlie  SFpiring  CreatuTO 
Soaring  on  undaunted  wing. 
(So  you  fancied)  ia  by  nature 
A  dull  helpless  Thing, 
Dry  and  withered,  light  and  yellow  ;— 
That  to  be  the  tempest's  fellow ! 
Wait  — and  you  shall  see  how  hollow 
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•■ Plduure  isspraad  through  the  sarth 

In  siray  gilli  lo  bo  claimed  by  whoever  rfi^ 


Bv  their  floating  Mill, 

That  lies  dead  and  still, 
Beholil  yon  Prisoners  three. 
The  Miller  with   two   Dames,  on   the  breast  of  the 

Thamea ! 
The  platform  is  small,  but  gives  room  for  them  all; 
And  they  're  dancing  merrily. 

Prom  the  shore  come  the  notes 

To  their  Mill  where  it  floats, 
To  their  House  and  their  Mill  tethered  feat; 
To  the  small  wooden  Isle  where,  their  work  to  beguile. 
They  from  morning  to  even  lake  whatever  is  gxieo ;  — 
And  many  a  blithe  day  they  have  post. 

In  sight  of  the  Spires, 
All  alive  with  the  fires 
Of  the  Sun  going  down  to  his  rest. 
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In  the  broad  open  sye  of  the  solitary  sky. 
They  dance, — there  are  three,  as  jocund  as  free 
While  they  dance  on  the  calm  river's  breast, 

Man  and  Maidens  wheel. 

They  themselves  make  the  Reel, 

And  their  Music 's  a  prey  which  they  seize ; 

It  plays  not  for  them, —  what  matter  1  *tis  theirs; 

And  if  they  had  care,  it  has  scattered  their  cares. 

While  they  dance,  crying^,  **  Long  as  ye  please  !'* 

They  dance  not  for  me. 

Yet  mine  is  their  glee ! 
Thus  pleasure  is  spread  through  the  earth 
In  stray  gifts  to  be  claimed  by  whoever  shall  find ; 
Thus  a  rich  loving-kindnoss,  redundantly  kind, 
Moves  all  nature  to  gladness  and  mirth. 

The  Showers  of  the  Spring 
Rouse  the  Birds,  and  they  sing ; 

If  the  Wind  do  but  stir  for  his  proper  delight. 

Each  Leaf,  that  and  this,  his  neighbour  will  kiss ; 

Each  Wave,  one  and  t'  other,  speeds  after  his  brother ; 

They  are  happy,  for  that  is  their  right ! 


ON  SEEING  A 

NEEDLECASE  IN  THE  FORM  OP  A  HARP. 

THB    WORK    OV    B.  SL  a 

Frowus  are  on  every  Muse*s  face. 
Reproaches  from  their  lips  are  sent. 

That  mimicry  should  thus  disgrace 
The  noble  Instrument. 

A  very  Harp  in  all  but  size! 

Needles  for  strings  in  apt  gradation! 
Minerva's  self  would  stigmatize 

llie  unclassic  profanation. 

Even  her  oum  Needle  that  subdued 

Arachne's  rival  spirit. 
Though  wrought  in  Vulcan's  happiest  mood. 

Like  station  could  not  merit 

And  this,  too^  from  the  Laureate's  child, 

A  living  Lord  of  melody ! 
How  will  her  Sire  be  reconciled 

To  the  refined  indignity? 

I  spake,  when  whispered  a  low  voice, 

**  Bard !  nx>derate  your  ire ; 
**  Spirits  of  all  degrees  rejoice 

^^In  presence  of  the  Lyre. 

**The  Minstrels  of  Pygmean  bands, 
**  Dwarf  Genii,  moonlight-loving  Fays, 

^Have  shells  to  fit  their  tiny  hands 
**  And  suit  their  slender  laysL 


Some,  still  more  delicate  of 
''Have  lutes  (believe  my  words) 

''Whose  framework  is  of  go«aiiier» 
"While  sunbeams  are  the  efaoida. 

"Gfly  Sylphs  this  Mmiature  wOl  court, 
"Made  vocal  by  their  braabini^  ^"^uig; 

"And  sullen  Gcomes  will  learn  to  spor 
"Around  its  polished  strings: 

"  Whence  strains  to  love-sick  Maiden  de 
"While  in  her  lonely  bower  she  trie 

"To  cheat  the  thought  she  cannot  ebei 
"By  fanciful  embroideriea 

"Trust,  angry  Bard!  a  knowin^^  Sprite^ 
"Nor  think  the  Harp  her  lot  deplore 

"  Though  'mid  the  stars  the  Lyre  shine  b 
"Love  stoopg  as  fondly  as  he  soaia." 


THE  POET  AND  THE  CAGED  TURTU 

As  often  as  I  murmur  here 

My  half-formed  melodies, 
Straight  firom  her  osier  mt 

The  Turtledove  replies: 
Though  silent  as  a  leaf  before, 

The  captive  promptly  coos; 
Is  it  to  teach  her  own  soft  lore. 

Or  second  mj  weak  Mnsel 

I  rather  think,  the  gentle  Dove 

Is  murmuring  a  reproof. 
Displeased  that  I  from  lays  of  love 

Have  dared  to  keep  aloo( 
That  I,  a  bard  of  hill  and  dale. 

Have  caroird,  fancy  free. 
As  if  nor  dove,  nor  nightingale. 

Had  heart  or  voice  for  me. 

If  such  thy  meaning,  O  forbear. 

Sweet  Bird!  to  do  me  wrongs 
Love,  blessed  Love,  is  everywhei 

The  spirit  of  my  oang : 
'Mid  grove,  and  by  the  calm 

Love  animates  my  lyre; 
That  coo  again !  —  't  is  not  to 

I  feel,  but  to  inspire. 


A  WREN'S  NE 

Among  the  dwellings  framed 
In  field  or  forest  with  nice 

Is  none  that  with  the  little 
In  snugness  may  oomptro^ 


POEMS    OF    THE    FANCY. 


'  the  (eucnient  requires, 
leldom  Dceils  a  laboured  roof; 
t  to  Ihe  fiercest  sun 
vious  sDd  Btonu-prooC 

□,  BO  beautilul  withal, 
rfect  Gtnesa  far  iu  nim, 

the  Kind  by  special  grace 

instinct  surely  came. 

en  for  their  abodes  they  seek 
ipartuoe  receae, 
nnit  \its  no  finer  ere 
udowy  quietness. 

nd,  'mid  iried  Abbey  walH 
opy  in  aome  still  Douk ; 
ire  penl'hous«i  by  a  bme 
Dverhing-a  a  brook. 

I  the  brooding  Bird  her  Mate 
ea  by  fits  his  low  clear  Bong; 
the  busy  Streamlet  botli 
mg  to  all  day  long. 

quesiered  laoes  they  builJ, 
1,  till  the  fliuin^  Bird's  return, 
■  within  tlio  ne$t  repose, 

where  general  choice  is  good, 
ia  a  better  ood  a  best; 
aag  fairest  objects,  Fonie 
iier  IboD  the  rest; 

i  or  those  small  builders  prove 
reen  covert,  where,  froin  out 
head  of  a  pollard  oak, 
•iy  antlers  sprout; 

irbo  planned  the  mossy  Lodge, 
iting  her  evasive  skill, 
Priroroee  looked  for  aid 
iahea  to  fulfil. 

the  trunk's  projecting  brow, 
ced  an  inftnt's  span  above 
ling  flowers,  peeped  forth  the  nest 
-cttiest  of  the  grove  1 

sure  proudly  did  I  show 

le  whose  minds  without  disdain 

to  little  things,  but  once 

Dp  Tot  it  in  vain : 

9 — a  ruthless  Spoiler's  prey, 
eedi  not  beauty,  love,  or  aong, 
)I  (io  seemed  il)  and  we  grieved 
ut  ai  the  wrong. 


Just  tliree  days  allei 

In  clearer  light  th 
i  saw,  espied  lia  shoi 

And  felt  that  oil  i 

The  Primrose  for  a 

The  largest  of  hei  -^., 
And  thus,  for  porposi  , 

A  sunple  Flower  i  ^ 

Concealed  from  friends  who  mighi  dn 
Thy  quiet  with  no  il!  intent. 

Secure  from  evil  eyes  and  hands 
On  barbarous  plunder  bent. 

Rest,  mother  bird  !  and  when  thy 

Take  flight,  and  thou  art  free  to 
When  withered  ia  the  guardian  flo'  „, 
And  empty  thy  late  home, 

Think  how  ye  prospered,  thou  and  thine, 

Amid  the  un  violated  grove 
Housed  near  the  growbg  primrose  turt. 

In  foresight  or  in  love. 


LOVE  LIES  BLEEDl.NG. 

I  YoD  call  it,  "Love  lies  bleeding," — so  you  may, 
Thoitgli  tJie  roil  llower,  not  prostrate,  only  droops. 
As  u-e  have  fp"0  it  here  from  day  la  day. 
From  month  to  montli,  lile  passing  not  away : 
,  A  flower  how  rich  in  sadness  I  Even  thus  stoops, 
.  (Sentient  by  Grecian  sculpture's  marvellous  power) 
Thus  lesns,  with  hanging  brow  and  body  bent 
I  Earthward  in  uncomplaining  languishment, 
\  The  dying  Gladiator.     So,  sad  flower ! 
('T  is  Fancy  guides  me  willing  to  he  led, 
<  Though  by  a  slender  thread,) 
'  So  drooped  Adonis  bathed  iu  sanguine  dew 
,  Of  his  death-wound,  when  he  from  innocent  air 
'.  The  gentlest  breath  of  resignation  drew; 
I  While  Venus  in  a  passion  of  despair 
;  Rent,  weeping  over  him,  her  golden  hail 
.  Spangled  with  drops  of  that  celestial  shower. 
She  suffered,  as  immortals  sometimes  do; 
But  pangs  more  lasting  far,  that  Lover  knew 
Who  first,  weighed  down  by  scorn,  in   nrae  Ions 
I  bower 

Did  press  this  semblance  of  unpitied  smart 
Into  the  service  of  his  constant  heart, 
'  His  own  dejectioii,  downcast  flower !  could  share 
With  thine,  and  gave  the  mournful  name  which  thou 
I  wUt  ever  bear. 


THE  FOREGOING. 

liveliest  rajr 
lecks  or  cheen  decty, 
deprest, 
.red  as  Bummers  gueet, 
autumnal  leaves 
Its  fondly  cleaves. 

to  iheir  doom, 
nd  all  are  fled, 
lined  upon  het  loQCEome  bed! 

imprera'd  than  * 
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lliousand  tales 
Grecian  vale?, 
or  iheit  spirit  swr.y ed 

hcnrl-sick  maid, 
impanionless  and  eyed 

lldenthiasluwl 
nd  will  endure. 

rer,  Love  Uri  bleeding. 


Not  such  the  world's  illiuive  iJiowe; 

//er  wingless  fluUeringe, 
Her  bloGHoms  which,  though  shed,  on 

Tho  floweret  as  it  springs, 
For  the  undeceived,  sniile  as  the^  oh 

Are  mdanchol;  things; 
But  gentle  nature  plays  her  part 

With  ever-varying  wiles. 
And  transient  feigDinga  with  pbio  tr 

So  well  she  reconciles, 
Th»t  those  fond  idlers  most  are  pleas 

Whom  otlenest  slie  beguiles. 


ADDRESS  TO  MY  INFANT  DAUGl 


[«i 


~) 


IIabt  thou  then  survived — 

Mild  oSspring  of  inlirm  humanity, 
Meek  infant !  among  all  (orlornest  thin. 
The  most  forlorn  — one  life  of  that  brig 
The  second  glory  of  the  Heavens?  —  T 
Already  host  survived  that  great  decay, 
That  [riLn^fornintion  through  the  wide  ( 
And  by  all  nations.  In  tliat  Being's  sij 
From  whom  the  Race  of  human  kind  p 
A  thousand  years  are  but  as  yesterday ; 
And  one  day's  narrow  circuit  is  to  Him 
Not  less  capacious  llian  a  thousand  yeai 
But  what  is  tirnc  I  What  outward  glor 
A  measure  is  of  Thcc,  whose  chiima  ex 
Through  "noavon's  eternal  year." — ¥■ 
Frail,  feeble,  monthling!  —  by  that  nam 
Thy  scanty  braithin^-tiine  is  portioned 
Not  idly.  —  Hadst  thou  been  of  Indian  I 
Couched  on  a  casual  bed  of  mosi  and  It 
And  rudely  canopied  by  leafy  boughs. 
Or  to  iho  churlish  elements  exposed 
On  the  blank  plains,  — the  coldness  of  I 
Or  the  night's  darkuoe^  or  its  cheerful 
Of  bcauly,  by  the  chang'ing  moon  adort 
Would,  with  imperious  udinonition,  ihei 
Have  scored  thine  age,  and  punctually  1 
Thine  infant  history,  on  tlie  minds  of  th 
Who  might  have  wandered  with  thee.- 
Nor  less  than  mother's  love  in  other  bre 
Will,  among  ub  warm-clad  and  warmly 
Do  for  thee  what  the  finger  of  the  beuv 
Dolh  all  too  often  harshly  exucute 
For  thy  unblest  coevals,  amid  wilds 
I  Where  fancy  hath  small  liberty  to  grac- 
I  The  affections,  to  exalt  them  or  refine ; 
And  tho  maternal  sympathy  itself 
Though  strong,  ia,  in  the  main,  a  joylen 
Of  naked  instinct,  wound  about  the  hca 
llsppier,  far  happier  is  thy  lot  and  ours ! 
Even  now — to  solemnise  thy  helpless  a 
And  to  enliven  in  the  mind's  regard 
,  Thy  passive  beauty — parallels  have  ri« 


^\ 


tik  Of  ctmtraata,  tl 

n^ion  of  a  father's  thoughts, 
hy  mate  and  eister  or  the  ekj. 
—thy  sinless  progresB,  through  a  world 
darkened  and  by  care  disturbed, 
s  bears  to  hers,  Ibroagh  gathered  clouds, 
touched  io  edvor  purity, 
ng  oniimea  their  relucUat  gloom, 
'  botli,  and  both  are  free  from  stain : 
ow  leisurely  thou  fitl'st  thy  horn 
Inees !  leiving  her  to  post  aloii^, 
about,  disquieted  in  change, 
ipeUcnl  of  the  shape  she  wears. 
Dce  dowo  the  hill,  one  journey,  babe 
iuSce  lliee;  and  it  seeinB  that  now 
lore-knowledge  that  such  la?h  is  thine; 
llest  BO  coDtentedly,  and  sleep'st 
«cdless  peace.    Alas!  full  soon 
nnception,  gtnteful  to  behold, 
nntenance,  like  an  object  sullied  o'er 
ig  mist ;  and  thine  oppenrs  to  bo 
1  labour,  while  to  her  is  given 
.  renovation  without  end, 
ile  forbids  the  thought;  for  on  thy  lace 
beginning,  like  tlie  beams  of  dawn, 
id  circulate;  smiles  have  there  been  seen ; 
isuranees  that  Heaven  sopporta 
motions  of  thy  lile,  and  cheers 
le&s:  or  atiall  tliuee  smiles  be  called 
love,  put  forth  as  if  to  explore 
d  wo'ld,  and  [o  prepare  thy  way 
strait  passa^  intricate  and  dim! 
ley ;  and  the  same  are  loken^s  signs, 
en  the  appointed  seitBon  hath  arrived, 
lioliest  language,  ehall  adopt; 
's  godlike  power  be  proud  to  own. 


THE  WAGGONER.* 


TO  CHARLES  LAMB,  Eso. 

sent  you,  a  few  weeks  ngo,  the  Tale  of 
you  a£ked  '-why  The  Waggoneb  was  not 


jran  after  the  ei 


It  Ihni  fori 


1  of 


added  i"  —  To  say  the  truth, - 
imagination,  and  tlie  deeper 
at  in  the  former,  1  upprehcc 
not  accompany  it  without  dii 


Tho  fuel  of  my  disonrded  h«i        j". 

WdS  laid  am  by  an  efo-witness. 
E"Due  honour  ia  dano  to  F 
students  of  poetry  in  gi^nfral 
WorilBWOrth'a  grcnicsi  admirers,  Oa  r 
■n  their  adtniralion  of  Tho  Waggoner 
denr  uncle,  Mr.  Soalhoy,  preferred   e 


Id.  K 


c  Dcnkun 


as  Leasing  anrs;  I  will  force  my  way  of  ihioking 
body,  but  lake  the  hherly,  for  my  own  gratilicl 
express  it.    The  akelchea  of  hill  and  valley  in  ihn 
have  a  lighlneaa  and  apirit,  —  an  allegro  touch, — 
gui.«)ung  them  from  the  grave  and  elevalad  splendour  '^ 
chnnicicriiea  Mr.  Wordtwotlb'a  representoliona  of 
in  general,  and  from  the  penaiie  lendeinoas  of 
Tbe  White  Doe,  while  it  harmonijiea  well  with  tli< 
iiiieresl  of  ibe  piece  ;  indeed,  it  is  Ihe  hanaoniauj 
nesa  of  lbs  composition  whicb  is  moat  dwelt  upon 
apccial  admirera.    In  its  course  it  deacribea,  with 
brief  toachea,  the  alriking  mountain  tract  frum  Gr 
to  Keswick  1  it  commences  with  an  evening  alurm 
iba  mounlaina.  praaenla  n  bvely  interior  of  a  coui 
during  midnight,  and  concludes  after  bringing  i 
of  St.  Jobn'a  Vale  and  the  Vale  of  Keawick  ai 
break.  — '  Skiddaw  touched  with  rosy  light,'  ai 
peel  from  Nalbdale  Fell,  'boar  with  the  frosl-lis 
dswni'    ibUB   giving   a    beautiful   and   well   i 
panorama,  produced  by  the  mo«l  delicate  and  uuu..,,, 
Eirokea  of  the    pencil.     Well   may   Mr.   Ruakin,    a  fine 
ohaerver   and   eloquent   dcscriber  of   various    clasaea    of 
natural   apprurances,  speak   of  Mr.   Wordsworth  as  Ihe 
great  poetic  landscape  painter  of  the  age.    But  Mr.  Ruikin 
hna  found  how  leidom    the    great  landscape  pnintera  are 
powiTliil  in  eApreaaing  human  pasaions  and  stVeclions  on 
cenvaaa,  or  even  aucceasful  in  Ifaa  iutrodnction  of  buinaD 
figures  into  their  foregrounds;  whercoain  the  poetic  piinl- 
ingi  of  Mr.  Woidaworth.  the  landscape  is  alwaye  subordl- 
bigbor  inlerest ;  cerlainly,  in  The  Waggoner,  the 


iiilc  e 


h  of  bun 


unt  of  that  encircling  background,  the  picture  of 
mm  and  his  templatioua,  hia  humble  friends  and  th« 
cumpanions  of  his  way,  has  a  character  of  its  own. 
ning  vi'iih  aporliveneas,  a  homely  pathos,  which  rouBI 
le  delighlful  lu  some  of  tboae  who  are  thoroughly 
ilb  the  apirit  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poetry. 
It  may  be  compsred  with  the  ala. bouse  scene  in  Tam 
O'Sbanler,  pans  of  Voas's  Luiae,  or  Ovid'a  Baucis  and 
Philemon  ;  though  it  differs  from  each  of  them  as  much  aa 
ihoy  dilTcr  from  each  other.  The  Epilogue  carries  on  (he 
feeling  of  the  piece  very  beautifully." — S.  C. 

Thia  line  eriticiam  —  worthy  of  the  Sire  —  is  from  the 
pen  of  the  daughter  of  Coleridge,  the  widow  of  Henry 
Nelson  Coleridge ;  it  is  part  of  a  note  in  Coleridge'a 
•'  Bhgraphia  LiUraria.'  Edition  of  18*7.  Vol.  II.  p.  183. 
See  also  a  letter  from  Coleridge  to  Soulhcy,  April  13, 
ISOl,  in  which  an  account  is  given  of  the  "master"  in 
this  poem.  His  name  was  Jackson.  Soulhey'a  Life  and 
Correspondence,  Vol.  II.  p.  US,  Chap,  viii.,  where  in  • 
note  it  is  added  thai  the  circumstances  of  the  poetl.  an 
Bccurotelycorrect.-H.  R.l 
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on.  Tax  WAoaonwa.  was  read 

The  Horses  hive  worked  with  rig 

J,  aa  yon  have  remembered  it 

And  now  have  gained  the  top  of  t 

he  more  encouraged  to  liope. 

He  was  patient — they  were  itnag 

on  which  il  partly  dcpeniis  did 

■resting  to  you,  it  may  prove 

Gftihering  breath,  and  pleased  la  w 

ng  therefore  in  some  measure 

The  praises  of  mild  Benjamin. 

tpeBmnce,  you  diubI  allow  me 

Heaven  shield  him  from  mishap  an 

ling  it  to  you :  in  acknowledg- 

But  why  Bo  early  with  this  prayer  J 

c  derived  ihim  your  AVritings, 

Is  it  for  threalenings  in  the  sky  1- 

iUi  which  I  am 

Or  for  some  other  danger  nigh  ! 

Very  truly  youre. 

No,  none  ia  near  hun  jet,  though 

Be  one  of  much  infirmity; 
For  at  the  bollom  of  the  Brow, 
Where  once  the  Dore  and  Ouvi- 

ro  nRST. 

Ofllired  a  greeting  of  good  ale 
To  all  who  entered  Grosmere  Vale 

sr  day  or  June! 

And  cilled  on  him  who  must  dcpai 

pst  gleamE  ia  stealing; 

To  leave  it  with  a  jovial  heart;  — 

!rd, 

There,  whnra  tlic  Dove  and  Oliti 

Once  hung,  a  Poet  harbours  now,- 

fsoine  tune; 

A  simple  wnter-drinking  Bard ; 

that  can  be  heard 

Why  need  our  Hera  then  (though 

1  that  of  deepest  noon! 

His  best  resolves)  be  on  his  guard 
He  marches  by,  lecure  and  bold.- 

.■■tisaniehl 

¥el  while  he  thinks  on  times  of  ol 

-Lwrn  light; 

It  seems  that  all  looks  wondrous  a 

fl  between, 

And,  for  the  honest  folk  within, 

"kling  not 

It  is  a  doubt  with  Benjamin 

inllid  spot. 
len, 

Whether  they  be  alive  or  deadl 

now  and  then 

Here  is  no  danger.  — none  at  al 

panting'. 

Beyond  his  wish  is  he  secure; 
But  pass  a  mile  — ond  then  fiit  trii 

ondrous  heipht. 

Then  for  the  pride  of  self-denial ; 

re  hangs  a  weight; 

If  he  resist  timt  templing  door. 

i^eat, 

Which  with  such  friendly  voice  wil 

It  Bweet. 

If  he  resist  tliose  canoincnt  paoua, 
And  that  briglit  gleam  which  thenu 

one  on  the  rtir ! 

Upon  his  Leodera'  bella  and  manea 
Inviting  him  with  cheerful  lure : 

a  toilBome  way, 

For  elitl,  though  all  be  durk  elsew 

Some  shinins  notice  will  be  there. 

owsy  cheer. 

Of  opeo  house  and  ready  fare. 

^raticig  sound 

)LinJ, 

liy  whose  side. 

Is  known,  and  by  as  strong  a  spell 

ol  Mere, 

As  used  to  be  that  sign  of  love 

lude,— 

And  hope  —  tho  Ouvoooroa  and 

vhear! 

He  knows  it  to  his  cost,  good  Mai 

bending;  — 

Who  does  not  know  the  famous  Si 

r  ground. 

Uncouth  although  the  object  be. 

Dscending 

An  image  of  perplexity; 

'  mshee, 

Yet  not  tho  less  it  is  our  boast, 

takes;  — 

For  it  was  painted  by  the  Host ; 

some. 

Hia  own  conceit  the  figure  plannet 

ip  is  dumb! 

'Twos  coloured  all  by  his  own  hu 
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Child  oT  thiisif  clij, 
%g  this  rustic  laj, 
1  selMissatis&ctioa 

of  the  BJ 


light. 


is  past  —  and  iji  despite 
und  Ehining  light. 
Conqueror  esaya 
nl  of  Dunmsil-ni^ ; 
Team  ia  gentle  hi; re 
loinb  &Din  Rydnl  Mere ; 
do  not  dread  —  bia  voice 
r  it  to  lejoioe. 

0  ia  at  Iheir  pleasare 

ind  their  time  thej  mcnsure 
ride  within  the  breast ; 
r/  strain,  snJ  while  they  rest, 
es  hia  tiuiugbla  at  leisure. 

kirly  safe  to-nighl  — 

1  my  heart  n 
ilely  woiao  tlian  e 
ill  blew  a  good  endeavour ; 
aVa  delight,  I  find 

t>  left  behind. 
lasler  fume  and  fret, 
with  my  Horeea  yell 
I,  he  finds  that  ye 

nobody  but  me'. 

this  the  Country  pnined. 
1  ye  were  vexed  and  strained  — 

I  worthy  siripea  to  bear, 
-on  thia  rugged  spot 
WDtented  with  our  lot, 
hat,  piteously  shused, 
I  anger  and  confiised: 
uld  have  it,  passing  by 
your  jeopardy : 
me  was  like  a  charm  — 
re  taken  with  one  mind ; 
i  burthen,  safe  from  hajm, 
vessel  in  the  wind ! 
at  me,  up  hills  so  high 

not,  jolly  Team !  though  tough 
travel,  steep  and  rough, 
1-heig'hts  and  Dunmail-raisc, 
fellow  Banks  and  Braes, 

ike  you  stretch  and  Eliain, 

breath  and  halt  again, 

iturdinesB  'tis  owing 
Nde  we  Btill  are  going ! 

jamin  in  earnest  mood 
Da  thus  pursued, 


torm,  wlii>;h  had  been  amo 
9  growmg  inwardly  n 


BtrugglcB  to  get  ft«e. 
Was  busily  employed  as  he. 
The  thunder  had  begun  to  growl  — 
He  heard  not,  too  intent  of  Miul ; 
The   air  was  now  without  a  hrealh  — 
He  marked  not  that  'twas  still  as  death. 
But  Houa  large  drop*  upon  his  head  , 

Fell  with  the  weight  of  drop*  of  lead ;  — 
Ho  Ktnrta  —  nnrf,  at  t!ir  adniinition. 
Takes  a  survey  of  his  corulilion. 
The  road  is  black  before  his  ryes, 
Glimmering  faintly  where  it  lies; 
Black  is  the  sky  —  and  every  hill, 
Up  to  the  sky,  is  blacker  still  — 
A  huge  and  melancholy  room, 
Hung  round  and  overhung  with  gloom  j 
Save  Hint  ahnve  a  single  height 
Ih  to  he  seen  a  lurid  light. 
Above  Helm-crag*  —  a  streak  half  deac!, 
A  burning  of  portentous  red ; 
And  near  that  lurid  light,  full  well 
The  AsTEOLooBR,  sage  Sidrophel, 
Wliere  at  his  desk  and  book  he  aits, 
I'uiEling  on  high  his  curious  wits; 
He  whose  domain  ia  held  in  common 
With  no  one  but  the  akciknt  wdnak, 
Cowering  beside  her  rifted  coll ; 
As  if  intent  on  mo!;ic  spell;  — 
Dread  pair,  that,  spita  of  wind  and  weather. 
Still  sit  upon  Helm-crag  together  I 

The  AsTBOLOQES  was  not  unseen 
By  solitary  Benjamin; 
But  tolal  darkness  came  anon, 
And  he  and  every  thing  was  gone. 
And  suddenly  a  ruffling  breeze, 
(That  would  liave  sounded  through  tlie  trees 
Had  aught  of  sylvan  growth  been  there) 
Was  felt  throughout  the  region  bare: 
The  rain  rushed  down  —  the  road  was  battered. 
As  with  the  force  of  billows  shattered; 
The  horses  are  diamayed,  nor  know 
Whether  they  should  stand  or  go; 
And  Benjamin  is  groping  near  them. 
Sees  nothing,  and  can  scarely  hear  them, 
lie  is  astounded, — wonder  not, — 
With  auch  a  charge  in  auch  a  spot; 
Astounded  in  the  mountain  gap 
By  peala  of  thunder,  clap  on  clap! 
And  many  a  terror-striking  flash;  — 
And  somewhere,  as  it  seems,  a  crash, 
Among  tho  tocka ;  with  weight  of  rain, 


■enu  two  figiiret,  full  ai  diidnclly  ihaped  aa  tfaatof  tbi  bnuui 
Cobbler,  near  Amiquhu  in  Snodaod. 


WORDSWORTH'S 

'OliTICAL    WORKS. 

mf  and  .low. 

Then  Benjamin  entreala  the  1 

S«n«  go  — 

Wouh]  mount,  too,  quickly  u  he 

n  tlie  dying  Etmin, 

The  Sailor,  Sailor  now  do  more. 

id  beRiDB  Ihe  Era;  agaiii.^ 

Bui  such  be  had  been  hereMors 

whsl  to  do, 

To  courteous  Benjamin  replied. 

elled  to  btlt. 

"(ki  jou  your  way,  and  mind  do 

pursue 

F.T  I  must  have,  whale'er  betid* 

niship  or  fault! 

.My  A$s  and  fifty  thing*  beaide,- 

ed  that  pile  or  stonea, 

Go,  and  I'll  follow  epcedily!" 

ing  OuQinairs  boaea; 

preme  coaimind. 

The  Waggon  move*—  and  wi 

uaberUDd ; 

Descends  along  Ihe  sloping  nnd 

of  all  his  Power, 

And  to  a  litUe  tent  hard  bjr 

iroua  hour ! 

Turns  the  sailor  initanUy; 
For  ttlien.  at  closing-in  of  day. 

Dugh  this  narrow  etrait. 

The  family  had  come  that  way. 

dewUte, 

Green  pasture  and  the  boA  warn 

hear 

Hart  templed  them  to  setUe  ther 

Green  is  the  gra£B  for  beoat  to  { 

Whoe'er  you  be. 

'and  pity  me." 

D  in  wonder, 
nd  the  thunder. 

The  Sailor  gathers  up  his  bed, 

to  a  atnnd. 

And,  after  fareivell  to  the  place. 
A  parting  word  —  though  not  of 
Pursues,  with  Asa  and  all  hia  tU 

commisemtifin. 

The  way  tlie  Waggon  went  befb 

siippliMtion- 

oh  pity  me  !" 

d,  with  Bobs  between. 

C.\fJTO  SECXtN 

-a  sliirtling  glare, 

Ir  Wylheburn's  modest  House  of 

WBS  kid  bare  ! 

As  lowly  as  the  lowliest  Dwellin 

ice  sugijcstion. 

Had,  with  its  belfry's  liumble  sto 

uL  furtlicr  question. 

A  little  pair  that  hang  in  air, 

wav-worn  rover 

Been  mislresa  also  of  a  Clock. 

ot  you  under  covet !"' 

<And  one,  too,  not  in  craiy  pligl 
Tttclve  strokes  that  Cli-ck  would  1 

one  OS  iiourse 

Under  the  brow  of  old  Helvellyn 

111  rugged  course. 

Its  bead-roll  of  midnight, 

Iher,  why  BO  iMtl 

Then,  wlien  the  Hero  of  my  tail 

f  you  —  avast! 

Was  passing'  by,  and  down  the  ( 

to  be  civil. 

{The  vale  now  silent,  bushed  I  i 

for  good  and  evil!" 

As  if  a  storm  liad  never  been) 
Proceeding  with  an  easy  mind; 

,"  softly  said 

While  he,  who  had  been  left  bel 

alf  almid : 

Intent  to  use  his  utmost  hasto. 

snug  widiin, 

Gained  grouitd  upon  the  Woggor 

St  Benjamin ; 

And  gives  another  luely  cheer ; 

liich  to  her  breast 

For  spile  of  rumbling  of  the  whe 

0  Mother  prossecl ; 

A  welcome  greeting  he  can  heu 

rang  voice  more  iif-ar 

It  is  a  fiddle  in  its  glee 

Friend,  what  cliecr? 

Dinnbg  from  the  Chebbv  Tube 

HB  God  'a  my  judge, 

ody  a.  grudge  1 

Thence  the  aound  — the  light 

n  hour  or  lew 

As  Benjamin  is  now  aware, 

or  and  distrew  1" 

..  <r\ 

/^ 
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died  Ibe  festive  door, 
by  the  Ssilor'B  ronr, 
ni  and  sees  the  light, 
int  calls  to  mind 
illsge  McBitr-Mairr  1* 

ire  ia  no  dejectioiii 

s  reculleclton 

sadden  joy  is  filled,  — 

the  music  thritlcJ, 
ileasure  in  the  road 
;  him  bright  and  brood; 
is  wet  and  cold. 
"euoiK  muiifaM 
good,  tow'rde  which  he's  yearning, 

«  I&wfu]  earning. 


iht  time  1o  come  and  gu, 
een  yea  anil  no ; 
I  Bailor,  "Gloriou9  chance 
ither]  let  him  dance 
I;  —  my  honest  soul, 
t«  K  friendly  Boivl !" 

0  the  door  —  "Corae  in, 
ries  he  lo  Benjamin  ; 
-ah,  woe  is  me! 

—  the  horses  heard 
igh  reluclflnlly. 

■ttd  lightsome  hearts  have  u 
Chbut  Tars:" 

tside  proclnmnlicin, 

■jostling  —  high  and  low! 

iBmin)r  Irom  the  tap  i 
ikea  in  every  lap! 

—  slumping  —  overhead ! 

1  not  been  more  busy : 
',  you  would  have  said, 
may  well  be  dizzy  ! 

ice  with  grealeJit  vigour  — 
}  most  prompt  and  engyr ;  — 
e  fiddle's  call, 
^rs  on  the  wall; 
shows  its  feelinir, 
be  smoky  ceiling! 

owl — a  blazing  fire  — 
Dd  can  heart  desire  T 
wise  man's  while  to  try 
r  of  the  sky; 
rhts  of  painful  cast, 
nends  at  lasL 
Jlink  1  judge  amiss, 
•.r.  shows  proof  of  this ; 


on  of  all  the  happy  thet 
Our  Tmvellers  are  the  happic 

ra  wilh  Benjamin  is  goi     — 
A  Cesar  past  tlie  Rubicon  I 
He  thinks  not  of  hia  long,  long  strife  j  — 
The  Sailor,  Man  by  nature  gay. 
Hath  no  resolves  to  throw  aivay  ; 
And  he  hath  now  forgot  his  Wife, 
Hath  quite  forgotten  her  —  or  may  be 
Deems  that  she  is  happier,  laid 
Williin  that  warm  and  peaceful  bed  ; 

Terror  over, 
Sleepbg  by  her  sleeping  Baby. 

With  bowl  in  hand, 
(It  mity  not  stand)  • 

Gladdest  of  the  gladsome  band. 
Amid  their  own  delight  and  Hm, 
They  hear  —  when  every  dance  is  done  — 

They  hear  —  when  every  fit  is  o'er 

The  fiddle's  n/ucak* —  Ihut  call  to  blis^ 
I  Ever  followed  by  a  kiss; 
They  envy  not  the  happy  hit,  ' 

But  enjoy  their  own  the  more ! 

While  lliira  our  jocund  Travellers  fare, 
Up  springs  the  Sailor  from  his  Chair  — 
Limps  (for  [  might  have  told  before 
That  he  was  lame)  acrass  the  floor — 
Is  pone  —  returns  —  and  with  a  prize; 
Wilh  what!  —a  Ship  of  lusty  siae ; 
A  gallant  stalely  Man  of  War. 
Fixed  on  a  smooth ly-aliding  car. 
Surprise  to  nil,  but  moat  surprise 
I  To  Benjamin,  who  ruba  his  eyes. 
Not  knowing  that  hp  had  befriended 
A  aian  so  gloriously  nllended  ! 

"Thia,"  cries  the  Sailor,  "a  Tliird-rate  is  — 
Stand  back,  and  you  shall  see  her  gratisl 

3  the  Flag-Ship  at  the  Nile, 
The  Vanpjard — you  may  smirk  and  smilo, 
But,  pretty  Maid,  if  you  look  nesr. 
You'll  find  you've  much  in  little  here! 
A  nobler  Ship  did  never  swim, 
And  you  shall  see  her  in  full  trim  : 

11  Bet,  my  Friends,  to  do  you  honour. 
Set  every  inch  of  sail  upon  her." 
<  said,  so  done ;  and  mnsts,  Esils,  yards, 
;  names  them  all ;  and  interlards 
s  speech  wilh  uncoulli  terms  of  art. 
Accomplished  in  the  Showman's  part; 
And  tlien  as  from  a  sudden  check, 
Cries  out  —  "'Tie  there,  the  tluarter-deck 


n  in  llie  Nonb  of  Knglond,  uid  applieil         *At  ihi^  c 
n  young  pcnoni  mm  in  ihe  evening  Gir     tho  tklillo  ii 
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mini  SeOwn  ■tood  — 

With  him  whatever  ccnei  in  oo 

have  raised  your  blood ! 

The  belter  fortune  or  the  wdtm; 

iich,  bright  u  ten. 

Th«t  DO  one  eUe  m«;  have  bona 

oi)^  his  men; 

And,  drunk  or  sober,  he  my  me 

Dd'thit  be  Sm, 

—  and  lAiu  came  we!" 

So.  forth  in  diunileM  mood  tl 
And  with  them  goca  the  gnsidii 

ifl  M-e  eddle'B  souDd, 

re  gathered  raind, 

Sow,  heroes,  for  (he  tree  com 

a  of  Ihe  bouBe, 

The  triumph  of  your  late  devoti 

rd  anibbliuK  mouse; 

Can  aught  on  earth  impede  delij 

Ips  where'er  he  maj, 

Still  mounting  to  a  higher  bei^ 

the  HoTj  rum 

And  higher  still— a  greedy  fligfa 

nd  guDB  to  guns ; 

Can  any  low-bom  care  punoe  hi 

to  di^pUy 

Can  any  mortal  clog  come  to  he 

[uid  the  mi^ht 

Xo  notion  have  they  — not  a  tfa< 

voDdTona  iiip:hl ! 

double  measure," 

And,  while  they  court  the  eilent 

draught  or  length. 

»  pride  and  treasure. 

Share  their  empyreal  spirits  — yi 

r  tower  oF  strenfrth  ! 

With  their  enraptured  vision,  see 

Bcirxnl  lhi>  bow', 

O  fcncy  — vihat  a  jubilee! 

neath  tlic  Wnirgdi, 

What  shilling  pictures  —  clad  in 

ilful   as  A   .IrOLTM. 

Of  colour  bright  as  feverish  dre« 

•twaB  alt  in  vain. 

Earth,  spangled  sky,  and  lake  « 

phanl  roul ! 

Involved  and  rcftlesB  all  —  a  mx 

iry  prowl ; 

Pregnant  with  mutual  exaltation, 

«ition  (luaficd 

Rich  change,  and  multiplied  crei 

'loKpcrale  draught! 

This  sight  to  me  the  Muse  impi 

Tar  forget. 

And  then,  what  kindness  in  theii 

he  dc<;mcd  his  deM: 

^Vhst  lear^  of  rapture,  what  vow 

rowned  with  laurel. 

Profiiund  cnlreatiftj,  and  hand-sbi 

0  ship  he  led; 

AVhat  solemn,  vacant,  interlacinf 

full  apparel; 

As  if  they  'd  full  neleep  embracii 

nt  ninsl-lifvid, 

Then,  in  the  turbulence  of  glee. 

Af.3i  — Bm.n, 

And  in  the  excess  of  amity, 

c  must  be  pono." 

.'  hearty  ata^, 

He  Bpaild  thy  sport,  and  hinders 

on  their  way! 

If  he  were  tethered  to  the  Waf, 
He'd  drag  as  well  what  he  is  di 

And  we,  as  brother  should  with  1 

NTO  TIIIIID. 

e  hursca  atirreil. 

Forthwith,  obedient  to  commai 

pij-for  ^reeling  he&rd, 

Tlie  horses  made  a  quiet  stand; 

ce  from  the  door. 

And  to  the  Wagrfon's  skirts  was 

The  Creature,  by  the  MastilTa  a 

iRB  muHt  hnvG  bred 

(The  MsBtiiT  not  well  pleased  to 

e  d'aibts  and  dread; 

So  very  near  such  company.) 

11  the  ciffht. 

This  new  nrrangcment  made,  th< 

xiulesB  night, 

Through  tlie  still  night  proceeds 

elf  or  freight : 

No  Moon  hath  risen  her  light  to 

and  let  it  hide. 

But  indistinctly  may  be  kenned 

of  their  Guide) 

The  VANavARD,  following  close  1 

clmiilc'il  brain ^ 

Sails  spread,  as  if  to  catch  the  v 

h  all  tlicir  pains; 

fnycr  to  mnko, 

"Thy  Wife  and  Child  are  snu 

that  Ihey  may  tdko 

Thy  Ship  will  travel  without  har 
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lenjamiD,  "  her  shape  and  statu: 
nine  —  lliis  bulky  Creature 
lave  the  EteBrin|^  —  tbis, 

r  Btrearaers,  Friend,  you  know 

[>T.  •«  we  go, 

kind  of  handsome  show ! 

hills,  from  Erst  to  last, 
ered  many  a  fuiious  blast; 

forcing  on,  with  head 
itortn,  and  canvas  apresd, 
ter  —  but  to  thee 
bo  knowesl  both  land  and  sea, 
Fl  Hulk  that  sails  the  brine 
se  beset  than  mioc 
winda  on  her  quarter  beat ; 
\ed  from  my  feet, 
r-nrd  —  Heaven  knows  how  — 
easaotly  as  now  — 
by  cnow9  contbundetl, 
foundrous  pit  eurrounded ! 
are,  by  night  and  day 
iigb  rough  and  smooth 
and  fair  our  task  fulfilling; 
II  be  BO  yet  —  God  willing!' 

the  Tar,  "through  fair  and  foul  — 
rom  yon  Ecreoching  Owl !" 
■ras  begun  a  fiay 

their  thoughts  another  way: 
ill-conditioned  carl  1 
8  do  but  grow!  and  anarl, 
i  mote  dissatisfied 
■k  com  tad  e  at  his  side  ! 
Tsed  though  put  to  proof, 
tling  a  hind  hoof, 
laBtiff  on  the  head  ; 
tietter  manners  bred, 
aimed  and  quieted. 

ich-Owl,"  says  the  Sailor,  turning 
inner  cause  of  mourning, 
-pray  God  that  all  be  well '. 
m  any  funeral  bpll ; 
ve  the  gift  of  sight, 
(neelinp  Ghosts  to-night!" 
nin,  "This  whip  sliall  lay 
'  they  crora  our  way. 
ranlrm's  noi^y  station, 
id  his  occupation; 
hath  learned  his  cheer 
of  Windermere ; 
^  of  them  make  merry, 
Han  that  kocpi  the  Ferry; 
1  an  open  ihroaC, 
rs  shouting  for  a  Boat 
he  learned  at  Windermere 
>wl  is  playing  here  — 


He's 


1  the  worst  of  his  em 
1  the  height  of  his  e 


This  explanation  stilled  ih  ^ 

Cured  the  forebodet  like  a  c  .      *  • 

This,  and  the  manner,  and  t  ''"  '"' 

Summoned  the  Sailor  lo  rejo  ^ 

His  heart  is  up  —  be  lean  n     iv 
From  life  or  death,  Irom  maj     i  * 

He  wheeled  —  and,  making  r 
Bmndished  his  crutch  against 
Ani3,  while  he  talked  of  blonj  a. 
Benjamin,  among  the  stars. 
Beheld  a  dancing — and  a  gkncin;;; 
Such  retreating  and  advancing 
As,  I  ween,  was  never  seen 
In  bloodiest  battle  aince  the  dsya  of  Han! 


CANTO  FOURTH. 
Thus  they,  with  freaks  of  proud  delight. 
Beguile  the  remnant  of  the  night; 
Anil  many  a  snatch  of  jovial  song 
Regales  them  as  Ihcy  wind  along  ■ 
While  to  the  music,  from  on  high. 
The  echoes  make  a  b'^^  reply. — 
But  the  sage  Muse  the  revel  becda 
No  fiirthcr  than  her  story  needs ; 
Not  will  she  servilely  attend  . 

The  loitering  journey  to  its  end. 

tlillie  Spirits  of  her  own  impel 
The  Muse,  who  scents  the  morning  air. 
To  lake  of  this  transported  Pair 
A  brief  and  unreproved  farewell ; 
To  f[uit  the  slow-paced  Waggon's  side. 
And  wander  down  yon  hawlhom  dell. 
With  murmuring  Greta  fur  her  guide. 
—  There  dnlh  she  ken  the  awful  form 
Of  Raven-crag  —  black  as  tlie  storm  — 
Glimmering  through  the  twilight  pale; 
And  Gimmer-crag*,  his  tall  twin  brother. 
Each  peering  forth  to  meet  the  other;  — 
And,  while  she  roves  through  SL  John's  Valo, 
Along  Ihe  smooth  unpathwayed  plain. 
By  sheep-tmck  or  tlirough  cottage  lane. 
Where  no  disturbance  comes  to  intrude 
Upon  the  pensive  solitud';, 

unsuspecting  eye,  perchance, 
Witfi  the  rude  Shepherd's  favoured  glance. 
Beholds  the  Faeries  in  array. 
Whose  party-coloured  garments  gay 
The  silent  company  betray ; 
Red,  green,  and  blue ;  a  moment's  sight ! 
For  Skiddaw-top  with  rosy-light 
Is  touched  —  and  all  tlie  bond  take  flight.,      y 


'  The  cmg  nf  Iha  ewe  lunb. 
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nd  from  the  dell 

Lut  and  fbroRKHt,  every  bom 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

f  NnthJalc  PrII  ; 

To  the  utmost  of  his  fbree! 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

till  o'er  wood  and  lawn 

And  the  imoke  and  reBpiimtion 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ke  (1cw8  of  dawn  ; 

Rising  like  an  exhalation, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

bottuni  look 

Blends  with  the  mint— a  morinf 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

e  Iheif  parent  bmot;; 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

hamlet  small. 

Which,  with  slant  ray,  the  merry 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Threlkeld-hall, 

Tatcs  delight  to  play  upon. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

tli«Ie. 

Never  Venus  or  Apollo, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

g  twilight  made  i 

Pleased  a  favourite  chief  to  (bllo« 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

s  rugged  feet, 

Through  accidents  of  peace  or  wi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Ml'e  retreat 

In  a  time  of  peril  threw. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

in  annoy 

Round  the  object  of  bii  care, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ted  Bay, 

Veil  of  Buch  celestial  hue ; 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

c  garb  to  rood 

Interposed  so  bright  a  Kreen 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

1  Shephenl'B  reed ; 

llim  and  his  enemies  between ! 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

of  hill?. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

er-falle,  aiid  rill?; 

Alas!  what  boots  it!  —  who  cat 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

i.ig  sliall  enfd.l. 

When  the  malicious  Fat™  are  be) 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ample  vest 

On  working  out  an  ill  intenti 

^^^^^H 

radiance  bold. 

C»n  destiny  be  turned  aside? 
No  —  Rid  proereBs  of  my  story ! 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

r  the  Slreanitel'a  bod 

Benjamin,  this  outward  glory 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

SB  ond  spread  ; 

Cannot  shield  thee  from  thy  Mast 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

heir  Blcirla  of  gray 

Who  from  Keswick  has  pricked  fi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

crray. 

Sour  ond  surly  as  the  north : 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

r's  naked  steep 

And,  in  fear  of  some  di»aster. 

^^^^H 

ed,  lliB  vapours  swei'p 
nd  divide. 

Comes  to  give  what  help  be  may, 
Or  to  heir  what  thou  canst  say; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

f-multiptied) 

ir,  as  nce<l9  he  miut  forebode, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Thini  hnst  luitiTrcd  oa  the  road! 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Hid  ddubt:!— his  fcar«  may  now  t 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

hia  team  — 

The  wished-for  objrct  is  in  sight; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

cring  steam.— 

Yel,  ttu::l  the  Mu.'<e,  it  rather  hat 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

9  Sailor  Friend, 

Stirred  him  up  to  livelier  wrath  ; 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ir  journey's  end, 
ninded  riot. 

Which  he  stifles,  moody  man! 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Willi  all  the  patience  that  he  can 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

tful  quiet: 

To  the  end  that,  at  your  meeting, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

eaaint  hour 

He  may  give  Ihce  decent  greeting 

^^^^^^^^^1 

illing  power. 

^^^^^^^H 

weak,  and  dull ; 

There  he  is— resolved  to  slop, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

and  poll; 

Till  the  WsRgon  gains  the  top; 

^^^^^H 

r  climb, 

But  stop  he  cannot  — must  advanci 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

n  desert, 

Espies  —  and  instantly  is  ready. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

se  for  shnrae, 

Sfir-collected,  poised,  and  steady; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

avett 

And,  to  be  the  better  seen. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

he  blame, 

Issues  from  his  radiant  sliroud. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Blight 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

in  d  cap  ill- 

With  careless  air  and  open  mien. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

love  the  best ; 

Erect  his  port,  and  firm  his  going 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

are  di.-ilrest ; 

So  struts  yon  Cock  that  now  is  cr 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

p  roiified, 

And  the  morning  light  in  grace 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Strikes  upon  his  lifted  fjce. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ey  atmin  — 

Hurrying  the  poUid  hue  away 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

hain  — 

That  might  his  trespuses  betray. 

^^1 

11  and  main  — 

But  what  can  all  avaU  to  eiaa  hi 
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,t  need  of  explanation, 
or  inlem^lion ! 

Uulec  sees,  alas! 
ihippy  Figure  near  him, 
I  o'er  Uie  dewy  gnee, 

(be  road  it  fringes,  sweet, 
i  coot  to  wayworn  feet; 
I  ladigTiity!  an  Asa, 
Dt^le  Mastiff's  side, 
id  to  tlic  Waggon's  ttii; 
e  Ship,  in  all  her  pride, 
ng  after  in  full  sail  '. 
epeak  of  Babe  and  Mother , 
lontented  with  each  other. 
ug  as  birds  in  leaf/  arboiir, 
liUiio,  a  blessed  harbour  1 

I  eager  eyes  the  Master  pries; 
in  and  out  —  ant!  through  ami  through; 
othing  —  till  at  last  he  spies 
od  upon  the  MastiiTa  head, 
nd  —  where  plably  might  be  read 
Teats  an  Aea'e  hoof  can  do ! 
ip  the  rest:  —  this  aggravation, 
DTDplicated  provocation, 
d  of  grievances  unscsJcd ; 
i  forgiveneea  it  repealed ;  — 
loa,  and  through  distempered  blood 
h  aides,  Benjamin  the  good, 
itient,  and  the  tender-hearted, 
mn  his  Team  and  Waggon  parted; 
daly  of  that  Aay  was  o'er, 
)wn  his  whip  —  and  nerved  no  more. — 
uld  the  Waggon  long  survive 
Benjamin  had  ceased  to  drive : 
ered  on;  —  Guide  after  Guide 
)U5ly  the  office  tried; 
ch  uumonageable  hill 
for  hU  patience  and  his  skill ; — 
ire  it  is,  that  through  this  night, 
hat  the  morning  brought  to  liglit, 
esea  had  we  to  sustain, 
!l  both  Waoooner  and  WtiN ! 


,  O  Friend,  for  praise  or  blame, 
ft  of  this  adventurous  sgng; 
rd  which  I  dared  to  frame, 
I  timid  scruples  checked  me  long; 
;hecked  me  —  and  I  left  the  theme 
bed  —  in  spite  of  many  a  gleam 
■J  which  thereon  wae  shed, 
leannt  sunbeams  shifting  Btill 
be  side  of  a  distant  hill : 
iture  might  not  be  gainsaid ; 
lit  I  have  and  what  I  misB 
of  thcM  —  it  makes  my  bliss  1 


I  Nur  is  it  I  who  play  the  a|_ 

But  a  shy  spirit  in  my  hi  Wbi 

TImt  comes  and  goes  —  will  sometinM 

From  hiding-places  ten  years  deep ; 

Or  haunts  me  with  familiar  &ce  — 

Returning,  like  a  ghost  unlaid. 

Until  the  debt  I  owe  be  paid. 

Forgive  me,  ilien ;  tbr  I  lisd  been  ' 

On  friendly  terms  witli^is.  Machine  ■ 

In  him,  while  he  was  wont  to  trace 

Our  roads,  through  many  a  long  year's  space, 

A  living  Almanack  hod  we; 

We  had  a  speaking  Diary, 

That,  in  this  uneventful  place. 

Gave  to  the  days  a  mark  and  name  ^ 

By  which  wc  knew  them  when  1 

— Yes,  I,  Bad  all  about  me  here,  1,1^™ 

Through  all  the  changes  of  the  year, 

Had  seen  him  through  the  mountains  go,  ,  1^ 

In  pomp  of  mist  or  pomp  of  snow, 

Mnjestically  huge  and  slow :  ^^ 

.    Or,  with  milder  grace  adorning 

The  Landscape  of  a  summer's  morning; 

While  Grasmere  smoothed  her  liquid  plaia 

Tlie  moving  image  to  detain ; 

And  mighty  Fairiield,  with  a  chime  y 

Of  echoes,  to  bis  march  kept  time;        .«,^ 

When  little  other  business  stirred,  (i^ 

And  little  othei  sound  waa  heard;  1  *i 

In  that  delicHHiB  hour  of  balm, 

Stilliiesa,  solitude,  and  calm. 

While  yet  the  Valley  is  arrayed, 

On  this  side  with  a  sober  shade ; 

On  that  is  prodigally  bright  — 

Crag,  lawn,  and  wood  —  with  rosy  li){ht, —  _/^ 

But  most  of  all,  thou  lordly  Wain ! 

1  wish  to  have  thee  here  again, 

When  windows  flap  and  chimney  roars, 

And  all  ie  dismal  out  of  doors; 

And,  sitting  by  my  fire,  I  see 

Eight  sorry  Carls,  no  less  a  tnin ! 

Unworthy  Successors  of  thee, 

Come  straggling  through  the  wind  and  rain ; 

And  oft,  as  they  paraed  slowly  on. 

Beneath  my  window  —  one  by  one  — 

See,  perched  upon  the  naked  height, 

The  summit  of  a  cumbrous  freight, 

A  single  Traveller —and  theie 

Another  — then  perhaps  &  Pair  — 

The  lame,  the  sickly,  and  the  old; 

Men.  Women,  heartless  with  the  cold; 

And  Babes  in  wot  and  starveling  plight; 

Which  once,  be  weather  as  it  might. 

Had  still  a  nest  within  a  neaU 

Thy  shelter  —  and  their  mother's  bretut ! 

Then  moet  of  all,  then  fiir  the  most, 

I)r>  I  regret  what  we  liave  lost; 
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Am  grieved  for  that  unhappy  sia 
Which  robbed  us  of  good  BenjamiD; — 


And  of  his  stately  Charge,  which  nooe 
Could  keep  alive  when  he  was  gooel 


NOTES 


TO 
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Page  145. 

'To  the  Daisy: 

This  poem,  and  two  others  to  the  same  Flower,  were 
written  in  the  year  1802 ;  which  is  mentioned,  because 
in  some  of  the  ideas,  though  not  in  the  manner  in  which 
those  ideas  are  connected,  and  likewise  even  in  some 
of  the  expressions,  there  is  a  resemblance  to  passages 
in  a  Poem  (lately  published)  of  Mr.  Montgomery's,  en- 
titled, a  Field  Flower.  This  being  said,  Mr.  Mont- 
gumery  will  not  think  any  apology  due  to  him ;  I  can- 
not, however,  help  addressing  him  in  the  words  of  the 
Father  of  English  Poets. 

"  Though  it  happe  me  to  rehersin  — 
That  ye  ban  in  your  freshe  songis  saied, 
Forberith  me,  and  beth  not  ill  apaied, 
Sith  that  ye  se  I  doe  it  in  the  honour 
Of  Love,  and  eke  in  service  of  the  Flour.** 

1807. 

Page  146. 

'The  Seven  Sisters: 

The  Story  of  this  Poem  is  from  the  German  of 
Fhederica  Brun. 

Page  154. 

*The  buzzing  Dor-hawk  round  and  round,  is  wheel- 
ing,---' 

When  the  Poem  was  first  written  the  note  of  the  bird, 
was  thus  described :  — 

'The  night-hawk  is  singing  his  frog-like  tune, 
Twirling  his  watchman's  rattle  about — * 

but  from  unwillingness  to  startle  the  reader  at  the  out- 
set by  so  bold  a  mode  of  expression,  the  passage  was 
altered  as  it  now  standa 

Page  15a 

After  this  line, '  Can  any  mortal  clog  come  to  her: 
followed  in  the  MS.  an  incident  which  has  been  kept 
back.  Part  of  the  suppressed  verses  shall  here  be  given 
as  a  gratification  of  private  feeling,  which  the  well- 
disposed  reader  will  find  no  difiiculty  in  excusing. 
They  are  now  printed  for  the  first  time. 

*  Can  any  mortal  clog  come  to  her? 
It  can:  •  •  •  • 

•  •••♦• 


But  Benjamin  in  hk  vezatioiiy 

Possesses  inward  consolation; 

He  knows  his  ground,  and  hopes  to  find 

A  spot  with  all  things  to  his  mind, 

An  upright  mural  block  of  stone. 

Moist  with  pure  water  trickling  down. 

A  slender  spring;  but  kind  to  man 

It  is  a  true  Samaritan ; 

Close  to  the  highway,  pouring  oat 

Its  ofl!ering  from  a  chink  or  spout; 

Whence  all,  however  athirst,  or  drooping 

With  toil,  may  drink,  and  without  stoopiof. 

Cries  Benjamin  **  Where  is  it,  where  1 
Voice  it  hath  none,  but  must  be  near.** 
— A  star  declining  towards  the  west, 
Upon  the  watery  surface  threw 
Its  image  tremulously  imprest. 
That  just  marked  out  the  object  and  withdw 
Right  welcome  service !  •  • 

•  •  ♦  •  • 

RocKOFNAMn! 
Light  is  the  strain,  but  not  unjust 
To  Thee  and  thy  memorial-trust 
That  once  seemed  only  to  expresa 
Love  that  was  love  in  idleness ; 
Tokens,  as  year  hath  followed  year 
How  changed,  alas,  in  character ! 
For  they  were  graven  on  thy  smooth  bteUL 
By  hands  of  those  my  soul  loved  best; 
Meek  women,  men  as  true  and  brave 
As  ever  went  to  a  hopeful  grave : 
Their  hands  and  mine,  when  side  by  side 
With  kindred  zeal  and  mutual  pride. 
We  worked  until  the  Initials  took 
Shapes  that  defied  a  scornful  look. — 
Long  as  for  us  a  genial  feeling 
Survives,  or  one  in  need  of  healing. 
The  power,  dear  Rock,  around  thee  cast, 
Thy  monumental  power,  shall  last 
For  me  and  mine !  O  thought  of  pain, 
That  would  impair  it  or  pro&ne ! 
Take  all  in  kindness  then,  as  said 
With  a  staid  heart  but  playful  head ; 
And  fiiil  not  Thou,  loved  Rock !  to  keep 
Thy  charge  when  we  ai^  \A)d  adeq^^ 
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ras  a  Bof ;  ;e  bnew  him  well,  je  Cli& 
nds  of  W'inander !  —  nuuij  a  time, 
Jig,  when  the  eorliett  stars  begnn 
:  along  the  edges  of  the  hills, 
r  setting,  would  be  stand  alone, 
the  treee,  or  bj  the  glimmering  lake; 
■e,  with  Sogers  interwoven^  both  hands 
closely  palm  to  paloi  and  to  his  mouth 
.  he,  ft3  through  an  iiiElniment, 
toic  hootinga  to  the  silent  owls, 
7  mi^t  answer  him.  —  And  Ihey  would  about 
lie  water?  vale,  and  shout  again, 
Te  to  his  call, —  with  quivering  peals, 
I  haJJooe,  and  screams,  and  echoes  loud 
d  and  redoubled;  concourse  wild 
I  and  jocund  db !  And,  vchen  it  chanced 
ises  of  deep  silence  mocked  his  skill, 
melimcfi,  in  that  silence,  while  he  bmig 
»,  a  gentle  shock  of  mild  surpriae 
iod  &r  into  bis  heart  the  voice 
Uin  torreols;  or  the  visible  scene 
niei  unawares  into  bts  mind 
its  Bolemn  imagery,  its  rocks, 
\  and  that  uncertain  heaven,  received 
bworo  of  the  steady  lake. 

loy  wu  taken  fiwo  his  Mates,  and  died 

ood,  ere  he  was  f\ill  twelve  years  old. 

le  spot,  most  beautiful  the  Vale 

e  waa  bom :  the  grassy  Church-yard  hangs 

lope  above  the  village-school ; 

xigb  that  Church-yard  when  my  way  has  led 

og,  I  believe,  that  oftentimes 

ilf-bonr  ti^ther  I  have  stood 

kxAing  at  the  grave  in  which  he  lies! 


a  THB  BUMMTT  OF 


HELTELLTN. 


KATB  of  a  mountain  Dwelling, 
KM)  hast  clomb  aloft,  and  gazed, 
cm  the  watch-towers  of  Helvellyit ; 
f0di  deligbtedt  ood  amazed  I 


Potent  was  the  spell  that  bom 
Not  uDwillmg  to  obey ; 
For  blue  Ether's  ums,  flung  ro 
Stilled  the  pantings  of  dianay. 

Lo!  the  dwindled  woods  and  mead 
What  B,  vast  abyss  is  there  I  -^ 

Lo!  the  clouds,  the  solemn  i 
And  the  glistenings  —  hoava,, 

And  a  record  of  commotion 
Which  a  thousand  ridges  yield ; 
Ridge,  and  gulf,  and  distant  ocean 
Gleaming  like  a  silver  diield ! 

—  Take  thy  flight; — possess,  inherit 
Alps  or  Andes  —  they  are  thine! 
With  llie  morning's  roseate  Spirit, 
Sweep  their  length  of  snowy  line; 


Or  survey  the  bright  don 
In  the  gorgeous  colours  dreet 
Flung  from  olf  the  purple  pinions, 
Evening  spreiids  lliroiighout  the  wcsti 

Thine  are  all  the  coral  fiiuntaina 
Warbling  in  each  sparry  vault 
Of  tlie  untrodden  lunar  mountains; 
Listen  to  their  songs  1  —  or  halt, 

To  Niphate's  top  invited, 

Whilhet  spitetid  Satan  steered; 
Or  descend  where  the  ark  alighted. 
When  the  green  earth  re-appeefed ; 

For  the  power  of  hills  is  on  thee, 
As  was  witnessed  through  thine  eye 
Then,  when  old  Helvellyn  won  tbc« 
To  confev  their  majesty  I 


TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

0  BUTBi  New-comer !  I  have  heatd, 

1  bear  thee  and  rejoice. 

O  Cuckoo!  shall  I  call  thee  Hri, 
Or  hot  a  wandering  Voice! 
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while  he  tretia 
ibaerving  eye 

the  cloiids  are  spill 
■ad  he 

iry  of  I  ho  heavens, 
she  pails  slough, 
liars,  that,  small 
the  dark  sbf  bb 
ihst  they  wheel  away, 

the  tree, 
;liey  roll  olon^ 

lUlt, 


Built  round  by  those  white  clooda^  enonnasi  < 
Still  deepens  ita  anbthotuable  depth. 
At  lengtli  the  Vision  cIoBes ;  aod  the  raiod. 
Not  uDdisturbed  by  the  delight  it  feeli, 
Which  slowly  setllei  into  peaceful  calm, 
b  left  to  iDUbe  upon  the  eolenm  scene. 


WATER-FOWL. 


-  Let  mr  be  aUawed  lb*  nl  af  Tens  lo  denribs  Ibt  n^ 
knnrdi  ih«  clow  oC  winter.'*— £tfnK(  fitm  Ik  AtAtfi  M 


Makk  how  the  feathered  tenants  of  the  flood. 

With  grace  of  motion  that  might  scarcely  wen 

Inferior  to  angelical,  prolong 

Their  curious  pastime !  shaping  in  mid  air 

(And  Bometimce  with  ambitious  win^  that  loatt 

High  as  the  letel  of  the  moontain  tops) 

A  circuit  ampler  than  the  lake  beneath, 

Theii  own  domain;  —  but  erer,  while  intent 

On  tracing  and  retracing  tliat  large  Toond, 

Their  jubilant  activity  evolves 

Hundreds  of  curves  and  circlets,  to  and  &o. 

Upward  and  downward,  prt^resa  iotricate 

Yet  iinperplexed,  as  if  one  spirit  swayed 

Their  indc&ligable  flight  —  Tisdooe  — 

Ten  times,  or  more,  I  ftncied  it  had  ceased ; 

But  lo!  the  vanished  company  again 

Ascending!  —  tliey  approach —  I  hear  their  wiafi 

F^int,  fiiint  at  first ;  and  then  an  eager  eoiuid 

Past  in  a  moment  —  and  as  ftint  again ! 

They  tempt  the  sun  to  sport  amid  their  plameai 

They  tempt  the  water,  or  the  gleaming  ice^ 

To  show  them  a  fair  image;  —  'tis  themselves^ 

Their  own  fair  forms,  upon  the  glimmering  plaii^ 

Puinted  more  soft  and  fair  as  they  descend 

Almost  to  touch; — then  up  again  akft. 

Up  with  a  sally  and  a  flash  of  speed, 

Aa  if  they  ecocned  both  resting-place  and  T«t! 


YEW-TREES. 

Tmebb  is  a  Yew-tree,  pride  of  Lorton  Vale, 

Which  to  this  day  stands  single,  in  the  midst 

Of  its  own  darkness,  as  it  stood  of  yore. 

Not  loth  to  famish  weapons  for  the  Randa 

Of  Umfraville  or  Percy  ere  they  marched 

To  Scotland's  Heaths ;  or  those  that  croaaed  the  Set 

And  drew  their  sounding  bows  at  Aiincoor, 

Perhaps  at  earlier  Crecy,  or  Poictieix, 

Of  vast  citcnmfbrencQ  and  gloom  profbuDd 

This  solilBjy  Tree !  —  a  living  thing 

Produced  too  slowly  ever  to  decay ; 
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ap0Ct  too  ■■gnifieest 

idL    Bat  worthier  idO  of  sole 

BfBil  xVmr  of  BonowdftlOi 

■DJenMi  and  capociooo  groire; 

—Old  eidi  putiealar  tnmk  a  growth 

a  fibna  aatpontiiio 

d  ipyotefatalj  eoofolTody  ~- 

sd  witfi  Phanta^,  and  looks 

the  pfofime;— a  pillarod  shade, 

raadess  floor  of  red-brown  hue, 

froaa  the  pining  umbrage  tinged 

•beneath  whose  sable  roof 

if  iN*  festal  purpose,  decked 

i^g  berries  ghostly  Shapes 

loontide— Fear  and  trembling  Hope, 

uresight  ^  Death  the  Skeleton 

!  Shadow,  -^there  to  celebrate, 

1  temple  scattered  o*er 

flnistofbed  of  mossy  stone, 

p;  or  in  mote  repose 

ten  to  the  moantain  Hood 

■a  Gkranma^s  inmost  cafea. 


»M  THE  TOP  OF  BLACK  COMB*. 

a  ministering  Angel  might  select: 
■amit  of  Blaok  Comb  (dread  name 
dooda  and  storms !)  the  am]dest  range 
led  prospect  may  be  seen 
fnond  commands :  —  low  dusky  tracts, 
;  is  noTsed,  &r  southward!    Cambrian 


a  mnltitudinous  riiow ; 
)  of  eye-sight  linked  with  these, 
aks  cf  Scotland  that  give  birth 
tieam,  to  Annan,  Tweed,  and  Clyde ;  — 
qoailer  whence  the  sun  comes  forth 
intains  roagh  with  crags ;  beneath, 
mperial  Station's  western  base, 
breaking  audibly,  and  stretched 
t  regions  blue  snd  pale ;  — 
Bgirding  Mona*s  Isle 
eft  the  Plain,  before  our  sif^ht 
ofty  Mount,  uplifting  slowly 
anrez  of  the  watery  globe) 
>w  the  cultured  fields  that  streak 
i  ibores ;  but  now  appears 
ibject,  and  submits  to  lie 
stores  feet  —  Yon  azuro  Ridge, 
nUe  cloud!    Or,  there 
U tbe  line  of  Erin*s  Coast? 

«b  sndi  at  dw  aMiUieni  eitieinity  of  Comber* 
t  nmch  greater  eitent  of  gnmnd  tban  any 
and,  fion  iti  ritoatioo,  the  sum- 
▼iew  Ibaa  any  olber  point  in 


4t 


Land  sometimes  by  the  rofing  ohepherd-awain 

(like  the  bright  confines  of  another  worldj^ 

Not  doubtftiUy  peroeiTod.— Look  homewaid  nowl 

In  depth,  in  height,  in  eucoit,  how  aerene 

The  qpectacle,  how  parol— Of  Natore'a  woritab 

In  earth,  and  air,  and  earth-emhiaeiag 

A  rerelatkm  infinite  it  seems; 

Display  august  of  man*s  inheritanee^ 

Of  Britain's  calm  felicity  and  poworl 


NUTTING. 


It 


day 


(I  speak  of  one  fixmi  many  singled  ooO 

One  of  those  heatenly  days  which  cannot  die; 

When,  in  the  eagerness  of  boyish  hope, 

I  left  our  Cottage^hreshold,  sallying  forth 

With  a  huge  wallet  o*er  my  ahoolders  slanj^ 

A  nutting-crook  in  hand,  and  turned  my  stepa 

Toward  the  distant  woods,  a  Figure  quaint, 

Tricked  out  in  proud  disguise  of  cast-off  weeds 

Which  for  that  senrice  had  been  husbsnded, 

By  exhortation  of  my  frugal  Dame ; 

lilotl^  accoutrement,  of  power  to  smile 

At  thorns,  and  brakes,  and  brambles, — and,  hi  trntht 

More  ragged  than  need  waa  I    Among  the  wood% 

And  o'^er  the  pathless  rocks,  I  forced  my  way 

Until,  at  length,  I  came  to  one  dear  nook 

Unvisited,  where  not  a  broken  bongh 

Drooped  with  its  withered  leaves,  ungracious  sign 

Of  devastation,  but  the  hazels  rose 

Tall  and  erect,  with  milk-white  clusters  hung, 

A  virgin  scene! — A  little  while  I  stood. 

Breathing  with  such  suppression  of  the  heart 

As  joy  delights  in ;  and,  with  wise  restraint 

VoluptiiouR,  fearless  of  a  rival,  eyed 

The  banquet, — or  beneath  the  trees  I  sate 

Among  the  flowers,  and  with  the  flowers  I  played , 

A  temper  known  to  those,  who,  after  long 

And  weary  expectation,  have  been  blest 

With  sudden  happiness  beyond  all  hope.  — 

Perhaps  it  was  a  bower  beneath  whose  learea 

The  violets  of  five  seasons  re-appear 

And  fade,  unseen  by  any  human  eye ; 

Where  fairy  water-breaks  do  murmur  on 

For  ever,  —  and  I  saw  the  sparkling  finm. 

And  with  my  cheek  on  one  of  those  green  stones 

That,  fleeced  with  moss,  beneath  the  shady  trees, 

Iaj  round  me,  scattered  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 

I  heard  the  murmur  and  the  murmuring  sound. 

In  that  sweet  mood  when  pleasure  loves  to  pay 

Tribute  to  ease ;  and,  of  its  joy  secure. 

The  heart  luxuriates  with  indifierent  things, 

Wasting  its  kindliness  on  stocks  and  stones, 

And  on  the  vacant  air.    Then  up  I  rose. 

And  dragged  to  earth  both  branch  and  bongfav  wil^  oash 
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And  mercilesB  ravage ;  and  the  shady  nook 
Of  hazels,  and  the  green  and  mossy  bower, 
Defimned  and  sullied,  patiently  gave  up 
Their  quiet  being :  and,  unless  I  now 
Confimnd  my  present  feelings  with  the  past. 
Even  then,  when  from  the  bower  I  turned  away 
Exulting,  rich  beyond  the  wealth  of  kings, 
I  felt  a  sense  of  pain  when  I  beheld 
The  silent  trees  and  the  intruding  sky.  — 
Then,  dearest  Maiden !  move  along  these  shades 
In  gentleness  of  heart ;  with  gentle  hand 
Touch — for  there  is  a  spirit  in  the  woods. 


/ 


:.W 


(VI 


She  was  a  Phantom  of  delight 
When  first  she  gleamed  upon  my  eight ; 
A  lovely  Apparition,  sent 
To  be  a  mementos  ornament; 
Her  eyes  as  stars  of  Twilight  fair ; 
Like  Twilight's,  too,  her  dusky  hair ; 
But  all  things  else  about  her  drawn 
From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  Dawn; 
A  dancing  Shape,  an  Image  gay. 
To  haunt,  to  startle,  and  waylay. 

I  saw  her  upon  nearer  view, 

A  Spirit,  yet  a  Woman  too ! 

Her  household  motions  light  and  free. 

And  steps  of  virgin  liberty ; 

A  countenance  in  which  did  meet 

Sweet  records,  promises  as  sweet; 

A  Creature,  not  too  bright  or  good 

For  human  nature*s  daily  food ; 

For  transient  sorrows,  simple  wiles, 

Praise,  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears,  and  smiles. 

And  now  I  see  with  eye  serene 
The  very  pulse  of  the  machine ; 
A  Being  breathing  thoughtful  breath, 
A  Traveller  between  life  and  death ; 
The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will, 
Endurance,  foresight,  strength,  and  skill; 
A  perfect  Woman,  nobly  planned. 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command ; 
And  yet  a  Spirit  still,  and  bright 
With  something  of  an  angel  light 


O  NioHTiivoALi !  thou  surely  art 

A  Creature  of  a  fiery  heart:  — 

These  notes  of  thine  —  they  j^erce  and  pierce ; 

Tumultuous  harmony  and  fierce ! 

ThoQ  sing'st  as  if  the  God  of  wine 

Had  helped  thee  to  a  Valentine; 


A  song  in  mockery  and  despite 
Of  shades,  and  dews,  and  silent  T 
And  steady  bliss,  and  all  the  love 
Now  sleeping  in  these  peacefiil  6n 
I  heard  a  Stock-^ove  sing  or  say 
His  homely  tale,  this  very  day ; 
His  voice  was  buried  among  trees, 
Yet  to  be  come  at  by  the  breeze : 
He  did  not  cease ;  but  cooed  —  and 
And  somewhat  pensively  he  wooed 
He  sang  of  love  with  quiet  blending 
Slow  to  begin,  and  never  ending ; 
Of  serious  &ith  and  inward  glee ; 
That  was  the  Song — the  Song  fiv 


Three  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  e 
Then  Nature  said,  "  A  lovelier  flo\i 
On  earth  was  never  sown; 
This  Child  I  to  myself  will  take ; 
She  shall  be  mine,  and  I  will  ma 
A  Lady  of  my  own. 

Myself  will  to  my  darling  be 
Both  law  and  impulse:  and  with  i 
The  Girl,  in  rock  and  plain. 
In  earth  and  heaven,  in  glade  and 
Shall  feel  an  overseeing  power 
To  kindle  or  restrain. 

She  shall  be  sportive  as  the  Fawn 
That  wild  with  glee  across  the  la^ 
Or  up  the  mountain  springs; 
And  her*s  shall  be  the  breathing  I 
And  hers  the  silence  and  the  caln 
Of  mute  insensate  things. 

The  Floating  Clouds  their  state  shal 
To  her;  &r  her  the  willow  bend: 
Nor  shall  she  fiiil  to  see 
Even  in  the  motions  of  the  Storm 
Grace  that  shall  mould  the  Maiden*! 
By  silent  sympathy. 

The  Stars  of  midnicbt  shall  be  dei 
To  her;  and  she  shall  lean  her  es 
In  many  a  secret  place 
Where  Rivulets  dance  their  waywai 
And  beauty  bom  of  murmuring  soi 
Shall  pass  into  her  fiice. 

And  vital  feelings  of  delight 
Shall  rear  her  form  to  statelj  beifl 
Her  virgin  bosom  swell; 
Such  thoughts  to  Lucy  I  will  give 
While  she  and  I  together  live 
Here  in  this  happy  DelL" 


lure  Bpoke  —  The  work  was  done 

ID  my  I.ucy'a  race  waa  ma ! 

I,  and  left  to  me 

Lib,  Ihig  calnii  and  qaiel  scene ; 

way  of  what  lias  been, 

er  more  will  be. 


lis  did  inj  qiirit  seal, 

no  human  fears : 

ned  a  thing  that  could  not  feel 

joch  of  earthly  years. 

:ia  has  she  now,  no  force; 
either  hears  nor  sees, 
ound  in  earth's  diurnal  course 
locks,  and  Blones,  and  trees ! 


>RN  OF  EGREMONT  CASTLE. 

rothera  reached  the  gateway, 
ed  with  hia  lance 

which  there  was  hanging; 
inherilance. 
which  none  could  sound, 

living  ground, 
)  came  as  righllu!  Heir 
.'9  Domainp  and  Costle  &ir. 

gea  without  record 
ae  of  Lucie  born, 

had  claimed  the  Lordship 

upon  the  Horn: 
appointed  hour 
>m,  —  it  owned  his  power; 
owledgod;  and  the  blaEt, 
Sir  Eustace  aoundt^d,  was  the  last. 

e  Sir  Eustace  pointed, 
t  thus  said  he. 
ik  this  Horn  shall  witnei^s 
T  memory, 
nd  neglect  me  not '. 
and  on  this  spot, 
«  uttered  from  my  heart, 
imeat  prayer  ere  we  depart. 

ice  WE  are  going 
ry  sea  and  land, 
rse  if  Chriat  our  Saviour 
sou]  demiuid, 
Ihon  back  straightway, 
vc  that  day ; 
Knind  the  Horn,  tlial  we 
living  House  still  left  in  thee '." 


"  Fear  not,"  quickly  QnKwe 
"  As  I  am  thy  Father's  son 
V\Tial  thou  askest,  noble  B 
With  God's  favour  shall  be 
So  were  both  right  well  w 
Prom  tho  CaMle  forth  they 
And  at  tho  head  of  their  A 
To  Palestine  the  firoUicrs  I 

Side  by  side  they  fought  (i 
Were  a  line  for  valour  lait 
And  where'er  their  bItoIeos 
There  the  Saracens  were  I.. 
Whence,  then,  could  it  come 
By  what  evil  spirit  brought 
Oh !  can  a  brave  Man  » 
Hia  Brother's  life,  for  Lanoa 


;le'a 


"Sir!"  tJie  Ruffians  said  to  Hubert, 
"Deep  he  lies  in  Jordan  flood." 
Stricken  by  this  ill  assurance, 
Pale  and  trembling  Hubert  stood. 
"Take  your  earnings." — Oh!  that  I 
Could  have  seen  my  Brother  die '. 
It  was  a  pang  that  veited  him  then; 
And  oft  returned,  again,  and  yet  again. 

Months  passed  on,  and  no  Sir  Eustace  I 
Nor  of  him  were  tidings  heard. 
Wherefore,  bold  as  day,  the  Murderer 
Bock  ojrnin  to  England  eteered. 
To  his  Coslle  Hubert  sped; 
Ife  has  nothing  now  to  dread. 
But  silent  and  by  stealth  he  came. 
And  at  an  hour  which  nobody  could  name. 

None  could  tell  if  it  were  night-time. 

Night  or  day,  at  even  or  morn; 

For  the  sound  was  heard  by  no  one 

Of  the  prtwlama  lion-bom. 

But  bold  Hubert  lives  in  glee : 

Sf onths  end  years  went  smilingly ; 

With  plenty  was  his  table  spread ; 

And  bright  the  I^dy  is  who  shares  hia  beC 

Likewise  he  had  Sons  and  Daughters; 
And,  as  good  men  do,  he  sate 
At  his  board  by  tiiese  surrounded, 
Flourishing  in  fiiir  estate. 
And  while  thus  in  open  day 
Once  he  sate,  as  old  books  say, 
A  blast  was  uttered  from  the  Horn, 
Where  by  the  Castle-gate  it  hung  forlora 

'Tia  the  brellh  of  pood  Sir  Eustace! 

He  is  come  to  clnim  his  right: 
Ancient  Castle,  Woods,  anil  Iklniinlaina 
Hear  the  challenge  with  delighL 


the  word ! 
lodged,  and  thou  be  I«nl. 
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Old  Goody  BUke  wu  old  and 
HI  fed  she  was,  and  thinly  cU 
And  any  nun  who  paMed  her 
Might  see  how  poor  a  hut  ahe 

All  day  she  spun  in  her  poor 
And  then  her  three  hours'  wa 
Alas!  'twaa  hardly  worth  the 
It  would  not  pay  for  caudle-lij 
Remote  from  ahelteriii;  vQlogi 
On  a  hill'a  northern  eide  ahe  • 
Where  from  aea-blasta  the  hay 
And  hcary  dews  are  slow  to  i 

By  the  same  fire  to  boil  their 
Two  poor  old  Dames,  as  t  hai 
Will  often  lire  in  one  small  c 
But  she,  poor  Woman !  housed 
"Twiia  well  enough  when  sum 
The  long,  warm,  lightsome  eu 
Thf;n  at  her  door  tJie  eanly  D 
Would  ait,  as  any  linnet  gay. 

But  when  the  ice  our  streams 
Oh !  tliGn  how  her  old  bones  i 
You  would  have  said,  if  jou  h 
'TwBS  a  hard  time  Tor  Goody 
Her  evcninf^  tlien  were  dull  i 
Snd  cnKC  it  wna,  aa  you  may  I 
For  very  cold  to  go  to  bed ; 
Anil  then  for  cold  not  sleep  a 

O  joy  for  her '.  whene'er  in  w 
The  ninils  at  night  had  made 
And  Bcaltcred  many  a  lusty  e; 
And  mnny  a  rotten  bough  aboi 
Yet  never  had  she,  well  or  aii 
As  every  man  who  knew  her 
A  pile  beforehand,  turf  or  eticl 
Enongh  to  warm  her  for  three 

Now,  when  the  froet  was  past 
And  made  her  poor  old  bones  to 
Could  any  thing  be  more  allui 
Than  an  old  hedge  to  Goody  1 
And,  now  end  then,  it  must  b 
When  her  old  bones  were  «old 
She  left  her  fire,  or  left  her  b 
To  seek  the  hedge  of  Harry  G 

Now  Harry  he  had  long  snspei 
This  trespass  of  old  Goody  Bla 
And  vowed  that  she  should  be 
And  he  on  her  would  vcngeant 
And  oft  from  his  warm  fire  he 
And  to  the  fields  his  rood  wou 
And  there,  at  night,  in  troet  a 
lie  watched  to  Eeite  old  Good] 
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iUidi  ono6^  bdiind  a  liek  of  buky, 
Tbn  lookuf  out  did  Huijittiid: 
Tha  mooa  wu  fiill  ud  ■*>"»"»<*  clMrlTa 
And  criip  witfi  fioil  the  ilnbUe  land. 
-^Hs  Imus  a  noin— *lia*a  til  awake 
Again  1—0O  tiiK4oe  down  the  hill 
He  aoftly  cnepe— *Tii  Goody  Blake, 
She*e  at  the  hedge  of  Hany  GiU ! 

Right  gbd  wu  he  when  he  bdield  her: 
Stidr  alte  etk^  did  Goody  poll: 
He  etood  hehind  a  huh  of  elder, 
'nn  dM  hid  filled  her  apron  full 
When  with  her  kod  ahe  toned  about, 
Tlie  bf-way  back  again  to  take ; 
He  etarted  firward  with  a  ahout. 
And  qirang  npon  poor  Goody  Blake. 

And  fiercely  by  the  arm  he  took  her. 
And  by  the  arm  be  held  her  &8t. 
And  fiercely  by  the  arm  he  shook  her. 
And  eried,  ''I've  canght  yon  then  at  last!** 
Then  Goody  who  had  nothing  said. 
Her  bundle  fiom  her  lap  let  fiJl; 
And*  kneeling  on  the  sticks,  she  prayed. 
To-  God  that  is  the  jadge  of  all. 

She  prayed*  her  withered  hand  nprearing, 
While  Haiiy  held  her  by  the  arm  — 
*'God!  wiio  art  never  out  of  hearing, 
O  nay  he  never  more  be  warm !" 
TIm  cold,  cold  moon  above  her  head, 
Tbns  on  her  knees  did  Goody  pray, 
Yoang  Harry  heard  what  she  had  said : 
And  icy  cold  be  turned  away. 

He  went  complaininnr  all  the  morrow 

That  be  was  cold  and  very  chill : 

His  face  was  gloom,  his  lieart  was  sorrow, 

Alas!  that  day  for  Harry  Gill ! 

That  day  he  wore  a  ridinfir-coat, 

Bat  not  a  whit  the  warmer  he : 

Another  was  on  Thursday  broufj^ht, 

And  ere  the  Sabbath  he  had  three. 

Twas  all  in  vain,  a  useless  matter, 
And  blankets  were  about  him  pinned ; 
Yet  still  his  jaws  and  teeth  they  clatter, 
like  a  loose  casement  in  the  wind. 
And  Harry's  flesh  it  fell  away ; 
And  all  who  see  him  say,  'tis  plain. 
That,  live  as  long  as  live  he  may, 
lie  never  will  be  warm  again. 

No  word  to  any  man  he  utters, 
A-bed  or  up,  to  young  or  old; 
Bat  ever  to  himself  he  mutters, 
•Poor  Harry  Gill  is  very  cold.** 

W 


A-bed  or  up,  by  night  or  day ; 
Hia  teeth  they  chatter,  chatter  etilL 
Now  think,  ye  fiurmers  all,  I  pray, 
Of  Goody  Blake  and  Harry  Gill! 


V 


( 


I WANDKBXD  louoly  as  a  Cloud 
That  floats  on  high  o'er  Yalee  and  HOlib 
When  all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd, 
A  host  of  golden  Daffi)di]s ; 
Ferde  the  Lake,  beneath  the  treesb 
riiLttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

CoatB>uoQ8  as  the  stan  that  ahine 
And  twink?e  on  the  miliar  way, 
They  stretched  in  never^endmg  Ime 
Along  the  margin  of  a  bay: 
Ten  thousand  aaw  I  at  a  glance. 
Tossing  their  heads  in  qnightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced*  bnt  ihcf 

Out-did  the  sparkling  waves  iL  gbe:— 

A  poet  could  not  but  be  gay, 

In  such  a  jocund  company : 

I  gazed — and  gazed — but  little  ihcfij^t 

What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  blwlc^ 

For  ofl,  when  on  my  coach  I  lie 
In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood. 
They  flash  npon  that  inward  eye 
Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude. 
And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure  fills. 
And  dances  with  the  DaflTodils. 


--fii 

ill 

1     y    V 


V    '^ 


,  Im.  ».  V     -V' 


V  I  - 


•  ^"  V\  t 


I 


•  «■•*  . 


THE  REVERIE  OF  POOR  SUSAN. 

At  tlie  corner  of  Wood  Street,  when  daylight  appears, 
Hantrs  a  Thrush  that  sings  loud,  it  has  sung  for  three 

years: 
Poor  Susan  has  passed  by  the  spot,  and  has  heard 
In  tlie  silence  of  morning  the  song  of  the  Bird. 


'Tis  a  note  of  enchantment;  what  ails  herl  She 
A  mountain  ascending,  a  vision  of  trees; 
Bright  volumes  of  vapour  through  Lothbury  glide, 
And  a  river  flows  on  through  the  vale  of  Cheapside. 

Green  pastures  she  views  in  the  midst  of  the  dale, 
Down  which  she  so  often  has  tripped  with  her  pail ; 
And  a  single  small  Cottage,  a  nest  like  a  dove's. 
The  one  only  Dwelling  on  earth  that  she  loves. 

She  looks,  and  her  Heart  is  in  heaven :  but  they  fade 

The  mist  and  the  river,  the  hill  and  the  shade : 

The  stream  will  not  flow,  and  the  hill  will  not  rise. 

And  the  colours  have  all  passed  away  from  her  eyes, 
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'  MUSIC. 
I — yea.  Faith  mnj  grow 

r»of  old;  — 

l>u'll  meet  with  the  nine 

P  hsili  boiTDwed  its  name. 

e  works  oa  the  crowd, 
g  merry  and  loud ; 
eir  hearts  to  the  brim  — 
ii  Fiddle  and  bim  ! 

a  empire  ia  this! 
I  hungry  have  bliss ; 
anxioua  have  rest ; 
0  longer  oppreat. 

1  her  the  cloud*  of  the 

Lentre  of  Vlghl; 

lof  dusky-browed  Jack, 

1,  with  baaket  on  back. 


Buch  he  stops  on  the  Iret, 
lighter  —  he 'sin  the  net! 

eight  which  he  bore; 
lieela  hither  her  store;  — 
Jmight  pilfer  al  ease ; 
■1  that  she  sees ! 


I  Wall ;  ■ 


-he   abates   r 


h  boona  dropping  in, 
L  from  the  Poorest;  and 

■penny  to  spare. 

|)rotid  be  the  Haod 
9Ugb  so  tbanktiil  a  Band ; 
—  all  the  while 
I  and  they  praise  with  a 


and  in  lieight, 
from  delight ; 
;  would  1  oh,  not  he ! 
llirougli  a  tree. 


0  his  Crutch;    like  a 

IS  hour  after  hour !  — 
I  fetters  is  bound, 
p  her  arms  to  the  sound. 


Now,  Coaches  and  Chariots !  roar  oa  like  a  Mrau 
Here  arc  twenty  souU  happy  as  sovb  in  a  dram: 
They  are  deaf  to  your  murmun — they  cue  cM  fir 

Not  what  ye  are  flying,  nor  what  you  purmel 


STAR-GAZERS. 
Whit  crowd  is  this!  what  ban  we  here!  w«  bhI 

Dot  pass  it  by; 
A  Telescope  upon  its  fiame,  and  pointed  ta  ibe  1^: 
Long  is  it  as  a  Barber's  Pole,  or  Mast  of  liicla  Had, 
Some  little   Pleasure^kifl;   that   doth  oo  Titntii 

waters  float 

The  Showman  chooses  well  his  place,  't  is  LeicMo'f 

busy  square ; 
And  is  as  happy  in  his  night,  for  lite  heaveni  ue  blu 

and  &ir; 
Calm,  though  impatient,  is  the  Crowd;  etch  Mnfe 

ready  with  the  fee, 
ImpDtient   till  his  moment  comes  —  what  tu  hw^ 


Yet,  Showman,  where  con  lie  the  cause !    Stall  ttf 

Implement  have  blame, 
A  Boaster,  tliat  when  he  is  tried,  tails,  and  ii  fit  fe    I 

shame  1 
Or  is  it  good  a^  others  are,  sind  be  their  eysi  in  liritl 
Their  eyes,  or  minds'  or,  finally,  is  yon  mpUidetf 

Vault' 

Is  nothing  of  that  radiant  pomp  so  good  UWS  bait 

Or  gives  a  thing  but  Email  delight  that  nerer  eu  b 

dear! 
The  silver  Moon,  with  all  her  Vales,  and  Hilli  rf 

mightiest  fiime. 
Doth  she  betray  us  when  they're  seen?  or  ue  Ikef 
but  a  name! 

Or  is  it  rather  that  Conceit  rapacious  is  and  ftrongi 
And  Bounty  never  yielda  so  much  but  it  eeena  to  da 

Or  is  it.  that  when  human  Souls  a  journey  Uuf  ban 


bad 
And   are  returned   J 


I   themBelves,  they  c 


Or  must  we  be  constrained  to  think  that  tlic 

tors  rude. 
Poor  in  estate,  of  manners  base,  men  of  the 
Have  souls  which  never  yet  have  risen,  and  tl 

prostrate  lie! 
No,  no,  this  cannot  be  — Men  thirst  for  pen 

mnieslv ! 
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i  deepaad  MmMl  tboqglit  tiie  hUmM 
iploy 

or  Imb gtaadl  a gnve  and  iteady 


BCt  an  diow  d  pride»  adndla  no  oatwaid 
if  this  aoiij  world,  bat  aleiit  and  diyine ! 

the  eaoM^  'tii  imre  that  they  who  ptf 
i  with  little  gaiiip  aeem  le«  happy  than 
m  they  take  their  tonit  nor  ha?e  I  one 
I  dacUy  go  away,  as  if  dinatisfied.        .^ 


IHB  HAUNTED  TREE, 


10' 


doods  collected  roond  the  tan 
nrnth  abate  not,  leeining  lets 
than  mnltiply  hii  beams 
tiao-^gratefbl  to  the  sky, 
ii^  woodsi   Nor  doth  our  huinan  sense 
eeieen  or  canopy 
the  time^ianantled  Oak 
ihie  toft  of  heath,  which  now,  attired 
dlaeBB  of  its  Uoom,  afbrds 
hi  ae  e*er  fcr  earthly  use 
d;  whether  by  the  hand  of  Art, 
Sultan,  amid  flowers  enwrooght 
me,  might  diffiue  his  limbs 
r,  by  Nature,  Ibr  repose 
Tood-nymph,  weaned  by  the  chase. 
er  in  thy  Poet's  si^t 
ipiritnal  Creatnre  of  the  groves, 
Jid,  thos  inrited,  crown  with  rest 
i  boor:  —  though  tmly  some  there  are 
?pa  saperstitioQsly  avoid 
le  Tree;  ibr,  when  the  wind 
,  it  sends  ftrth  a  creaking  sound 
eneval  roar  of  woods  and  crags) 
lid  from  &r — a  doleful  note ! 
cian  diepherds  would  have  deemed) 
yad,  pent  within,  bewailed 
wrong.    Nor  is  it  unbelieved, 
cy,  thtt  a  troubled  Ghost 
oU  Trunk ;  lamenting  deeds  of  which 
f  groond  b  conscbus.    But  no  wind 
a  tkiig  Uus  elevated  ridge ; 
iOfhyr stirs; — the  obnoxious  Tree 
-lad,  ia  bis  silence  would  look  down, 
Wttknr  ef  the  trsckless  hiUs, 
""^'■■■Cfai  with  more  ddigfat 
■^^M^atiMdielteredfale 


Seem  to  participate,  the  whilst  they  view 
Their  own  ikr^tretchmg  arms  and  leaiy  heada 
Vividly  ptctnred  in  some  glassy  pool. 
That,  ftr  a  brief  space,  checks  the  hunyinig  stream! 


WRITTEN  IN  MARCH, 

Wan<E  KBRTMO  ON  TRM  BRIDOK  AT  TU  lOOT  OT 

BROTHER^B  WATER. 

Tbb  cock  ii  CTowmg, 

The  stream  ia  flowing. 

The  small  birds  twitter, 

The  lake  doth  glitter* 
The  green  field  deeps  hi  the  son; 

The  (ddest  and  youngest 

Are  at  work  with  the  strongest; 

The  cattle  are  graaing. 

Their  heads  never  raising; 
There  are  forty  feeding  like  one ! 

Like  an  army  defeated 

The  Snow  hath  retreated. 

And  now  doth  fiire  ill 

On  the  top  of  the  bare  hill; 
The  Ploughhoy  m  whooping— anon— anon: 

There's  joy  in  the  mountains ; 

There's  life  in  the  Ibuntaina; 

Small  clouds  are  sailing, 

Blue  sky  prevailing ; 
The  rain  is  over  and  gone! 


GIPSIEa 

Yet  are  they  here  the  same  unbroken  knot 
Of  human  Beings,  in  the  self-same  spot! 

Men,  Women,  Children,  yea  the  frame 

Of  the  whole  Spectacle  the  same ! 
Only  their  fire  seems  bolder,  yielding  light. 
Now  deep  and  red,  the  colouring  of  night ; 

That  on  their  Gipsy-fiu;es  fiills, 

Their  bed  of  straiv  and  blanket-walls. 
— Twelve  hours,  twelve  bounteous  hours,  are  gone 

while  I 
Have  been  a  Traveller  under  open  sky, 

Much  witnessing  of  change  and  cheer. 

Yet  as  I  left  I  find  them  here ! 
The  weary  Sun  betook  himself  to  rest 
— ^Then  issued  Vesper  fifom  the  fiilgent  West, 

Outshining  like  a  visible  God 

The  glorious  path  in  which  he  trod. 
And  now,  ascending,  after  one  dark  hour 
And  (me  night's  diminuticm  of  her  power. 

Behold  the  mighty  Moon!  this  way 

She  hnks  as  if  at  them^but  they 
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Regard  not  her: — oh  better  wrong  and  strife, 
(By  nature  transient)  than  such  torpid  life ; 
*     life  which  the  very  stars  reprove 

As  on  their  silent  task  they  move ! 
Yet,  witness  all  that  stirs  in  heaven  or  earth ! 
In  scorn  I  speak  not ;  —  they  are  what  their  birth 

And  breeding  sufl^rs  them  to  be; 

Wild  outcasts  of  society  t 


BEGGARa 

Before  my  eyes  a  Wanderer  stood ; 

Her  face  from  summer's  noon-day  heat 

Nor  bonnet  shaded,  nor  the  hood 

Of  that  blue  cloak  which  to  her  feet 

Depended  with  a  graceful  flow ; 

Only  she  wore  a  cap  as  white  as  new-fallen  snow. 

Her  skin  was  of  Egyptian  brown ; 

Haughty  as  if  her  eye  had  seen 

Its  own  light  to  a  distance  thrown. 

She  towered  —  fit  person  for  a  Queen, 

To  head  those  ancient  Amazonian  files: 

Or  ruling  Bandit's  wife  among  the  Grecian  Isles. 

She  begged  an  alms  no  scruple  checked 

The  current  of  her  ready  plea, 

Words  that  could  challenge  no  respect 

Buty.firom  a  blind  credulity; 

And  yet  a  boon  I  gave  her  ;  for  the  Creature 

Was  beautiful  to  see — a  weed  of  glorious  feature ! 

I  lefl  her,  and  pursued  my  way; 
And  soon  before  me  did  espy 
A  pair  of  little  Boys  at  play, 
Chasing  a  crimson  butterfly ; 
The  Taller  followed  with  his  hat  in  hand, 
Wreathed  round  with  yellow  flowers  the  gayest  of  the 
land. 

The  Other  wore  a  rimless  crown 
With  leaves  of  laurel  stuck  about; 
And,  while  both  followed  up  and  down, 
Etkh  whooping  with  a  merry  shout. 
In  their  fraternal  features  I  could  trace 
Unquestionable  lines  of  that  wild  Suppliant's  &ce. 

Yet  they^  so  blitne  of  heart,  seemed  fit 
For  finest  tasks  of  earth  or  air : 
Wings  let  them  haye,  and  they  might  flit 
Precursors  of  Aurora's  Car, 

Scattering  fi^sh  flowers;  though  happier  far,  I  ween. 
To  hunt  their  fluttering  game  o*er  rock  and  level 
green. 


They  dart  across  my  path — bat  k^ 
fkch  ready  with  a  plaintive  whine ! 
Said  I,  "  not  half  an  hour  ago 
Your  Mother  has  had  alms  of  mine.** 
**  That  cannot  be,"  one  answered — **  the 
I  looked  reproof — they  saw — bat  neitl 
head. 

"She  has  been  dead,  Sir,  many  a  day.** 
'* Sweet  Boys!  Heaven  hears  that  rash 
H  was  your  Mother,  as  I  say  !** 
And,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
*'Come!  come!"  cried  one,  and  without 
Off  to  some  other  play  the  joyous  Vagra 


SEQUEL  TO  THE  FOREGO 

COMPOSED  IfANT  FEARS  APTEl 

Where  are  they  now,  those  vranton  I 
For  whose  free  range  the  daedal  eartli 
Was  filled  with  animated  toys. 
And  implements  of  fK>lic  mirth ; 
With  tools  for  ready  wit  to  guide; 
And  ornaments  of  seemlier  pride. 
More  fresh,  more  bright,  than  Princes 
For  what  one  moment  flung  aside. 
Another  could  repair; 
What  good  or  evil  have  they  seen 
Since  I  their  pastime  witnessed  here, 
Their  daring  wiles,  their  sportive  chee 
I  ask  —  but  all  is  dark  between! 

Spirits  of  beauty  and  of  grace  ! 
Associates  in  that  eager  chase; 
Ye,  by  a  course  to  nature  true. 
The  sterner  judgment  can  subdue; 
And  waken  a  relenting  smile 
When  she  encounters  fraud  or  guile; 
And  sometimes  ye  can  charm  away 
The  inward  mischief,  or  allay. 
Ye,  who  within  the  blameless  mind 
Your  favourite  seat  of  empire  find ! 

They  met  me  in  a  genial  hour. 
When  universal  nature  breathed 
As  with  the  breath  of  one  sweet  flowe 
A  time  to  overrule  the  power 
Of  discontent,  and  check  the  birth 
Of  Uioughts  with  better  thoughts  at  sti 
The  most  familiar  bane  of  life 
Since  parting  Innocence  bequeathed 
Mortality  to  Earth ! 
Sofl  clouds,  the  whitest  of  the  year. 
Sailed  through  the  sky— the  brooks  ^ 
The  lambs  from  rock  to  rock  were  l^^^ 
With  songs  the  budded  groves  ntona^ 
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f  beart  is  slill  eDil(«r«l 

with  which  it  Uieri  vma  cheered; 

which  saw  thtt  gladaame  pair 

High  the  6ie  with  un^in^  hair. 

Ii  Ihoaghta  must  oeeds  deceive, 

its :  may  we  nM  beiicTe 

,  BO  happy  and  so  &ir, 

rour  sweet  icDucaue  and  the  care 

■  Heaven,  at  least  were  free 

h  of  deadli/  injury  1 

white'er  their  eartbty  doom, 

-  and  immortal  bknm  ! 


RUTH. 

Kuth  wu  left  hair  deeolate, 
her  took  acotber  Mate; 
th,  not  BBven  yonra  old, 
ed  Child,  at  her  own  will 
andning  over  dale  and  hill, 
jbOem  freedom  bold. 

had  made  a  Pipe  of  straw, 
n  thit  oaten  Pipe  could  draw 
da  of  winds  and  flooda  ; 
It  a  bower  upon  ilie  grevo, 
e  froiD  her  birth  hod  been 
It  of  ttie  wocxIiL 

her  Father'^  roof,  ilone 
lied  to  live ;  her  thoughts  her  own ; 
ber  own  delight; 
with  herseli;  nor  sad,  nor  gay  ; 
eing  tliua  the  live-Jong  day, 
«  to  Woman's  heigliL 

ime  a  Youth  from  Georgia's  shore 

ry  Casque  he  wore, 

lendid  feather*  drest; 

fhl  them  from  the  Cherokcea; 

hers  nodded  In  tho  breese, 

le  a  gal  Ian  I  creau 

iian  blood  yoa  deem  him  sprung: 
lie  Bpabe  the  English  tongae, 
I  a  Soldier's  name ; 
en  America  was  free 
:tle  and  from  jeopardy, 
I  the  ocean  came. 

ea  of  genius  on  his  cheek 
tones  the  Youth  could  speak: 
be  was  yet  a  Boy, 
n,  the  glory  of  the  Fun, 
una  that  murmnr  as  they  nm, 
I  nit  deuert  'joj. 


He  w«*  a  lovely  Yootb 
The  panther  in  the  W. 
Was  not  ao  &ir  aa  bo ; 
Aiid,  when  he  cbose  to 
No  dolphin  ever  waa  ac 
UpOD  the  tropic  sea. 

Among  tiie  Indians  he  bad  fa 

And  with  him  many  taJea  be 

or  pleasure  and  of  fear 

Such  tales  as  told  to  any  Maid 

By  such  a  Youlb,  in  tlie  greea  tbade, 

Were  perilous  to  hear. 

He  told  of  Giria  — a  happy  rout  • 

Who  quit  their  fold  wiUi  dance  and  obt 

Their  pleasant  Indian  Town, 

To  gather  strawberries  all  day'Iong; 

Returning  with  a  choral  song 

When  daylight  ia  gone  down. 

He  E^pake  of  plants  divine  and  siranga 
Tliai  every  hour  their  bloeaoms  changf^. 
Ten  thousand  lovely  huee! 
With  budding,  fading,  laded  floweia 
They  stand  the  wonder  of  the  bowera 
tVom  mom  to  evening  dews, 

Hb  told  of  the  Slagnolia*,  spread 
High  an  a  cloud,  high  over  head ! 
Tbe  Cypress  and  her  spire; 
— Of  floii'ers  that  with  one  scarlet  gleam 
Cover  a  hundred  leagues,  and  seem 
To  set  the  hills  on  fire.f 

The  Youth  of  green  savannalu  spake, 
And  many  en  endless,  end  less  kke, 
With  all  its  fairy  crowds 
Of  islands,  that  together  lie 
As  quietly  as  spots  of  sky 
Among  the  evening  clouds. 

And  then  he  said,  "How  sweet  it  were 

A  fisher  or  a  hunter  there, 

A  gardener  in  the  shade. 

Still  wandering  with  an  easy  mind 

To  build  a  honsehold  fire,  and  find 

A  home  in  every  glade ! 

"  What  days  and  what  sweet  years !  Ah  me  1 

Our  life  were  life  indeed,  with  Uiee 

Si>  passed  in  quiet  bliss. 

And  bI!  the  while,"  said  he,  "to, know 

That  we  were  in  a  world  of  woe. 

On  such  en  earth  aa  this '." 

•MngnoliB  grandiflnra. 

fThc  splendid  appearance  of  iht-ie  iicarlet  Ihw-en.  which  an 
aciuicred  uiih  micb  inufiuion  ovtt  Ihe  Hiiii  in  Uio  Soutlisni 
part*  of  Nonh  Amarica,  is  frequently  nendoned  by  Barttim  in 


ii  Trareli 
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And  then  he  ■ometiines  interwove 
Fond  thoughts  aboat  a  Father*8  bve: 
Tor  there,**  said  he,  '*are  spun        ^ 
Aroond  the  heart  such  tender  ties. 
That  our  own  children  to  our  eyes 
Are  dearer  than  the  sun. 

'* Sweet  Ruth!  and  could  you  go  with  me 
My  helpmate  in  the  woods  to  be, 
Our  shed  at  night  to  rear ; 
Or  run,  my  own  adopted  Bride, 
A  sylvan  Huntress  at  my  side, 
And  drive  the  flying  deer! 

** Beloved  Ruth!** — No  more  he  said. 
The  wakeful  Ruth  at  midnight  shed 
A  solitary  tear: 

She  thought  again — and  did  agree 
With  him  to  sail  across  the  sea, 
And  drive  the  flying  deer. 

*'And  now,  as  fitting  is  and  right. 

We  in  the  Church  our  faith  will  plight, 

A  Husband  and  a  Wife.'* 

Even  so  they  did;  and  I  may  say 

That  to  sweet  Ruth  that  happy  day 

Was  more  than  human  life. 

Through  dream  and  vision  did  she  sink. 
Delighted  all  the  while  to  think 
That  on  those  lonesome  floods, 
And  green  savannahs,  she  should  share 
His  board  with  lawful  joy,  and  bear 
His  name  in  the  wild  woods. 

But,  as  you  have  before  been  told. 
This  Stripling,  sportive,  gay,  and  bold. 
And  with  his  dancing  crest 
So  Beautiful,  through  savage  lands 
Had  roamed  about,  with  vagrant  bands 
Of  Indians  in  the  West 

The  wind,  the  tempest  roaring  high, 

The  tumult  of  a  tropic  sky. 

Might  well  be  dangerous  food 

For  him,  a  Youth  to  whom  was  given 

So  much  of  earth — so  much  of  Heaven, 

And  such  impetuous  blood. 

Whatever  In  those  climes  he  found 

Irregular  in  sight  or  sound 

Did  to  his  mind  impart 

A  kindred  impulse,  seemed  allied 

To  his  own  powers,  and  justified 

The  workings  of  his  heart 

Nor  leas,  to  fbed  voluptuous  thought, 
The  beanteoos  forms  of  nature  wrought, 
Eur  treei  and  lovely  flowers; 


The  breezes  theur  own  ki^ 
The  stars  had  feelingly  wluei 
Into  those  gargeoos  bowen. 

Yet,  in  his  worst  pamuta^  I 
That  sometimes  there  did  mt 
Pure  hopes  of  high  intent: 
For  passions  linked  to  forms 
And  stately,  needs  most  have 
Of  noble  sentiment 

But  ill  he  lived,  much  evQ  a 
With  men  to  whom  no  bettei 
Nor  better  life  was  known; 
Deliberately,  and  undeceived, 
Those  wild  men's  vices  he  n 
And  gave  them  back  his  own 

His  genius  and  his  moral  fran 
Were  thus  impaired,  and  he  I 
The  slave  of  low  desires : 
A  Man  who  without  self<xint 
Would  seek  what  the  degrade 
Unworthily  admires. 

And  yet  he  with  no  foigned  d 
Had  wooed  the  Maiden,  day  a 
Had  loved  her,  night  and  ma 
What  could  he  less  than  love 
Whose  heart  with  so  much  nati 
So  kind  and  so  forlorn ! 

Sometimes,  most  earnestly,  he 
^  O  Ruth !  I  have  been  worse 
False  thoughts,  thoughts  bold 
Encompassed  me  on  every  8id< 
When  first,  in  confidence  and 
I  crossed  the  Atlantic  Main. 

*'  It  was  a  fresh  and  glorious  \ 
A  banner  bright  that  was  unfii 
Before  me  suddenly : 
I  looked  upon  those  hills  and 
And  seemed  as  if  let  loose  fio 
To  live  at  liberty. 

"  But  wherefore  speak  of  this  ? 
Sweet  Ruth!  with  thee,  I  fax 
I  feel  my  spirit  bum  — 
Even  as  the  east  when  day  oa 
And,  to  the  west,  and  sooth,  a 
The  morning  doth  return.** 

Full  soon  that  purer  mind  was 
No  hope,  no  wish  remained,  no 
They  stirred  him  now  no  more; 
New  objects  did  new  pleasors  g 
And  once  again  he  wished  to  h 
As  lawless  as  beffara. 
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bile,  aa  thus  with  liim  il  bred, 
ir  the  voyage  were  pre{«red, 
mt  to  the  sea-ahorc  ; 
len  Ihpy  thither  came,  Iho  Youlh 
'd  his  poor  Bride,  tiod  Ruth 
aecer  Gad  him  more. 

elp  ihee,  Huth  !"—  Such  pains  she  had 
le  in  a  half  a  year  wae  mad, 
a  prison  housed ; 
>re  she  sang  tumultuouE  aongs, 
■lleclion  of  her  wrongs 
fu)  pasiioa  roused 

nctimcs  milder  hours  aha  knew, 

iiimeB  of  the  May, 
all  were  with  her  in  her  cell ; 
ffild  brook  with  cheerful  knell 
r  the  pebbloB  play. 

Ruth  three  asawne  ttius  had  lain, 
:ame  a  respite  to  her  pain ; 
m  her  priaoa  fled; 
the  Vagrant  none  look  thought; 
lere  it  liked  her  be$t  ahe  scwght 
eller  and  her  bread. 

the  flolda  she  breathed  again ; 
Mter-onrrent  of  her  brain 


iroing  to  the  banka  of  Tone*, 
did  «he  rest;  and  dwell  alono 
the  greenwood  tree. 

ginee  of  her  pain,  the  tooU 
laped  her  sorrow,  rocks  and  pools, 
ca  that  gently  stir 
mal  leaves,  she  loved  them  still, 
>r  taxed  them  with  the  ill 
had  been  done  to  her. 

1  her  ici'nf  cr  bed  supplies ; 

1  the  warmth  of  euoimer  akiea 

immer  day  a  is  gone, 

!1  do  in  this  tale  agree) 

«p8  beneath  the  greenwood  tree, 

her  home  halh  none. 

ocont  life,  yet  lar  astray  1 

nth  will,  long  before  her  day, 

ken  down  and  old ; 

;be«  ehe  needs  must  have !  but  less 

id,  than  body's  wretchedness, 

lamp,  and  rain,  and  cold. 


aRi» 


ao  gnat  d; 


ilDckllilli.    Tlino  Hilk  »hi 

clow,  nre  cilrrmely  bmulirul.  and  in  n 
I  with  coppice  wood*. 


If  ahe  ia  prcn  by  wan 
She  Irom  her  (Iwellmg 
Repairs  to  a  rooil^ide 
And  there  she  bega  al 
Where  up  and  down  y 
The  horsemeii- travel! els 

That  oaten  Pipe  of  he 
Or  thrown  away;  hot  i 
Her  loneltnesH  she  checis . 
Thi«  flute,  made  of  a  hemlock 
At  evening  in  his  homeward 
The  Quantock  Woodinan  hea.„ 

I,  too,  have  pas^  her  on  the  hilla 
Setting  her  little  water-mills 
By  spouts  Bad  fountains  wild  — 
Such  small  ninchinery  as  she  turned 
Ere  ahe  liad  wept,  ere  she  had  moumi 
A  young  and  happy  Child  ! 

Farewell '.  and  when  thy  days  are  told, 

I!1-(aled  Ruth  ',  in  hallowed  mould 

Thy  corpse  shall  buried  be ; 

For  thee  a  funeral  bell  shall  rbg. 

And  all  the  congregation  ring 

A  Christian  psalm  for  thee. 


LAODAMIA. 

"  With  sacrifice  before  the  rising  mom 

Vows  have  I  made  by  fruitless  hope  inspired ;      "* 

Atid  (roui  the  infernal  Gods,  mid  shades  forlorn 

Of  night,  my  sUughtcred  Lord  have  I  required : 

Celestial  pity  I  again  implore;  — 

Restore  him  to  my  sight — great  Jove,  restore !" 

So  speaking,  and  by  fervent  love  endowed 

With  fiiitb,  the  Suppliant  heavenward  lifts  her  hands. 

While,  like  the  Sun  emerging  from  a  Cloud, 

Her  countenance  brightens  —  and  her  eye  expands; 

Her  bosom  heaves  and  spreads,  her  stature  growa ; 

And  she  expects  the  issue  ui  repose. 

O  terror !  what  hath  she  perceived !  —  O  Joy ! 
What  doth  she  look  onl  —  whom  doth  she  behold! 
Her  hero  slain  upon  the  beach  of  Troy  ! 
His  vital  presence  —  his  corporeal  mould  1 
It  is  —  if  sense  deceive  her  not  — 't  is  He ! 
A  nd  a  God  leads  him  —  winged  Mercury ! 

Mild  Hermes  spake — arvl  touched  her  with  his  wand 
That  calms  all  fear,  "  Such  grace  hath  crowned  thj 

Laodnmfa  '■  that  at  Jove's  command 
Thy  Husband  walks  the  paths  of  upper 


^^^^^^^^^^v  0  n  D  ^^  w  a  R  T I  r  s 

'OETICAL^WORKS.                      ^1 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Be^  three 

"  Be  taught.  O  faithful  Consort,  to  coDlnd 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hi  face 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

The  depth,  and  not  the  tumult,  of  the  nul; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hnl  Qucjn  hct              cldsp 

A  fervent,  not  un^vemable  lo»e. 

^^^^^^^^^■he  essiyed 

Thy  Iranaports  moderate;  and  meekly  UKrani 

^^^^^^^^^^^^■des  her  gnsp 

When  I  depart,  for  brief  a  fay  sojonni  — " 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^|p  was 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Larts 

"  Ah,  wherefore !  —  Did  not  Hercules  by  Ibrec 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Hfora  her 

Wrest  trom  the  guardian  Monster  of  the  tomb 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

AlcesitP,  a  rcaninmtcd  Corse, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^K  is  gone 

Given  back  to  dwell  on  earth  in  vernal  bloom  t 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H  wiih  th; 

Medea's  spells  dispersed  the  weight  of  jean. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^|cr  is  th;  thione 

And  3W>n  stood  a  Youth  'mid  youthful  peera, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^B^^adest  on 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^■lod  » 

"The  Gods  to  us  are  merciful  — and  ihej 

^^^^^^^^^^Hleat  a  sad 

Yet  further  miy  relent:  for  mightier  &f 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Than  strength  of  nerve  and  sinew,  or  the  sny 

^^^^^^^^^^^^|»th  not  leave 

or  ma^fic  potent  over  sun  and  star. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Ktre 

Is  love,  though  oft  to  agony  disLrest, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  or 

And  though  his&vourile  seat  be  feeble  Womio'ttnM 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H  worth 

"  But  if  thou  (Toest.  I  Ibllow  — "  "  Peace !"  he  aid- 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ft  boundlesd 

She  looked  upon  him  and  was  calmed  and  cheend, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

The  ghasUy  colour  from  his  lips  had  fled ; 

^^^^^^^^^^Hic  oracle  foretold 

In  his  deportment,  shape,  and  mien,  appeared 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^■luchcd  the 

Elysinn  beauty,  nielnnclioly  grace. 

^^^^^^^^^^■cat  could  not 

Brought  from  a  pensive  though  a  happy  place. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  did 

^^^^^^^^^^■nkody 

He  spake  of  love,  such  love  as  Spirits  feel 

^^^^^^^^^^^^■lector 

In  worlds  whose  couree  is  equable  and  pare; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

No  fparH  to  best  away  —  no  strife  to  heal  — 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Bvest, 

'I'he  past  unsiiifhed  lor.  and  the  future  sure; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Kwail  no 

Spake  of  heroic  arts  in  graver  mood 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  thousands  were 

Rcvive.1,  with  finer  harmony  pursued  ! 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  the           shore 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Hvc  thee  —  hera  Ibou        — 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^My  P°°^ 

In  happier  heauty  :  more  pellucid  streams. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

An  ampler  etiier,  a  diviner  air. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  or 

And  fields  invested  with  purpureal  gleams; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  good  RS  brave 

Climes  which  tlie  sun.  whoaheds  the  brighUs«td»]l 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Hres 

Earth  knows,  is  all  unworthy  to  survey. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^■te  malice       the  ^ravc; 

^^^^^^^^Hy  hp^  as 

Yet  there  the  Soul  shall  enter  which  hath  earned 

^^^^^^^^^^^^■hcd 

That  privilege  by  virtue.-"Ili,"  mid  he. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

"The  end  of  man's  existence  I  discerned, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Hno          Shadow 

Who  from  ignoble  games  and  revelry 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  thee  by  my 

Coold  draw,  when  we  had  parted,  vain  delight 

^^^^^^^^^^^^Houch,  one 

Wliile  tears  were  thy  best  pastime— day  aod  nigkl! 

^^^^^^^^^^■ime  tliy 

^^^^^^^^^^^^He  conscious  Parcic 

And  while  my  youthfiji  peers,  before  my  eye* 

^^^^^^^^^^^^HtygLun 

(Each  Hero  following  his  peculiar  bent) 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

Prepared  themselves  for  glorious  enlerpriae 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^|l  my  doom 

By  martial  sports,  — or,  seated  in  the  lent. 

^^^^^^^^^^■le  if  the 

Chieftains  and  hin^  in  council  were  detainoii 

^^^^^^^^^^Hn  OS  fn^'t 

What  time  the  fleet  at  Aulis  lay  enehained. 

^ — Earth  destroys 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H>us 

The  wished-for  wind  was  given ;  —  I  then  revolved 
Tho  oracle,  upon  the  silent  eea ; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^|— 

^^H^rx 

j'"^                J^^ 
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o  wortliwr  lad  tiie  my,  renlved 
ft  thcNMud  fSMdib  BUM  dwoU  be 
DOift  pnv  IB  pnHiiif  to  the  itniidy^ 
IbBl  bknd  tiat  tinged  the  Tngui  nnd. 

r«  oA-tbnei  bitter,  wu  the  pukg 
tiqr  loM  I  thonglit,  beloved  Wife ! 
too  iiodly  did  aiy  memorj  hang, 
M  Jofe  we  ihtied  in  mortal  life, — 
we  had  tiod—- tiiese 


HaOBOQ 


and  nnflniriied  Toweia. 


d  mmpeaae  pennit  the  Foe  to  ciy, 
bey  tremUe !  — haughty  their  array, 
eir  number  no  one  dares  to  die  1 
iwepi  the  indignity  away : 
iea  then  recorred :  — bot  lofty  thought, 
bodied*  my  deliverance  wrought 

,  thoni^  strong  in  love,  art  all  too  weak 
in  eelf-govemment  too  slow ; 
thee  by  fortitude  to  seek 
le-imioo  in  the  shades  below. 

■ 

iUe  world  with  thee  hath  sympathised ; 
eetMMH  nJsed  and  solemnised. 

a  mortal  yearning  to  ascend 
I  higher  object  —  Love  was  given, 
Bd,  sanctioned,  chiefly  for  that  end ; 
lie  passion  to  excess  was  driven  — 
might  be  annulled ;  her  bondage  prove 
rs  of  a  dream,  opposed  to  love.** 

shrieked !  for  Hermes  re-appears ! 
i  dear  shade  she  would  have  clung  — 't  is  vain 
I  are  past  —  too  brief  had  they  been  years ; 
DO  mortal  efibrt  can  detain : 
raid  the  realms  that  know  not  earthly  day, 
fh  the  portal  takes  his  silent  way. 
le  palace  floor  a  lifeless  corse  she  lay. 

ik  pity  might  the  Gods  be  moved ; 
thus  perished^  not  without  the  crime 
3  that  in  Reason's  spite  have  loved, 
led  to  wear  out  her  appointed  time, 
Q  happy  Ghosts — that  gather  flowers 
1  quiet  *mid  un&ding  bowers. 

to  human  suflering  are  due ; 

il  hopes  defeated  and  o*erthrown 

aed  by  man,  and  not  by  man  alone, 

he  believes.  —  Upon  the  side 

pent  (such  faith  was  entertained) 

Bpiry  trees  for  ages  grew 

the  tomb  of  him  for  whom  she  died ; 

X 


And  ever,  when  soch  stature  they  had  gained 
That  Uhmi'a  walla  were  antrjeet  to  their  view. 
The  trees*  tall  summite  withered  at  the  sight; 
A  constant  interchange  of  growth  and  Might!*  \ 

Show  me  the  noblest  Youth  of  present  time        ^"^^^^^ 
Whose  trembling  fency  would  to  love  give  birth ; 
Some  God  at  Hero^  fiom  the  Olympian  clime 
Returned,  to  seek  a  Consort  upon  earth; 
Or,  in  no  doubtful  prospect,  let  me  see 
The  brightest  star  of  agee  yet  to  be, 
And  I  will  mate  and  match  him  blissfully. 

I  will  not  fetch  a  Naiad  ftom  a  flood 

Pure  as  herself —  (song  lacks  not  mightier  power) 

Nor  lea^rowned  Dryad  fiom  a  pathless  wood. 

Nor  Sea-nymph  glistening  fhxn  her  coral  bower; 

Mere  Mortals  bodied  forth  in  viskm  still. 

Shall  with  Mount  Ida's  triple  lustre  fill 

The  chaster  coverts  of  a  British  bill 

**  Appear !  —  obey  my  lyre's  command ! 

Come,  like  the  Graces,  hand  in  hand!    . 

For  ye,  though  not  by  birth  allied. 

Are  Sisten  in  the  bond  of  bve ; 

And  not  the  boldest  tongue  of  envious  pride 

In  you  those  interweavings  could  reprove 

Which  They,  the  progeny  of  Jove, 

Learnt  from  the  tuneful  spheres  that  glide 

In  endless  union  earth  and  sea  above." — 

—  I  speak  in  vain,  —  the  pines  have  hushed   their 

waving : 
A  peerless  Youth  expectant  at  my  side. 
Breathless  as  they,  with  unabated  craving 
liooks  to  the  earth,  and  to  the  vacant  air ; 
And,  with  a  wandering  eye  that  seems  to  chide, 
Asks  of  the  clouds  what  Occupants  they  hide :  — 
But  why  solicit  more  than  sight  could  bear. 
By  casting  on  a  moment  all  we  dare  ? 
Invoke  we  those  bright  Beings  one  by  ono. 
And  what  was  boldly  promised,  truly  shall  be  done. 

**Fear  not  this  constraining  measure! 
Drawn  by  a  poetic  spell, 
Lucida !  from  domes  of  pleasure. 
Or  from  cottage-sprinkled  dell. 


*  Kor  the  account  of  the»e  long-lived  trees,  see  Pliny's  Natu- 
ral History,  lib.xvi.  cap.  44. ;  and  for  the  features  in  the  chamc 
ter  of  Proteiilaui,  see  the  Iphigenia  in  Aulis  of  Euhpidet.  Vinni 
places  the  Shade  of  Laodamia  in  a  motimfal  region,  among  un- 
happv'  Lovers, 

His  Laodamia 


It  Cornea. 


I  WORDSWORTH'S   POETICAL   WORKS. 


l-roTBukeii  cell!" 


Kith  silver  nil! 

=16  uplifts  her  veil  — 


mcF  esithlv  inould. 
:.  to  onfold 
I'hen  his  Te(>ring  giit 

■]'s  proudest  tlitone! 


■mlice.  wert  thou  near, 
,  thy  sceptre  mwk, 
!i  froui  off  li»  chppk 

lid  lowly! 

e  dsy  with  lively  ciavw, 

or  hand  prejinrps; 
withnllt  its  smilCi 

met  henrt  is  pronf; 

■deep,  would  n-concilc 

li  cxwgeous  pnUco 
e  han-thorn  roof 
iCBveeof  W'allacn  — 
ivily  could  rontent 
rf  nf  hPttvenlyday! 
'.but  would  !ny 

|ind,  if  it  were  bent 

0  glancing  deer 

|liich  the  woodbine  tlimwi 
r  thy  repnw! 

Ii  Ihe  throug 
It  Blrong- 


Ji  Nymph  I  cn!I. 
J  Ply  Three.  — 

r  may  pii^ice. 

It  tliau  iliee!" 

lea  virginal 


'  She  ha^tciu  to  tlw  tent* 
Of  nature,  and  the  looelf  deiaen 
Ail  Hparkles  iDUDd  her  with  a  dai 
And  mtrk  her  giowii^  ebeek,  twr ' 
I  And,  aa  if  wiahfiil  to  dinim 
,  Or  to  repay  the  potent  chann, 
I  She  bears  the  atrin^  luta  of  old  i 
Tiiat  cheered  the  trelllMd  v^oat 
And  soothed  war-weaiied  knights  i 
I  How  light  her  air!  how  delkats  Im 
I  So  tripped  the  Muse,  invenlres  of 
I  So,  truant  in  waate  woodi,  tha  blilli 

'_  But  the  ringlets  of  that  bead 
I  Why  are  they  ungarlsnded ! 
I  W)iy  bedeck  her  temples  len 
I  Than  the  simplest  shepherdeasT 
i  la  it  not  a  brow  inviting 
■  Choicest  Howcrs  th&t  ever  breathe 
I  Which  the  myrtle  vrould  delight  i 
'  With  lilalian  rose  cnwreathed! 

But  her  humility  is  well  content 
I  With  one  wild  floweret  (call  it  not 

P^wEK  or  THE  WINDS,  beneath  bei 
:  Yet  is  it  nwre  for  love  than  ocname 


I  Open,  ye  tliickets!  let  her  fly. 
Swift  as  a  Thracian  Nymph  o'er  fie 
For  She,  to  all  but  those  who  lore  J 
I  Would  gladly  vanish  fhm  a  Stnng 
:  Though  where  ahe  is  beloved,  and  I 
I  As  bird  that  rifles  blossoms  on  a  trei 
Turning  them  inside  out  with  arch 

'  Alsf!  how  little  can  a  moment  ab 
Of  an  eye  where  feeling  plays 
In  len  thonmnd  dewy  nys; 
A  ftce  o'er  which  a  thousand  ahad 
{  —  She  stops  —  is  fastened  to  that  ri 
!  And  there  (while,  with  sedater  mi 
O'er  timid  waters  that  hare  scarce 
Their  birth-place  in  the  rocky  def 
:  She  bends)  at  leisure  may  be  seei 
I  Features  lo  old  ideal  grace  allied, 
i  Amid  their  smiles  and  dimples  dig 
'  Fit  countenance  for  the  seal  of  pri 
'  The  bland  composure  of  eternal  yi 

I  What  more  changeful  than  the  ae 
I  But  over  hia  great  tides 

Fidelity  presides; 
;  And  this  light-hearted  Maiden  conel 

Itigh  is  her  aim  aa  heaven  above, 
'  And  wide  as  ether  her  good-will. 

And,  likf*  the  lowly  reed,  her  !ov( 
i  Can  drink  its  nurture  from  the  an 
j  Insight  OS  keen  as  froaty  star 
I  Is  to  ftrr  chiritj  no  bar. 


POEMS    OF   THE   IMAGINATIDN. 


crmpls  bet  ftnlic  graces 

Bhe  is,  &i  froQi  these  wild  pltccs, 

Mi  bj  fkmiUu  faces. 

charm  that  muuere  dmr, 
,  from  chj  genuioe  law! 
what  her  hand  would  do, 
icB  woald  utier,  there  eoaue 
untoward  or  unfit, 

1  benign  affectiwia  pure, 
fbryellulness  eecure, 

round  the  transient  liirm  or  vague  mischance 

:  DnkDown  to  tutored  elegance  ; 

a  not  a  cheek  ebame-strickGn,  . 

r  blushes  are  Joy-Qnibes  — 

e  ftult  (if  fiiult  it  be) 

linisters  to  quicken 

er-ioving  gsiety, 

ndle  sportive  wit  — 

2  this  Daugbter  of  the  mountains  free 
he  knew  that  Obcron  king  of  Faetj 
:^»]  her  purpose  with  nmie  quaint  vagntj, 
spd  hia  vicnle^  banda 

beir  mirlbful  triumph  clapping  bniida. 

of  the  Three,  though  eldest  bom, 

thyself,  like  pensive  mom, 
id  b]r  the  skylark's  etrlicst  note, 
imbler  gladness  be  afloat 
iiether  in  the  semblance  drcst 
m — or  eve,  fair  vision  of  the  west, 
Kith  esch  anxious  hope  subdued 
nun's  gentle  fortitude, 
lief,  tbrougii  meeknesfi,  settling  into  rest. 
;  would  hail  thee  when  some  high-wrought  page 
loeed  volume  lingering  in  thy  hand 
ised  thy  spirit  to  a  peaceful  Btnnd 

•  the  glories  of  ft  happier  age." 

brow  hath  opened  on  me — see  it  there, 

eniog  the  umbrage  of  her  hair; 
ama  the  crescent  moon,  that  loves 
descried  through  shady  groves. 
iderest  bloom  is  on  her  cheek; 
jiot  for  a  richer  streak  — 
read  the  depth  of  meditative  eye; 
t  thy  love,  upon  that  arure  field 
«ghtfiilne«  and  beauty,  yield 
nage  oficred  up  in  purily. — 
would'st  thou  morel     In  sunny  glode 
ier  leaves  of  thickest  shade, 
nch  a  stillness  e'er  difiliscd 
earth  grew  calm  while  angels  mused! 
■he  treads;,  ss  if  her  foot  were  loth 
leh  the  mounlaia  dew-drap,  soon  to  nielt 

•  flowers  breast;  as  if  she  felt 
bwers  themselves,'  whale'er  Iheir  hue. 


With  all  their  fngrance^ 
Call  lo  the  heart  Ihr  inw 
And  though  for  bridal  wra 
Welcomed  wisely  —  Ihouj 
Which  the  carelesa  sbepj 
As  filly  spring  tiom  turf  «•  -ar 
And  without  wrong  are  ( 

The  charm  is  over;  llio  m" 

Nor  will  return  —  but  dn 

The  apparition  tliat  bnfiwp 

Obeyed  a  eiimmon*  cuvelont 

From  these  wild  rocks  thy  (bolslepa  I 

To  bowers  in  which  thy  tiirtiine 

And  one  of  Ihe  bright  Three  hccon.. 


I>VBB '.  though  such  pawer  do  in  thy  a 
As  might  from  India's  farthest  plain 
Recal  Liie  most  unwilling  maid. 


it  me  to  detain 

The  lovely  fugitive: 
Check  with  thy  notes  the  impulse  which,  betrayoc 
By  her  sweet  fiirewell  looks,  1  longed  lo  aid. 
Here  let  me  gaze  enwrapt  upon  that  eye, 
The  impregnable  and  awe-inspiring  Ibrt 
or  contemplation,  tlie  calm  port 
By  reason  lenccd  from  winds  that  sigh 
Among  the  restless  sails  of  vanity. 
Bui  if  no  wish  bo  h^rs  tliat  we  should  pari, 
A  humbler  bliss  would  satisfy  my  heart. 

Where  sJl  things  are  so  feir. 
Enough  by  her  dear  aide  to  breathe  the  air 

Of  this  Elysian  weather; 
And,  on  or  in,  or  near,  the  brook,  espy 
Shade  upon  tlie  sunshine  lying 

Faint  and  somewhat  pensively; 
And  downward  image  gaily  vying 

Wilb  its  upright  living  tree 
Mid  silver  clouds,  and  openings  of  blue  sky 
As  soft  almost  and  deep  as  ber  cerulean  eye. 

Nor  less  the  joy  with  many  a  glance 
Cast  up  the  stream  or  down  at  her  beseeching. 
To  mark  its  eddying  foam-balls  prettily  distrest 
By  ever-changing  shape  and  want  of  rest ; 

Or  watch,  with  molual  teachbg. 

The  current  09  it  play  a 

In  flashing  leaps  and  stoallby  creep* 

Adown  a  rocky  maze ; 
Or  note  (translucent  summer's  huppiest  chancel) 
In  the  slope-channel  floored  with  pebbles  bright, 
Stones  of  all  hues,  gem  emulous  of  gem. 
So  vivid  thai  ihey  take  from  keenest  sight 
The  liquid  veil  that  seeks  not  to  bide  tfaem. 
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I«  ▲  SMALL  TALLBT  OPPOSITK  BT.  OOAR,   OPOR  TRK  RHIRB.) 

Genius  of  Raphael !  if  thy  wings 

Might  bear  thee  to  this  glen. 
With  &ithful  memory  lefl  of  things 

To  pencil  dear  and  pen, 
Thou  would*st  forego  the  neighbouring  Rhine, 

And  all  his  majesty  — 
A  studious  forehead  to  incline 

0*er  this  poor  family. 


The  mother — her  thou  must  have  seen. 

In  spirit,  ere  she  came 
To  dwell  these  rifled  rocks  between, 

Or  found  on  earth  a  name ; 
An  image,  too,  of  the  sweet  boy, 

Thy  inspirations  give  — 
Of  playfulness,  and  love,  and  joy. 

Predestined  here  to  live. 

Downcast,  or  shooting  glances  far. 

How  beautiful  his  eyes, 
That  blend  the  nature  of  the  star 

With  that  of  summer  skies ! 
I  speak  as  if  of  sense  beguiled ; 

Uncoimted  months  are  gone. 
Yet  am  I  with  the  Jewish  child, 

That  exquisite  Saint  John. 

I  see  the  dark-brown  curls,  the  brow. 

The  smooth  transparent  skin. 
Refined,  as  with  intent  to  show 

The  holiness  within ; 
The  grace  of  parting  in&ncy 

By  blushes  yet  untamed ; 
Agefiiithful  to  the  mother*s  knee. 

Nor  of  her  arms  ashamed. 

Two  lovely  sisters,  still  and  sweet 

As  flowers,  stand  side  by  side ; 
Their  soul-subduing  looks  might  cheat 

The  Christian  of  his  pride : 
Such  beauty  hath  the  Eternal  poured 

Upon  them  not  forlorn. 
Though  of  a  lineage  once  abhorred. 

Nor  yet  redeemed  from  scorn. 

Mysterious  safeguard,  that,  in  spite 

Of  poverty  and  wrong. 
Doth  here  preserve  a  living  light. 

From  Hebrew  fountains  sprung: ; 
That  gives  this  ragged  group  to  cast 

Around  the  dell  a  gleam 
Of  Palestine,  of  glory  post, 

And  proud  Jerusalem ! 


*  Weak  is  the  will  of  maiit  his  jndgmeat  blind 

*  Remembrance  persecutes,  and  1k^  betnjs ; 

*  Heavy  is  woe ;  —  and  joy,  for  buman-kiiid, 

*  A  mournful  thing,  so  transient  is  the  blaze!* 
Thus  might  he  paint  our  lot  of  mortal  days 
Who  wants  the  glorious  &culty  assigned 

To  elevate  the  more-than-reasoning  miod, 
And  colour  life's  dark  cloud  w^ith  orient  nya 
Imagination  is  that  sacred  power. 
Imagination  lofly  and  refined : 
'T  is  hers  to  pluck  the  amaranthine  flower 
Of  &ith,  and  round  the  sufl^rer*s  temples  bind 
Wreaths  that  endure  affliction's  heaviest  showei 
And  do  not  shrink  from  sorrow's  keenest  windL 


RESOLUTION  AND  INDEPENDENCE. 

There  was  a  roaring  in  the  wind  all  night; 
The  rain  came  heavily  anc]  fell  in  floods; 
But  now  the  sun  is  rising  calm  and  bnght; 
The  birds  are  singing  in  the  distant  woods; 
Over  his  own  sweet  voice  the  Stock-dove  braodi; 
The  Jay  makes  answer  as  the  Magpie  chatten ; 
And  all  the  air  is  filled  with  pleasant  noise  of  wil 

All  things  that  love  the  sun  are  out  of  doovs; 
The  sky  rejoices  in  the  morning's  birth ; 
The  grass  is  bright  with  rain-drope;  —  oo  the  noo 
The  Hare  is  running  races  in  her  mirth; 
And  with  her  feet  she  from  the  plashy  earth 
Raises  a  mist;  that,  glittering  in  the  sun. 
Runs  with  her  all  the  way,  wherever  she  doth  nu 

I  was  a  Traveller  then  upon  the  moor ; 
I  saw  the  Hare  that  raced  about  with  joy ; 
I  heard  the  woods  and  distant  waters  roar ; 
Or  heard  them  not,  as  happy  as  a  Boy : 
The  pleasant  season  did  my  heart  employ: 
My  old  remembrances  went  from  me  wholly ; 
And  all  the  ways  of  men,  so  vain  and  melanchol) 

But,  as  it  sometime  chanceth,  from  the  might 
Of  joy  in  minds  that  can  no  further  go, 
As  high  as  we  have  mounted  in  delight 
In  our  dejection  do  we  sink  as  low, 
To  me  that  morning  did  it  happen  so; 
And  fears  and  fancies  thick  upon  me  came; 
Dim  sadness — and  blind  thoughts,  I  knew  not 
could  name. 

I  heard  the  Sky-lark  warbling  in  the  sky; 
And  I  bethought  roe  of  the  playful  Hare : 
Even  such  a  happy  Child  of  earth  am  I ; 
Even  as  these  blissful  Creatures  do  I  Aire; 
Far  from  the  world  I  walk,  and  from  all  care; 
But  there  may  come  another  day  to  me — 
Solitude,  pain  of  heart,  dislresB,  and  poverty. 
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I  hm,re  liyad  in  pleasant  tbou^htt 

meas  were  a  aumoier  mood ; 

bl  thinga  would  come  unsoaght 

1,  atin  rick  in  genial  good ; 

le  expect  that  others  should 

BOW  fbr  him,  and  at  his  call 

>  for  himself  will  take  no  heed  at  all  ? 

hatterton,  the  manrellous  Boy, 
Soul  that  perished  in  his  pride ; 
rmlked  in  glory  and  in  joy 
ploogfa,  along  the  mountain-side : 
iciitB  are  we  deified : 
mr  jooth  begin  in  gladness ; 

in  the  end  despondency  and  madness. 


r  it  were  by  peculiar  grace, 
n  abore,  a  something  given, 
hat,  in  this  lonely  place, 
these  untoward  thoughts  had  striven, 
bare  to  the  eye  of  Heaven 
before  me  unawares : 
an  he  seemed  that  ever  wore  gray  hairs. 

one  is  sometimes  seen  to  lie 

he  bald  top  of  an  eminence ; 

1  who  do  the  same  espy, 

Ds  it  could  thither  come,  and  whence ; 

mi  a  thing  endued  with  sense : 

«at  crawled  forth,  that  on  a  shelf 

nd  reposeth,  there  to  sun  itself; 

this  Man,  not  all  alive  nor  dead 
)  —  in  his  extreme  old  aire : 
bent  double,  feet  and  head 
her  in  life*s  pilcrrimafi^c ; 
re  constraint  of  pain  or  ra^e 
elt  by  him  in  times  lone  past, 
human  weight  upon  his  frame  had  cast. 

ropped,  his  body,  limbs,  and  face, 
jray  Staff  of  shaven  wood : 
I  drew  near  with  pentle  pace, 
'*nn  of  that  moorish  flood 

a  Cloud  the  Old-man  stood ; 

not  the  loud  winds  when  they  call ; 
ill  together,  if  it  move  at  all. 

imself  unsettling,  he  the  Pond 
his  SuS;  and  fixedly  did  look 
Mj  water,  which  he  conned, 
1  been  reading  in  a  book  : 
StTinper's  privilege  I  took ; 
m^  to  his  side,  to  him  did  say, 
"uag  ^?et  us  promise  of  a  glorious  day." 


A  gentle  answer  did  the  Old-man  make, 
In  courteous  speech  which  forth  he  slowly  drew : 
And  him  with  further  words  I  thus  bespake, 
**  What  occupation  do  you  there  pursue  ? 
This  is  a  lonesome  place  for  one  like  you.** 
He  answered,  while  a  flash  of  mild  surprise 
Broke  from  the  sable  orbs  of  his  yet  vivid  eyes. 

His  words  came  feebly,  from  a  feeble  chest. 
But  each  in  solemn  order  followed  each. 
With  something  of  a  lofly  utterance  drest  — 
Choice  word  and  measured  phrase,  above  the  reach 
Of  ordinary  men ;  a  stately  speech ; 
Such  as  grave  Livers  do  in  Scotland  use. 
Religious  men,  who  give  to  God  and  Man  their  dues. 

He  told,  that  to  these  waters  he  had  come 

To  gather  Leeches,  being  old  and  poor : 

Employment  hazardous  and  wearisome ! 

And  he  had  many  hardships  to  endure : 

From  pond  to  pond  he  roamed,  from  moor  to  moor ; 

Housing,  with  God*s  good  help,  by  choice  or  chknce; 

And  in  this  way  he  gained  an  honest  maintenance. 

The  Old-man  still  stood  talking  by  my  side ; 
But  now  his  voice  to  me  yfns  like  a  stream 
Scarce  heard ;  nor  word  from  word  could  I  divide ; 
And  the  whole  Body  of  the  man  did  seem 
Like  one  whom  I  had  met  with  in  a  dream ; 
Or  like  a  man  from  some  far  region  sent. 
To  give  me  human  strength,  by  apt  admonishment. 

My  former  thouj^hts  returned:  the  fear  that  kills; 

And  hope  that  is  unwilling  to  be  fed ; 

Cold,  pain,  and  labour,  and  all  fleshly  ills ; 

And  mighty  Poets  in  their  misery  dead. 

—  Perplexed,  and  longing  to  be  comforted 

My  question  eagerly  did  I  renew, 

**  How  is  it  that  you  live,  and  wtiat  is  it  you  dol** 

He  with  a  smile  did  then  his  words  repeat; 
And  said,  that,  gathering  Leeches,  far  and  wide 
He  travelled ;  stirring  thus  about  his  feet 
The  waters  of  the  Pools  where  they  abide. 
"Once  I  could  meet  with  them  on  every  side; 
But  they  have  dwindled  long  by  slow  decay ; 
Yet  still  I  persevere,  and  find  them  where  I  may.** 

While  he  was  talking  thus,  the  lonely  place. 
The  Old-man's  shape,  and  speech,  all  troubled  me : 
In  my  mind's  eye  I  seemed  to  see  him  pace 
About  the  weary  moors  continually, 
Wandering  about  alone  and  silently. 
While  I  these  thoughts  within  myself  pursued. 
He,  having  made  a  pause,  the  same  discourse  renewed. 
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other  maltcr  blenJcii, 

Ab  me!  what  Io»ely  linta  are  tl 

Of  olive  green  and  scarlet  brigh 

n ;  an<l  wlien  he  ended. 

In  Bpikcfl,  in  branches,  and  in  si 

[nyseif  to  scorn  to  fiiul 

Green,  red,  and  pearly  white ! 

io  firm  B  mind. 

This  heap  of  earth  o'ergrown  w 

Iielpand  Flay  secure; 

\\'hich  close  beside  the  Thorn  ] 

i-gatberer  on  tJie  land;  moor!" 

So  fresh  in  all  its  beauteooi  dyi 
Is  like  an  inbnt'a  gnve  in  aiie 



As  like  as  libe  can  be: 
But  never,  never  any  where. 

E    TIIORX. 

An  infant's  grave  was  half  so  fii 

«)ni  — it  looks  Mold, 

Now  would  you  see  this  ag«d  1 

find  it  hanl  lo  auy 

r  have  been  yomi^, 

You  miut  take  caie  and  chooM 

nd  gray. 

The  mountain  when  to  cross. 

For  oft  there  sits  between  the  I 

ita  Bfiwl  Thorn; 

So  like  an  infant's  gnve  in  sin 

no  ihomj  puinU; 

And  that  mme  Poud  of  which  1 

notly  joints. 

A  VVoinan  in  a  scarlet  cloak, 

J  forlorn. 

And  to  herself  she  cries. 

nd  like  a  flone 

■  Oh  misery !  oh  miseij  ! 

IS  overgrown. 

Oh  woe  is  mo!  oh  misery!' 

e,  it  is  o'crjrown. 

At  all  times  of  the  day  and  nig 

the  very  lop, 

This  wretched  Woman  thither  gt 

leavy  tul^  of  laoes. 

And  she   is  known  to  every  stai 

V- 

And  every  wind  that  bloH-s; 

h  these  mosses  creep. 

And,  tliere,  beside  the  Thorn,  s 

oin  tliey  ciQ^p  it  round 

When  the  blue  daylight's  in  lh< 

ay  U  nt  tl   )  were  bcnl 

And  when  the  whirlwind's  on  1 

n  an  II  t      tent 

Or  frosty  air  is  keen  and  still, 

p  pround 

And  to  herself  she  cries, 

ed  in  one  enJeavour 

'Oh  misery!  oh  misery! 

r  Thorn  for  ever. 

Oh  woe  is  me!  oh  miseirr" 

tain'i  highest  ridge. 

"  Xow  wherefore,  thus,  by  day  i 

lormy  winter  gak- 

In  rain,  in  tempest,  and  in  snon 

c,  ti'hilc  through  llic  clouds 

Thus  lo  the  dreary  monntaia-tq 

ale  10  vale; 

Docs  this  poor  Woman  go' 

om  the  moiinlain  path. 

And  why  sits  she  beside  (he  Tl 

on  your  left  espy; 

When  the  blue  daylight's  in  Ih 

three  yards  beyond. 

Or  when  the  whirlwind's  on  lh( 

muddy  Pond 

Or  frosty  air  is  keen  and  slill. 

rdry, 

And  wherefore  does  she  cry!  — 

ompara  small,  and  tnre 

nd  parching  air. 

Does  she  repeat  that  doleful  cry 

lliiB  aged  Thorn, 

'■  I  cannot  tell ;  I  wish  I  could ; 

and  lovely  sight, 

For  the  true  reason  no  one  kno 

.  a  Hilt  of  man. 

But  would  you  gladly  view  the 

11  height 

The  spot  lo  which  she  goes: 

there  you  see. 

The  hillock  like  an  inftnt's  gra 

were  ever  eecn; 

The  Pond— and  Thorn  so  old  e 

rk  Wo  is  there. 

Pass  by  her  door  — 'tia  seldom 

lady  fair 

And,  if  yon  see  her  in  her  hnt- 

oven  been; 

Then  to  the  spot  away ! 

irling*  of  Hie  eye, 

I  never  heard  of  sDch  as  dare 

9^ 

;^""-"' 
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"  But  wherefore  to  Uie  m 

Can  this  unlupp;  Woniin  go, 

Whatever  bIm  is  in  the  skies, 

WTiBiever  wind  nay  blowl" 

"Tis  known,  that  twenty  years  are  paat 

Since  she  (l>er  name  is  Miirtba  Raj) 

Gave  with  a  mairfcn's  true  gooi  will 

Her  eimipany  to  Stephen  Hill ; 

And  aita  was  blithe  and  gay, 

While  friende  and  hindred  all  approviHl 

Of  him  vhom  ttnderly  she  loied. 

And  they  bad  fixed  the  wedding  day, 

The  morning  thai  must  wed  tiiein  both; 

But  Stephen  to  anotlier  Maid 

Bod  swam  another  oath ; 

And,  witfa  this  other  Maid,  to  church 

Unthinking  Stephen  went  — 

Poor  Martha!  on  that  woeful  day 

A  pang  of  pitiless  dismay 

Into  her  soal  waa  sen! ; 

A  Fire  waa  kindled  in  her  breaiii. 

Which  might  not  burn  ileelf  to  resL 

They  say,  foil  six  monlhs  after  Ihia, 

White  yet  tlie  summer  leavea  were  green, 

She  to  the  mountaia-top  would  go. 

And  there  waa  often  seen. 

Alaa!  her  lamentable  etatA 

Eiea  to  a  carelas  eye  was  plain ; 

She  was  with  child,  and  she  wai  mad: 

Vet  oflen  she  was  sot*er  rad 

From  her  eiceeding  pain. 

O  guilty  Father  —  would  that  death 

Had  saved  him  from  tbnt  breach  of  6ilb! 

Sad  case  for  such  a  brain  to  liotd 

Commonkm  with  a  stirring  child ! 

Sad  eaat,  as  you  may  think,  fur  one 

Who  bad  a  brain  so  wild  •. 

lart  Christraas-eve  we  talked  of  this. 

And  gray-haired  Wilfred  of  Hie  glen 

Held  that  the  nnbom  Infant  wrought 

Alx»t  its  mother's  heart,  and  brought 

Her  senses  Imck  again : 

Aod,  when  at  last  her  time  drew  near. 

Her  looks  were  eahn,  her  senses  clear. 

More  know  I  not,  I  wish  I  did. 

And  it  should  all  be  told  to  you; 

fot  what  became  of  this  poor  Child 

So  Mortal  ever  knew ; 

Kay  — if  ■  Child  to  her  was  bom 

So  earthly  tongue  could  ever  tell ; 

And  if  'twas  bom  alive  or  dead, 

Far  less  could  Uiis  with  proof  be  iM ; 

Bot  some  remember  well, 

'niat  Martha  Ray  about  this  time 

Would  up  ttie  mouolain  ofl«n  climb. 


Aod  atl  tlMt  wiuta: 

The  wind  blew  fro 

'T  w»fl  worth  your  i 

The  cburciiyBrd  pa 

For  many  a  time  a. 

Cries  coming  from      a  n 

Some  plainly  living 

And  others,  Tve  he 

Were  voices  of  tht  _ 

I  cinaot  think,  wha 

They  had  to  do  wiln  iviuiuu 

But  that  she  goes  to 
The  Thorn  which  ' 
And  there  sita  in  a 

I  will  be  sworn  is 

For  one  day  with  ray  telesct^w. 
To  view  the  ocean  wide  and  bright, 
VVhen  to  this  coantry  first  1  came. 
Ere  I  hid  heard  of  Martha's  name, 
1  climbed  the  mountain's  height; 
A  storm  came  on,  and  I  could  aea 
No  object  higher  than  iny  knee. 

'T  waa  mht  and  rain,  and  stomi  and  rain; 
No  screen,  no  fence  could  I  discover; 
And  then  the  wind !  in  liiitb,  it  waa 
A  wind  full  ten  times  over. 
I  looked  around,  t  thought  I  saw 
A  jutting  crag,  —  and  off  I  ran, 
Head-foremost  through  the  driving  rain, 
The  shelter  of  the  crag  to  gain  ; 


And,  I 


{  a 


Instead  of  Jutting  c, 
A  VVoman  aeat<?d  o 


ig,  I  found 
the  ground. 


I  did  not  Hpeok  —  I  saw  her  face; 

Her  fiice!  —  it  was  enough  for  me; 

1  turned  alxiut  and  heard  her  cry, 

'Oh  misery',  oh  misery!' 

And  there  she  sits,  until  the  moon 

Through  half  the  clear  blue  skj  will  go; 

And,  when  the  little  breezes  make 

The  waleiY  of  the  Ponil  to  shake, 

As  all  the  country  know, 

She  shudders,  and  yuu  hear  her  cry, 

'Oh  misery!  oh  misery!" 

"  But  what 's  the  Thorn  1  and  what  the  Ponil  T 

And  what  the  Hill  of  moss  to  her! 

.\nd  what  the  creeping  breeze  that  comes 

The  little  Pond  to  stir!" 

"I  cannot  tell;  but  some  will  say 

She  hanged  her  Baby  on  the  tree ; 

Some  say  ehe  drowned  it  in  the  Pondt 

Which  is  a  little  step  beyond : 

But  all  and  each  agree, 

Ttie  little  babe  was  buried  there. 

Beneath  that  hill  of  moss  so  fiiir. 
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I*ve  heard,  the  moss  is  spotted  red  ' 
With  drops  of  that  poor  infant's  blood ; 
Bat  kill  a  new-bom  infant  thus, 
I  do  not  think  she  could! 
Some  say,  if  to  the  pond  you  go, 
And  fix  on  it  a  steady  view. 
The  shadow  of  a  babe  you  trace, 
A  baby  and  a  baby's  face, 
And  that  it  looks  at  you; 
Whene'er  you  look  on  it,  *t  is  plain 
The  baby  looks  at  you  again. 

And  some  had  sworn  an  oath  that  she 
Should  be  to  public  justice  brought; 
And  for  the  little  infant*s  bones 
With  spades  they  would  have  sought 
But  then  the  beauteous  HUI  of  moss 
Before  their  eyes  began  to  stir! 
And,  for  full  fifty  yards  around. 
The  grass — it  shook  upon  the  ground! 
Yet  all  do  still  aver 
The  little  Babe  is  buried  there. 
Beneath  that  Hill  of  moss  so  fair. 

1  cannot  tell  how  this  may  be; 

But  plain  it  is,  the  Thorn  is  bound 

With  heavy  tufls  of  moss  that  strive 

To  drag  it  to  the  ground; 

And  this  I  know,  full  many  a  time. 

When  she  was  on  the  mountain  high. 

By  day,  and  in  the  silent  night. 

When  all  the  stars  shone  clear  and  bright, 

That  I  have  heard  her  cry, 

•  Oh  misery !  oh  misery  ! 

Oh  woe  is  me!  oh  misery!'" 


HART-LEAP  WELL 


Hart-Leap  Well  ii  a  tmall  epring  of  water,  about  five  milee 
from  Richmond  in  Yorkshire,  and  near  the  tide  of  the  road  that 
leads  from  Richmcmd  to  Askrigg.  Its  name  is  derived  from  a 
remarkable  Chase,  the  memory  of  which  is  preserved  hy  the 
monuments  spoken  of  in  the  second  Pan  of  the  following  Poem, 
which  roonmnents  do  now  exist  as  I  have  there  described  them. 


Thk  Knight  had  ridden  down  firom  Wensley  Moor 
With  the  slow  motion  of  a  summer's  cloud ; 
He  turned  aside  towards  a  Vassal's  door, 
And  "  Bring  another  horse !"  he  cried  aloud. 

"  Another  horse !" — ^That  shout  the  Vassal  heard 
And  saddled  his  best  Steed,  a  comely  gray ; 
Sir  Walter  mounted  him  ;  he  was  the  third 
Which  he  had  mounted  on  that  glorious  day. 


Joy  sparkled  in  the  prancing  Courwi^s  eyei ; 
The  Horse  and  Horseman  are  a  hMppy  pair; 
But,  though  Sir  Walter  like  a  falcoo  flioi^ 
There  is  a  doleful  silence  in  the  air. 

A  rout  this  morning  left  Sir  Walter's  Hall, 
That  as  they  galloped  made  the  ecboee  roar ; 
But  Horse  and  Man  are  vanished,  one  and  all ; 
Such  race,  I  think,  was  never  seen  before. 

Sir  Walter,  restless  as  a  veering  wind* 
Calls  to  the  few  tired  Dogs  that  yet  remain : 
Blanch,  Swift,  and  Music,  noblest  of  their  kind. 
Follow,  and  up  the  weary  moantain  sftraln. 

The  Knight  hallooed,  he  cheered  and  chid  them  m 
With  suppliant  gestures  and  upbraiding  stem; 
But  breath  and  eyesight  fail ;  and,  one  by  one^ 
The  Dogs  are  stretched  among  the  moantain  ten. 

Where  is  the  throng,  the  tumult  of  the  race? 
The  bugles  that  so  joyfiilly  were  blown? 
This  Chase  it  looks  not  like  an  earthly  Chase; 
Sir  Walter  and  the  Hart  are  left  alone. 

The  poor  Hart  toils  along  the  mountain  side; 
I  will  not  stop  to  tell  how  far  he  fled, 
Nor  will  I  mention  by  what  death  he  died : 
But  now  the  Knight  beholds  him  lying  dead. 

Dismounting,  then,  he  leaned  against  a  thorn , 
He  had  no  follower,  Dog,  nor  Man,  nor  Boy : 
He  neither  cracked  his  whip,  nor  blew  his  hon 
But  gazed  upon  the  spoil  with  silent  joy. 

Close  to  the  thorn  on  which  Sir  Walter  leaned. 
Stood  his  dumb  partner  in  this  glorious  feat; 
Weak  as  a  lamb  the  hour  that  it  is  yeaned ; 
And  white  with  foam  as  if  with  cleaving  sleet 

Upon  his  side  the  Hart  was  lying  stretched : 
His  nostril  touched  a  spring  beneath  a  hill. 
And  with  the  last  deep  groan  his  breath  had  fetcto 
The  waters  of  the  spring  were  trembling  BtilL 

And  now,  too  happy  for  repose  or  rest, 
(Never  had  living  man  such  joyful  lot !) 
Sir  Walter  walked  all  round,  north,  south,  and  va 
And  gazed  and  gazed  upon  that  darling  spot 

And  climbing  up  the  hill — (it  was  at  least 
Nine  roods  of  sheer  ascent)  Sir  Walter  found 
Tliree  several  hoof-marks  which  the  hunted  Bei^ 
Had  left  imprinted  on  the  grassy  ground. 

Sir  Walter  wiped  his  face,  and  cried,  "  Til.  now 
Such  sight  was  never  seen  by  living  eyes : 
Three  leaps  have  borne  him  from  this  lofty  brow 
Down  to  the  very  fouataln  where  he  liea 


d  a  Pleuure-bouae  upon  this  spol, 
null  Aibour,  nude  for  rami  joy ; 
be  the  TrnvcUer'a  eheii,  Ihe  Pilgrim's  cot, 
■  of  tove  for  Dnmsels  that  oie  coy. 

log  Arliet  will  I  have  to  franio 
Sx  tliat  fDunlain  in  the  dell! 
■y  wlio  do  nialie  meation  of  the  siuiie 
lia  day  forth,  ehal)  call  it  Uabt'Lbap  Weu. 

llant  Stag!  to  make  tliy  praises  known, 
:  monument  shall  here  b«  raised  ; 
eseral  Pillare,  each  n  rough-hewn  Stone, 
Aled  where  thy  hoofs  the  turf  have  grazed. 

the  BiiQinier-tinie  when  days  are  !on^. 
CHDe  hither  with  my  Fatumour; 
[fa  tlie  Dancen  and  the  Minstrel's  son^ 
I  moke  merry  iD  that  pleasant  Bower. 

fbuodationa  of  the  mountains  Ikil 
iksioo  nith  ita  Arbour  shall  endure  ;  — 
''  of  tliem  who  till  llje  fields  of  Swale, 
mi  who  dwell  among  the  woods  of  Ure !" 

ome  he  went,  and  lett  the  Hart,  stone-dead, 
realhle£s  noetrila  stretched  above  the  spring. 
did  the  Knight  perform  what  he  had  said, 
and  wide  the  &me  thereof  did  ring. 

ice  the  M'jon  into  her  port  had  steered, 
of  stone  received  the  livin;;  Well ; 
?illarB  of  rude  stone  Sir  Wolter  reared, 
dt  a  house  of  Pleasure  in  the  dell. 

ir  the  fountain,  flowers  of  stature  tall 
'ailing  plants  and  trees  were  intertwined,  — 
soon  composed  a  little  sylvan  Hall, 
shelter  from  the  sun  and  wind. 

iher,  when  the  sammcr-dnye  were  long, 
Iter  led  his  wonderinj;  Paramour; 
ih  the  Dancers  and  llie  Minstrel's  song 
vithin  that  pleasant  Bower- 


light,  Sir  Walter,  died  in  course  of  time, 
I  bones  lie  in  his  paternal  vale.  — 
re  is  matter  for  a  second  rhyme, 
0  this  would  add  another  talc. 


iring accident  is  not  my  trade: 
le  the  blood  1  have  no  ready  wis ; 
'  delight,  alone  in  summer  sliadc, 
•  nmplc  song  for  thinking  hearts. 


Aa  I  from  Mawcs  to  Richn 
It  chanced  tliat  I  saw  slant 
Three  Aspens  at  three  con 
And  one,  not  four  yardu  dis       .  ne 

What  Ihifl  imported  I  could        <i<i  « 

And.  pulling  now  the  rein  m]      "™  |  f 

I  saw  three  Pillars  standing  in  e        ;,  '  i-^- 
The  last  Stone  Pillar  on  a  dark  bUJ-top. 

The  trees  were  gray,  with  neither  arms  noi 
Unlf-waeted  the  square  Mound  of  tawny  grce-  - 
So  that  you  jnst  might  say,  as  then  I  said, 
"  Here  in  old  time  the  hand  of  man  hath  bei 

I  looked  upon  the  hill  both  far  and  nea^  "  ***■'  ' 
More  doleful  place  did  never  eye  surveyi  "''  ^^' 
It  seemed  aa  if  the  spring-time  come  not  liflt^'  ^' ' 
And  Nature  here  were  willing  to  decay. 

I  stood  in  various  thoughts  and  fancies  lost. 
When  one,  who  was  in  Shepherd's  garb  attired,     ' 
Came  up  theBolbw:  —  Him  did  1  accost,  ' 

And  what  tills  place  might  be  I  tlicn  inquired. 

The  Shepherd  stopped,  and  that  same  stor; 
Which  in  my  former  rhyme  I  have  rehearsL 
"  A  jolly  place,"  said  he,  "  in  times  of  old  I 
But  something  ails  it  now;  the  spot  is  cnrsl. 

Vou  see  theee  lifeleES  Slumps  of  aspon  wood  — 
Some  say  that  they  are  beeches,  others  elms  — 
These  were  the  Bower;  and  hero  a  Mansion  stood, 
The  lineal  palace  of  a  hundred  realms  L 

The  Arbour  does  its  own  condition  tell; 
You  Bee  the  Stones,  the  Fountain,  and  the  Stream; 
But  as  to  the  great  Lodge!  you  might  as  well 
Hunt  half  a  day  for  a  forgotten  dream. 

There's  neither  dog  nor  heifer,  horse  nor  sheep, 
Will  wot  his  lips  within  that  Cup  of  stone; 
And  oflentimes,  when  all  are  fast  asleep. 
This  water  duth  send  forth  a  dolorous  groan. 

Some  say  that  here  a  murder  has  been  done. 
And  blood  cries  out  for  blood:  but,  for  my  put, 
I've  gTieased,  when  I  'vo  been  silting  in  the  sun. 
That  it  was  all  for  that  unhappy  Hart 

What  thoughts  must  through  the  Creature's  bii 

have  pastt 
Even  from  the  topmoet  Stone,  upon  the  Steep, 
Are  but  three  bounds  —  and  look.  Sir,  at  this  last— 
O  Master!  it  has  been  a  cruel  leap. 

la* 
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ran  a  deBperate  race ; 

"  From  Town  to  Town  &om  To 

nd  we  cannot  tell 

The  Red  Rose  ia  a  gUdaxM  flo 

mighl  have  to  love  this  place, 

Her  thirty  years  of  ninler  post. 

his  d«ilh-bed  near  the  Well 

The  Red  Rom  m  revlTOd  at  last 

She  lifts  her  head  for  endlea  sp 

hips  Bsloep  he  Bank, 

in  in  the  auuimer-tiiie ; 

Both  Roses  Sourish,  Red  and  Wl 

pa  the  first  be  dnnk 

In  love  and  nsterly  delist 

'ed  from  hid  mother's  side. 

The  two  that  were  at  strife  are 
And  all  old  troubles  now  are  enc 

the  scented  thorn 

Joy!  Joy  lo  both!  but  mort  to  bi 

cir  morninf  carols  sing ; 

Who  is  the  Flower  of  Lancarter 

u;;ht  we  know,  was  born 

Behold  her  how  She  smiles  to^a 

m  lliftt  self-same  spring. 

On  this  great  throng,  this  bright 

Fair  greeting  doth  she  tend  to  s 

grass  nor  plcafiant  shade; 

From  every  comer  of  Ihe  Hall; 

Bellow  never  shone  ; 

But,  chiefly  from  above  the  Boin 

e  often  esid, 

Whore  sits  in  state  our  rightful 

s,  and  Fountain,  all  are  gone," 

A  Clifford  to  hia  own  restored! 

rd,  Ihou  hast  spoken  well ; 
ictween  tliy  creed  and  mine: 
rvedhy  Nature  fell; 
d  hy  Bj'mpnthy  divine. 

■'  They  came  with  banner,  spear 
And  it  waa  proved  in  Boeworth-f 

.\ot  lung  the  Avenger  \r\»  wilhi 

F.[irth  helped  him  with  the  cry  o 
St  George  woa  for  us,  and  the  n 

Ilie  clouds  and  air. 

Of  blessed  Angels  crowned  the  i 
Loud  voice  the  Land  lias  uttered 

earea  among  tiio  groves, 
rcvcrentinl  care 

We  loudeM  in  the  fiiilhful  North 

roBtures  whom  he  Invea. 

Our  Fields  rejoice,  our  Mountain 
Our  Streams  proclaim  a  welcomi 

dust :  —  behind,  before, 

Our  Strong-abodes  and  CaaQes  et 

sate,  no  common  gloom ; 

The  glory  of  their  loyalty. 

urse  of  time,  once  more 

"How  glad  is  Skipton  at  this 

beauty  and  her  bloom. 

Though  she  is  hut  a  lonely  Tow 

To  vacancy  niid  silence  loft; 

Is  lo  a  Blow  decay. 

Of  all  her  guardian  fons  bereft; 

d  have  been,  may  be  known ; 

Kuight,  Squire,  or  Yeocnan,  Page  . 

the  milder  day. 

We  hnvo  them  at  the  feast  of  B 

1  all  be  overgrown. 

How  glad  Pendragon  —  though  tl 
Of  years  be  on  her!  — She  shall 

lelua  twoilivide. 

A  UBta  of  this  great  pleasure,  vi 

she  shows,  and  what  conceals, 

An  in  a  dream  her  own  renewing 

asure  or  our  pride 

Rejoiced  is  Brough,  right  glad  I 

eancBt  thing  that  feels." 

Be^^ide  her  little  humble  Stream ; 
Aod  she  that  keepctb  watch  and 

Her  statelier  Eden'e  course  to  gi 
They  both  are  happy  at  this  hou 

SONG 

Though  each  is  but  a  lonely  To» 
Bui  here  la  perfect  joy  and  pride 

r  OP  brovghah  castlc, 

For  one  lair  house  by  Emonl's  si 

OF  LORO  cLiFfoaD,  THE  sniriiEaD, 

This  day  distinguished  without  p 

D   ElONOUSa   OF   ma   ANCESTOai.* 

To  see  her  Master  and  to  cheer 

Hall  the  Minstrel  sate, 
mmgled  with  the  Song.— 

Him.  and  his  IMy  Mother  dear- 

•Thi.  liDo  ii  rrom  the  -The  B.nl»  of  I 

time  I  thus  translate, 

Sir  John  IlMumont  (brother  to  Ihn  Droniali) 

thbeen^JjW 

Hiitlen  with  much  iinrit.  etegnDcs,  and  1 
doMrvfdly  b«D  reprinted  huelf  in  Ouil 

/       \ 

w«B  n  time  foriorii 

filherleBf  was  bom  — 
Kings  Ihat  ebe  may  fiy, 
»  her  inftnt  die! 
It  are  with  elaughter  wild 
Uotber  and  the  Child  > 
t&ke  Iheni  Irom  tlie  lightl 
is  a  Man  Id  ei^ht — 
a  House  —  but  wlierel 
mist  not  enter  there, 
ves,  and  to  tlie  Brooks, 
Hids  dF  Hearen  e\\e  looli^i 
Echl^as,  bat  her  eyes 
lastly  a^nies. 
uy.  Mother  mili]. 
Mother  uudeGled, 
ither  and  her  Child ! 

'ho  is  he  that  bounds  with  Joy 
k'e  side,  a  Shepherd  Boy  1 
la  hath  ho  but  ihoug'hiB  that  pass 
30  wind  Dions'  ^''^  gram. 
e  He  who  hither  came 
like  a  RDotheriid  Hanie  ! 
I  such  tJiankfiil  tears  were  shed 
'  and  a  poor  Man's  brend  I 
the  Child ;  nnd  God  hath  willed 
dear  words  should  be  lUlfilled, 
t  woida,  when  Ibrced  away 
le  to  her  Babe  did  say, 
my  own,  thy  Fetlon--tniP?t 
be ;  but  rcwt  thee,  rest, 
She|^erd*B  life  is  best!' 

vhen  evil  men  are  Elrong- 
jood,  no  pleasuro  lon^. 
lust  part  from  Moaedale's  Groves, 
Blencathra'a  rugged  Coves, 
he  flowers  that  summer  hrin^ 
ramakin's  lofty  f^prinjre ; 
h,  and  hia  careless  cheer 
to  heaviness  and  fesr. 
■  Lancelot  Threlkeld  praise ! 
od  Man,  old  in  days! 
of  covert  and  of  rest ! 
ang  Bird  that  is  distrest ; 
'  branches  safe  he  lay, 
a  &ee  to  sport  and  play, 
iQB  were  abroad  for  prey, 

ant  Harp,  that  sings  of  fear 

less  in  CliiTord's  cnr 

■n  evil  Men  are  strong, 

^ood,  no  pleasure  long, 

d  cowardly  untruth ! 

1  was  a  happy  Youth, 

Tul  through  a  weary  time, 

;ht  him  tip  to  manhood's  prime. 


—  Again  lie  warders  fori 
And  tends  a  Flock  from 
Ilis  garb  is  humble;  ne'e 

Such  garb  with  such  a  n  ......ii; 

Among  the  Shepherd-grw    ■•         W" 

Hath  he,  a  Child  of  strei      t  V 

Yet  locks  not  ftienda  for  soiei  ' 

And  a  cheerful  company. 

That  learned  of  him  submissive  y 

And  cnmrorted  his  private  days. 

To  his  aide  the  FWIow-deer 

Came,  and  rested  without  fear; 

TiiQ  E^gle,  Lord  of  land  and  sea. 

Stooped  down  to  pay  him  fealty; 

And  both  the  undying  fi^h  that  swim 

Throug'h  BowBcale  Tarn  did  wait  on  bin 

The  Pair  were  servants  of  his  eye 

In  their  immortality  ; 

They  moved  about  in  open  sight. 

To  and  fro,  for  his  delight. 

He  knew  the  Rocks  which  Angels  haunt 

Oq  the  Mountains  visitant ; 

Ho  hath  kenned  them  taking  wing : 

And  the  Caves  whero  P^erics  sing 

He  hath  entered;  and  been  told 

By  Voices  how  men  lived  of  old. 

Among  the  Heavens  hia  eye  can  see 

F&ce  of  thing  that  is  to  be ; 

And,  if  Men  report  him  right, 

He  couH  whisper  words  of  might 

—  Now  another  day  is  come. 
Fitter  hope,  and  nobler  doom ; 
He  hath  thrown  aside  his  Crook, 

And  hatli  buried  deep  his  Book  ;  . 

Armour  rusting  in  his  Halls 

Oh  the  blood  of  Clifford  calls;f  — 

'Quell  tlie  Scot,'  exclaims  the  Lance  — 

Bear  me  to  the  heart  of  France, 

Is  the  longing  of  tlie  Shield  — 

Te'.l  thy  name,  thou  trembling  Field ; 

Field  of  death  where'er  thou  be, 

Groan  thou  with  our  victory! 

Happy  dny  and  mighty  hour. 

When  our  Shepherd,  in  his  power. 

Mailed  and  horsed,  with  lance  and  sword, 

To  hia  Ancestors  restored 

*  Jl  ii  imagined  by  diH  people  of  (he  country  that  there  are 
tv-a  immaruil  Fiih,  inhalnlanu  of  thii  l^m.  which  ti«  in  lb* 
mounlaim  not  Gir  Inna  Threlkeld.  — Blencalhara,  loentiont'd 
btfore,  u  Iho  old  and  proper  name  of  the  mountain  vulgarly 
nllml  SnddlB-bncb. 

t  Tlie  Dianiat  ehanicter  of  Lhe  Cliflbnl)  a  well  known  to  iha 
rendon  of  Eflgtish  hioory;  hut  it  amy  not  be  impiopor  hem 

any,  b)'  way  of  comment  oo  ihiso  liiif*  and  what  rolloni. 

m  beflidei  Beveml  oiben  who  perithed  in  the  same  manner, 

e  four  immedioie  Progenilon  cf  lhe  Peraon  in  whose  hearieii 

IB  it  euppoaed  to  be  tpokpn.all  died  in  tlie  '' 
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Like  a  re-appearing  Star, 
.  Like  a  gloiy  from  afar, 
First  shall  head  the  Flock  of  War  !** 

Alas !  the  fervent  harper  did  not  know 
That  for  a  tranquil  Soul  the  Lay  was  framed, 
Who,  long  compelled  in  humble  walks  to  go^ 
Was  softened  into  feeling,  soothed,  and  tamed. 

liove  had  he  found  in  huts  where  poor  Men  lie ; 
His  daily  Teachers  had  been  Woods  and  Rills, 
The  silence  that  is  in  the  starry  sky. 
The  sleep  that  is  among  the  lonely  hills. 

In  him  the  savage  virtue  of  the  Race, 
Revenge,  and  all  ferocious  thoughts  were  dead : 
Nor  did  he  change ;  but  kept  in  lofly  place 
The  wisdom  which  adversity  had  bred. 

Glad  were  the  Vales,  and  every  cottage  hearth ; 
The  Shepherd  Lord  was  honoured  more  and  more ; 
And,  ages  afier  he  was  laid  in  earth, 
•*  The  Good  Lord  Clifford"  was  the  name  he  bore. 


Yn,  it  was  the  mountam  Echo, 
Solitary,  clear,  profound, 
Answering  to  the  shouting  Cuckocv 
Giving  to  her  sound  for  sound ! 

Unsolicited  reply 
To  a  babbling  wanderer  sent ; 
Like  her  ordinary  cry, 
Like  —  but  oh,  how  different ! 

Hears  not  also  mortal  Lifel 
Hear  not  we,  unthinking  Creatures 
Slaves  of  Folly,  Love,  or  Strife, 
Voices  of  two  different  Natures  ? 

Have  not  We  too  1  —  yes,  we  have 
Answers,  and  we  know  not  whence . 
Echoes  from  beyond  the  grave. 
Recognised  intelligence! 

Often  as  thy  inward  ear 
Catches  such  rebounds,  beware, — 
Listen,  ponder,  hold  them  dear; 
For  of  God,— of  God  they  are. 


TO  A  SKY-LARK. 

Ethbeeal  Minstrel !  Pilgrim  of  the  sky ! 
Dost  thoQ  despise  the  earth  where  cares  aboond  1 
Or,  while  the  wings  aspire,  are  heart  and  eye 
Both  with  thy  nest  apon  the  dewy  ground  1 
Thy  nest  which  thou  cansf  drop  into  at  will. 
Those  quivering  wings  composed,  that  mnaic  still ! 


To  the  last  point  of  vision,  and  beyond. 
Mount,  daring  Warbler !  that  love-prampCed 
CTwixt  thee  and  thine  a  never-filing  bond) 
Thrills  not  the  less  the  hoaom  of  the  plain: 
Yet  might*st  thou  seem,  proud  privilege !  to  sing 
All  independent  of  the  leaQr  spring. 

Leave  to  the  Nightingale  her  shady  wood ; 
A  privacy  of  glorious  light  is  thine; 
Whence  thou  dost  pour  upon  the  world  a  flood 
Of  harmony,  with  instinct  more  divine ; 
Type  of  the  wise  who  soar,  but  never  roam; 
True  to  the  kindred  points  of  Heaven  and  Home ! 


It  is  no  Spirit  who  from  Heaven  hath  flown* 
And  is  descending  on  his  embassy ; 
Nor  Traveller  gone  from  Earth  the  Heavens  to  a 
*T  is  Hesperus  —  there  he  stands  with  glittering  en 
First  admonition  that  the  sun  is  down. 
For  yet  it  is  broad  daylight !  clouds  pass  by ; 
'  A  few  are  near  him  still  —  and  now  the  sky. 

!  He  hath  it  to  himself — *tis  all  his  own. 

I 

O  most  ambitious  Star !  thy  Presence  bronghv 

A  startling  recollection  to  my  mind 

Of  the  distinguished  few  among  mankind. 

Who  dare  to  step  beyond  their  natural  race^ 

As  tliou  sccm^st  now  to  do :  —  nor  was  a  thoogfat 

Denied  —  that  even  I  might  one  day  trace 

Some  ground  not  mine ;  and,  strong  her  strength  all 

My  Soul,  an  Apparition  in  the  place, 

Trcud  there,  with  steps  that  no  one  shall  reprote ! 


FRENCH  REVOLUTION, 

AS    IT    APPEARED    TO    ENTHUSIASTS    AT    FTS    COJOIEICtfl** 
REPRINTED  FROM  **  THE  FRIEKDl" 

Oh  !  pleasant  exercise  of  hope  and  joy  I 
For  minrhty  were  the  Auxiliars,  which  then  stood 
Upon  our  side,  we  who  were  strong  in  love ! 
Bliss  was  it  in  that  dawn  to  be  alive, 
But  to  be  young  was  very  heaven !  —  Oh !  tioMh 
In  w^hich  the  meagre,  stale,  forbidding  ways 
Of  custom,  law,  and  stature,  took  at  once 
The  attraction  of  a  country  in  Romance ! 
When  Reason  seemed  the  most  to  assert  her  v^^ 
When  most  intent  on  making  of  herself 
A  prime  Enchantress — to  assist  the  work 
Which  then  was  going  forward  in  her  name! 
Not  favoured  spots  alone,  but  the  whole  earth, 
The  beauty  wore  of  promise  —  that  which  wti 

*This,  and  the  Extract,  page  80,  and  the  fiiat  Piece  oC 
Clan,  are  from  the  unpublished  PDem  of  whidi  aooie  aeei 
is  given  in  the  preface  to  the  £IxcuB8i0!f. 
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lent  might  not  be  onfell 
wets  of  paradise  ilselO 
mee  above  the  roee  full  blown. 
r  at  the  proepect  did  Dot  wake 
nnthought  of!    The  iuert 

and  lively  Nature  rapt  away ! 
a  fed  their  childhood  upon  dreiitis 
xs  of  fancy,  who  had  made 
'  gn'ilhuR^s  snbtilty  and  strength 
TB,  —  who  m  lordly  wise  had  stirred 
raodeat  objects  of  the  sense, 
lb  whatsoever  they  found  there 
A  withhv  some  lurking  right 
—they,  loo,  who  of  gentle  mood, 

all  gentle  motions,  and  to  these 
sir  own  tltoa^lits,  schcmen  more 
■gion  of  their  peaceful  selves ;  — 
hat  both  found,  Ihc  Meek  and  Lofty 

helpera  to  their  heart's  dceire, 
hand,  plaistic  as  they  could  wish; 
upon  to  exercise  tlieir  skill, 
1,  subterranean  Fields, 
eled  Islsmi,  Heaven  knows  where ! 
ry  world,  which  is  the  world 
—  the  place  where  in  the  end 
happiness,  or  not  at  all  I' 


U>  AND  SILVER  FISHES, 


.ring  Xjub  is  bleat  as  proud, 

I  at  Heaven's  gate  she  sings  i 

ing  Bee  proclaims  oloud 

light  by  vocal  wings; 

Ife,  in  lasting  durance  pent, 

silent  lives  employ 

■ething  "more  than  dull  content 

^  haply  less  than  joy." 

jhl  your  glassy  prison  eeem 
ce  where  joy  is  known, 
golden  flash  and  silver  gleani 

meanings  of  their  own ; 
high  and  low,  and  all  about, 

moliane,  glillerirg  Elves! 
,Te  —  no  danger  from  without, 

*  a  Bunny  human  breast 
ir  transparent  Cell ; 
Fear  is  but  a  lran!<iani  Guest, 
illen  humours  dwell; 
sensitive  of  every  ray 
tmites  this  tiny  sea, 
aly  panoplies  repay 
Imb  witb  usury. 


mild. 


How  beautiftil !  yet  nont 

This  ever-graceful  cht 
Renewed — renewed  inc 

Within  your  quiet  rw 
Is  it  that  ye  with  consc  ) 

For  mutual  pteanire  £  ' 

And  Bometimes,  not  witl  ' 

Are  dwarfed,  or  mngn 

Fays  —  Genii  of  gigantii 

And  now,  in  twilight  '■ 
Clustering  like  constelta  ' 

In  wings  of  Cherubim 
When  they  abate  their 

Whate'er  your  forms 
Whate'er  ye 

All  leads  t 

Cold  though  your  nature  be,  'tis  purei 

Your  birthright  is  a  fence 
From  all  that  haughtier  kinds  endure 

Through  tyranny  of  sense. 
Aht  nut  alone  by  colours  bright 

Are  ye  to  Heaven  allied, 
Wlien,  like  essential  Forms  of  light, 

Ye  mingle,  or  divide. 

F<ff  day-dreams  Bolt  as  e'er  beguiled 

Day-lhougkit  while  limbs  repose; 
For  moonlight  fescinalions  mild 

Your  gill,  ere  shullars  close; 
Accept,  mute  Captives!  thanks  and  praise; 

And  may  this  tribute  prove- 
That  gentle  admirations  raise 

Delight  resembling  love. 


-TlioUbeny  of  apooiilBConMHin  bnng  govonied  by  lii 
I'liich  Oiey  have  modo  for  tliemwltoi,  under  whalaver  liinn 
e  of  gOT'emmeni,  The  libtrly  of  a  priv(iB  man.  in  bdinj  m 
;t  of  hi>  pwn  lime  and  nciioni.  hb  fsr  u  mav  ti'raiM  ivilh  I 
tun  of  God  and  of  hi»  ooununy.    Of  ihi«  Inner  hh  ure  liere 


Those  breathing  Tokens  of  your  kind  regard, 

(Suspect  not,  Anna,  that  their  fiite  is  hard ; 
Not  soon  does  aught  to  which  mild  ftncies  cling. 
In  lonely  spots,  become  a  slighted  ihit 


102 


WORDSWORTH'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


My  soul  was  grateful  for  delight 

That  wore  a  threatening  brow; 

A  veil  is  lifted  —  can  she  slight 

The  scene  that  opens  now? 

Though  habitation  none  appear, 

The  greenness  tells,  man  must  be  there; 

The  shelter  —  that  the  perspective 

Is  of  the  clime  in  which  we  live ; 

Where  Toil  pursues  his  daily  round; 

Where  Pity  sheds  sweet  tears,  and  Love, 

In  woodbine  bower  or  birchen  grove, 

Inflicts  his  tender  wound. 

—  Who  comes  not  hither  ne'er  shall  know 

How  beautiful  the  world  below; 

Nor  can  he  guess  how  lightly  leaps 

The  brook  adown  the  rocky  steeps. 

Farewell,  thou  desolate  Domain ! 

Hope,  pointing  to  the  cultured  Plain, 

Carols  like  a  shepherd  boy; 

And  who  is  she?  —  Can  that  be  Joy! 

Who,  with  a  sunbeam  for  her  guide. 

Smoothly  skims  the  meadows  wide; 

While  Faith,  from  yonder  opening  cloud. 

To  hill  and  vale  proclaims  aloud, 

*'  Whatever  the  weak  may  dread,  the  wicked  dare, 

Thy  lot,  O  Man,  is  good,  thy  portion  fiiir!" 


SUGGESTED  BY  A  PICTURE  OP  THE  BIRD 

OP  PARADISE. 

The  gentlest  poet,  with  free  thoughts  endowed. 

And  a  true  master  of  the  glowing  strain. 

Might  scan  the  narrow  province  with  disdain 

That  to  the  painter's  skill  is  here  allowed. 

This,  this  the  Bird  of  Paradise !  disclaim 

The  daring  thought,  forget  the  name ; 

This  the  sun's  bird,  whom  Glendoveers  might  own 

As  no  unworthy  partner  in  their  flight 

Through  seas  of  ether,  where  the  ruffling  sway 

Of  nether  air's  rude  billows  is  unknown ; 

Whom  sylphs,  if  e'er  for  casual  pastime  they 

Through  India's  spicy  regions  wing  their  way, 

Might  bow  to  as  their  Lord.    What  character, 

0  sovereign  Nature !  I  appeal  to  thee, 

Of  all  tliy  featliered  progeny 

Is  so  unearthly,  and  what  shape  so  fair  ? 

So  richly  decked  in  variegated  down, 

<irecn,  sable,  sliining  yellow,  shadowy  brown. 

Tints  softly  with  each  other  blended. 

Hues  doubtfully  begun  and  ended ; 

Or  intershooting,  and  to  sight 

Tjost  and  recovered,  as  tlie  rays  of  light 

(llance  on  the  conscious  plumes  touched  here  and  there? 

Full  surely,  when  with  such  proud  gifts  of  life 

Began  the  pencil's  strife, 

O'erweening  art  was  caught  as  in  a  snare. 

A  sense  of  seemingly  presumptuous  wrong 
Gave  the  first  impulse  to  the  poet's  song ; 


But,  of  his  scorn  repenting  soon,  he  drew 
A  juster  judgment  from  a  calmer  view; 
And,  with  a  spirit  freed  from  discontent, 
Thankfully  took  an  effort  that  was  meant 
Not  with  God's  bounty,  nature's  love,  to  vie, 
Or  made  with  hope  to  please  that  inward  eye 
Which  ever  strives  in  vain  itself  to  satisfy. 
But  to  recal  the  truth  by  some  faint  trace 
Of  power  ethereal  and  celestial  grace. 
That  in  the  living  creature  find  on  earth  a  place. 


AIREY-FORCE  VALLEY. 

Not  a  breath  of  air 

Ruffles  the  bosom  of  this  leafy  glen. 

From  the  brook's  margin,  wide  around,  the  trM 

Are  stedfast  as  the  rocks;  the  brook  itself. 

Old  as  the  hills  that  feed  it  from  afar, 

Doth  rather  deepen  than  disturb  the  calm 

Where  all  things  else  are  still  and  motionlesa 

And  yet,  even  now,  a  little  breeze,  perchance 

Escaped  from  boisterous  winds  that  rage  witixwt, 

Has  entered,  by  tlie  sturdy  oaks  unfelt, 

But  to  its  gentle  touch  how  sensitive 

Is  the  light  ash !  that,  pendent  from  the  brow 

Of  yon  dim  cave,  in  seeming  silence  makes 

A  soft  eye-music  of  slow-waving  bouglis, 

Powerful  almost  as  vocal  harmony 

To  stay  the  wanderer's  steps  and  soothe  his  thiM|fa 

THE  CUCKOO-CLOCK. 

WouLDST  thou  be  taught,  when  sleep  has  takea  §^ 
By  a  sure  voice  that  can  most  sweetly  tell. 
How  far-off  yet  a  glimpse  of  morning  light. 
And  if  to  lure  the  truant  back  be  well. 
Forbear  to  covet  a  repeater's  stroke. 
That,  answering  to  thy  touch  will  sound  the  boir; 
Better  provide  thee  with  a  Cuckooclock 
For  service  hung  behind  thj  chamber«door; 
And  in  due  time  the  soft  spontaneous  shock, 
The  double-note,  as  if  with  living  power. 
Will  to  composure  lead  — or  make  thee  Uithe  ai  ^ 
in  bower. 

List,  Cuckoo —  Cuckoo !  —  oft  tho*  tempests  bovL 

Or  nipping  frost  remind  thee  trees  are  baie, 

How  cattle  pine,  and  droop  the  shivering  fi>«ii 

Thy  spirits  will  seem  to  feed  on  balmy  air: 

I  speak  with  knowledge, — by  that  voice  begaiM 

Thou  wilt  salute  old  memories  as  they  throng 

Into  thy  heart ;  and  fancies,  running  wild 

Through  fresh  green  fields,  and  budding  groves  un*| 

Will  make  thee  happy,  happy  as  a  child ; 

Of  sunshine  wilt  thou  think,  and  flowers,  an^nog 

And  breathe  as  in  a  world  where  nothing  can  go  witfj 

And  know  —  that,  even  for  him  who  shuns  the  day 
And  nightly  tosses  on  a  bed  of  pain ; 
Whose  joys,  from  all  but  memory  swept  away, 
Mast  come  unhoped  for,  if  they  oome  afain ; 
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Iwr— fhi^  ftr  fate  wfaan  w^Mag  tfaooglit^  geiera 

AiUi  dkliwi  k  dhuiN  voold  ioaniBf  themes 

IteiUBiB  aolii  ilrikiiV  opn  fail  «ar 

h  ieep^  lad  inftenui^lav  witfa  fail  dnun, 

Gorii  fisB  ad  nttioni  MMd  faui  to  Ad6ir 

IWilillU  luri  of  fwdara»  ihowier  tod  i^eaiDi 

1^  mock  tfae  — irfirfmr  vowe  betide  mxne  haunted 


Obomitf  witfaomtmeMuel  idiile  the  grace 

Of  HsateD  dedi  hi  ncii  wieai  fton  honbleit  aprangi^ 

Aar  pleiane  ftith»  aad  aofaMM  that  tiaoe 

A  amr  oomae  aloBff  ftauliar  thion 

W(d]  najoor  hearla  hate  fiJth  that  Ueaunga  oomeb 

Streamtiif  fiona  finots  abote  the  atany  aky, 

With  anfela  wbeo  their  own  antrooUed  home 

IWj  laaie^  and  apeed  on  nightly  embaaqr 

To  wit  earthly  chambeiab — and  lor  wboml 

Yea,  both  ftr  aoola  who  God*a  ferbearance  tiy. 

And  thoee  that  aeek  hia  beliH  iiid  Ibr  hia  mercy  aigfa. 


LINES, 

A  WKW  MMUa  ABOTl  TIIITKBN  ABBIT,ON  XIYmTtlfO 
TIB  BUBO  OV  IBS  WTS  DUKWO  A  TOUl. 

JULT  13,  1796. 

Ftfi  yeaiB  have  peat;  five  aommen,  with  the  length 

Offivekng  wimera!  and  again  I  hear 

Ttan  wat0K%  tolling  fimn  their  mountain-eprings 

Widi  a  aweet  ndand  mnrmar.*  —  Once  again 

ItelMMid  theae  aleep  and  lofty  diffi^ 

Thiton  a  wild  aecloded  acene  impress 

Thoughts  of  more  deep  seclosion ;  and  connect 

The  lindscape  with  the  quiet  of  the  sky. 

The  day  is  come  when  I  again  repose 

Here,  under  this  dark  sycamore,  and  view 

Theie  pkita  of  cottage-ground,  these  orchard-tufls, 

Which  at  this  season,  with  their  unripe  fruits, 

Are  clad  in  one  green  hue,  and  lose  themselves 

Among  the  woods  and  copses,  nor  disturb 

The  wild  green  landscape.    Once  again  I  see 

Tbeie  hedge-rows,  hardly  hedge-rows,  little  lines 

Of  iportive  wood  run  wild:  these  pastoral  farms, 

Green  to  the  very  door ;  and  wreaths  of  smoke 

Sent  up,  in  silence,  from  among  the  trees 

With  some  uncertain  notice,  as  might  seem 

Of  Tigrant  Dwellers  in  the  houseless  woods. 

Or  of  some  Hermit's  cave,  where  by  his  fire 

1^  Hennit  sits  alone. 

These  beauteous  Forms, 
"IWagfa  a  long  absence,  have  not  been  to  me 
At  it  t  landscape  to  a  blind  man's  eye : 
ht  oft,  in  lonely  rooms,  and  'mid  the  din 
Of  towna  and  citiea,  I  have  owed  to  them, 
'q  hoara  of  weariness,  sensstions  sweet, 

*1^  river  is  aot  ffiocted  by  die  tides  a  few  mflei  above 
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Felt  in  the  blood,  and  fUt  akmg  the  heart ; 
And  paasing  erai  into  my  porer  miiid» 
With  tranqail  reatoration :  — fMinga  toe/ 
Of  unremembered  pleaanre:  soeh,  periH^ab 
Aa  have  no  slight  or  trivial  inflaenee 
On  that  beet  p(»tion  of  a  good  man'a  life, 
Hia  little,  nameleas^  onremambered  acta 
Of  kindnees  and  oi  love.    Nor  leas^  I  troit, 
To  them  I  may  have  owed  another  gift. 
Of  aapect  more  eublime ;  that  Ueaaed  mood. 
In  which  the  burthen  of  the  myateiy. 
In  which  the  heavy  and  the  weary  weight 
Of  aU  thia  unintelligible  world, 
Is  lightened:— that  aerene  and  Ueaaed  mood, 
In  which  the  affectfana  gently  lead  oa  oiw— 
Until  the  breath  of  thia  coqiofeal  flame 
And  even  the  motkm  of  our  hnmaa  blood 
Almost  enspenjnd,  we  are  Uid  aaleep 
In  body,  and  become  a  living  eool : 
While  with  an  eye  made  quiet  by  the  power 
Of  harmony,  and  the  deep  power  of  Joy, 
We  aee  into  the  lifb  of  thinga. 

If  thia 
Be  but  a  vain  belief,  yet,  oh!  how  oft. 
In  darkness,  and  amfll  the  many  iriiapea 
Of  joyless  daylight ;  when  the  flretfid  atir 
Unprofitable,  and  the  fever  of  the  world. 
Have  hung  upon  the  beatinga  of  my  heart. 
How  oft,  in  spirit,  have  I  tnmed  to  thee, 

0  sylvan  Wye !  Thou  wanderer  thn/  the  wooda,^ 
How  often  has  my  spirit  turned  to  thee  I 

And  now,  with  gleams  of  half-extinguished  thooght, 
With  many  recognitions  dim  and  faint. 
And  somewhat  of  a  sad  perplexity, 
The  picture  of  the  mind  revives  again : 
While  here  I  stand,  not  only  with  the  sense 
Of  present  pleasure,  but  with  pleasing  thoughts 
That  in  this  moment  there  is  life  and  food 
For  future  years.    And  so  I  dare  to  hope. 
Though  changed,  no  doubt,  from  what  I  was  when  first 

1  came  among  these  hills ;  when  like  a  roe 
I  bounded  o'er  the  mountains,  by  the  sides 
Of  the  deep  rivers,  and  the  lonely  streams, 
Wherever  nature  led :  more  like  a  man 
Flying  from  something  that  he  dreads,  tlian  one 
Who  sought  the  thing  he  loved.    For  nature  then 
(The  coarser  pleasures  of  my  boyish  days, 

And  their  glad  animal  movements  all  gone  by) 

To  me  was  all  in  all.  —  I  cannot  paint 

What  then  I  was.    The  sounding  cataract 

Haunted  me  like  a  passion  :  the  tall  rock. 

The  mountain,  and  the  deep  and  gloomy  wood. 

Their  colours  and  their  forms,  were  then  to  me 

An  appetite ;  a  feeling  and  a  love, 

That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm, 

By  thought  supplied,  or  any  interest 

Unborrowed  from  the  eye. —That  time  ia  past, 
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Wheji  Uiese  wild  ecataciea  shill  be  matured 

Into  a  sober  pleaeure,  when  tbj  mind 

Shall  be  a  roanaion  for  all  lovely  (arms, 

Thy  memory  be  as  a  dwelling  place 

For  all  sweet  sounds  iind  harmonies ;  oh !  ihec, 

If  solitude,  or  fear,  or  pain,  or  grtef. 

Should  be  thy  portion,  with  what  beelmg  thoughtt 

Of  tender  joy  wilt  thou  remember  me, 

And  these  my  exhortatioDS  !    Nor,  perrhaace 

If  I  should  be  where  I  no  more  can  hear 

Thy  voice,  nor  catch  from  thy  wild  eyes  these  gleim 

Of  past  existence,  wilt  thou  then  forget 

That  on  the  banks  of  this  delig-htfiil  stream 

We  fltood  together ;  and  that  !,  bo  long 

A  worshipper  of  Nature,  hither  eamo 

Uuweariod  in  that  service :  rather  say 

With  warmer  love,  oh '.  with  tar  deeper  zeal 

Of  holier  love.    Nor  wilt  Ihou  then  forget, 

That  after  muny  wanderings,  many  yean 

Of  absence,  these  steep  woods  and  lofty  clifi^ 

And  this  green  psstoral  landscape,  were  to  nw 

tlore  dear,  both  for  theroeelves  and  for  thy  nie! 


PETER   BELL 


BniiBB  will  8tar1  a  Spiril  u  aatai  at  CKaar' 


Air  Drab  Friend. 

Thk  Tale  of  Peter  Bell,  which  I  now  iatroducs  U 
your  notice,  and  to  that  of  t)ie  Public,  has,  in  its  UaK- 
uecript  slate,  nearly  Furvivod  its  minority;  —  lor  it 
first  saw  the  light  in  the  summer  of  1798.  During  thk 
long  interval,  pains  have  been  taken  at  different  tiaci 
to  make  the  production  less  unworthy  of  a  favounblt 
reception;  or,  nitbor,  to  fit  it  for  filling  permanmA/ 
a  station,  however  humble,  in  the  Literetiire  of  mj 
Country.  Thi»  has,  indeed,  beco  the  aim  of  all  mj 
endeavours  in  Poetry,  which,  you  know,  have  been 
sufficiently  laborious  to  prove  that  I  deem  the  Art  BOl 
lightly  to  be  approached ;  and  that  the  attainment  <£ 
excellence  in  it,  may  laudably  be  made  the  principal 
object  of  intellectual  pursuit  by  any  man,  who,  with 
reasonable  coiiEidenitioa  of  circuiDMtances,  has  (kitli  io 
his  own  impulses. 

The  Poem  of  Peter  Bell,  as  the  Prologue  i^ill  sboi^ 
was  composed  under  ■  belief  that  the  Imagioatioo  Dot 
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Dfll  impm  ftr  iti  eiiwche  the  interventioa 
ntiml  ageoeyy  tetthftt,  thoagh  mch  agency 
lodt  the  ftcoltf  waj  be  oeDed  Ibrth  as  impe- 
nd ftr  Idaind  nmtta  of  ptoaeoie,  bf  incidento, 
e  oompiH  of  poetio  |ir6bibilitj,  m  the  hnm- 
utmente  of  dtilj  life.  Since  that  Prologue 
ten*  fOH  have  eihihited  moat  qdendid  eflecta 
ma  dariqgt  in  the  oppodte  and  naoal  course, 
ackiioiwledgnient  make  my  peace  with  the 
the  Bopeniatanl;  and  I  am  penuaded  it  will 
led,  that  to  yoo,  as  a  Master  in  that  province 
tf  the  ftllowing  Tale,  whether  fiom  contrast 
litf  « in  not  an  unappropriate  ofiering.  Accept 
la  a  pohlic  teothnony  of  afl^tionate  admira- 
one  with  whose  name  yours  has  been  often 
to  Qse  your  own  words)  for  evil  and  for  good ; 
ve  me  to  be»  with  earnest  wishes  that  life  and 
ly  be  granted  you  to  complete  the  many  im- 
rorka  in  which  you  are  engaged,  and  with 
ect. 

Most  fiuthftilly  yours, 

Whjjam  WoEDewoaTH. 

tfouiTT,  April  7, 18191 


PROLOGUE. 

*B  something  in  a  flymg  horse, 
s  something  in  a  huge  balloon ; 
ough  the  clouds  I  *]1  never  float 
!  have  a  little  Boat, 
shape  is  like  the  crescent-moou. 

>w  I  have  a  little  Boat, 
ye  a  very  crescent-moon : — 
rough  the  clouds  my  boat  can  sail ; 
[lerchance  your  faith  should  fail, 
p — and  you  shall  see  me  soon  I 

lods,  my  Friends,  are  round  you  roaring, 
I  and  roaring  like  a  sea; 
ise  of  danger  fills  your  ears, 
I  have  all  a  thousand  fears 
r  my  little  Boat  and  mc ! 

bile  untroubled  I  admire 
inted  horns  of  my  canoe ; 
d  not  pity  touch  my  breast, 
how  ye  are  all  distrest, 
r  ribs  ached,  I'd  laugh  at  you! 

re  go^  my  Boat  and  I — 
an  ne*er  sate  in  such  another; 
T  among  the  winds  we  strive, 
>  into  the  clouds  we  dive, 
OQOtented  with  the  other. 


Away  we  go — and  what  caie  we 
For  treasons^  tnmnlt%  and  fiir  wanl 
We  are  as  cahn  in  oor  delight 
As  is  the  crescent  moon  m  bright 
Among  the  scattered  stars. 

Up  goes  my  Boat  among  the  stara 
Through  many  a  breathless  field  of  light. 
Through  many  a  long  Une  field  of  ether, 
Leaving  ten  thousand  stars  beneath  her. 
Up  goes  my  little  Boat  so  bright ! 

The  Crab^the  Scorpkn— >and  the  BnO- 
We  pry  among  them  all — have  shot 
High  o*er  the  red-haued  race  of  Mars, 
Covered  fiom  top  to  toe  with  scan; 
Such  company  I  like  it  not  I 

The  towns  in  Saturn  are  decayed. 
And  melancholy  Spectres  throng  thems 
The  Pleiads,  that  appear  to  kisa 
Each  other  in  the  vast  abyas^ 
With  joy  I  sail  among  them ! 

Swift  Mercury  resounds  with  mirth. 
Great  Jove  is  full  of  stately  bowors; 
But  these,  and  all  that  th^  contain. 
What  are  they  to  that  tiny  grain. 
That  little  Earth  of  ours  1 

Then  back  to  Earth,  the  dear  green  Earth; 
Whole  ages  if  I  here  should  roam. 
The  world  for  my  remarks  and  me 
Would  not  a  whit  the  better  be; 
I've  left  my  heart  at  home. 


And  there  it  is,  the  matchless  Earth! 
There  spreads  the  famed  Pacific  Ocean! 
Old  Andes  thrusts  yon  craggy  spear 
Through  the  gray  clouds — the  Alps  are  beret 
Like  waters  in  commotion! 

Yon  tawny  slip  is  Libya's  sands  — 
That  silver  thread  the  river  Dnieper— 
And  look,  where  clothed  in  brightest  green 
Is  a  sweet  Isle,  of  isles  the  Queen ; 
Ye  fairies,  from  all  eWl  keep  her! 

And  see  the  town  where  I  was  bom! 
Around  those  happy  fields  we  span 
In  boyish  gambols  —  I  was  lost 
Where  I  have  been,  but  on  this  coast 
I  feel  I  am  a  man. 

Never  did  fifty  things  at  once 
Appear  so  lovely,  never,  never, — 
How  tunefully  the  forests  ring! 
To  hear  the  earth's  soft  murmuring 
Thus  could  I  hang  for  ever! 
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**  Shame  od  yoa  !**  cried  my  little  Boat, 

''Was  ever  such  a  homesick  Loon, 

Within  a  living  Boat  to  sit. 

And  make  no  better  use  of  it,  — 

A  Boat  twin-sister  of  the  crescent  roooo ! 

Ne*er  in  the  breast  of  full-grown  Poet 
Fluttered  so  faint  a  heart  befcM'e;  — 
Was  it  the  music  of  the  spheres 
That  overpowered  yonr  mortal  ean? 
—  Such  din  shall  trouble  them  no  more. 

These  nether  precincts  do  not  lack 
Charms  of  their  own ;  —  then  come  wHh  me 
I  want  a  Comrade,  and  lor  you 
There's  nothing  that  I  would  not  do; 
Nought  is  there  that  you  shall  not  see. 

Haste!  and  above  Siberian  snows 
Well  sport  amid  the  boreal  morning* 
Will  mingle  with  her  lustres,  gliding 
Among  the  stars^  the  stars  now  hiding. 
And  now  the  stars  adorning. 

I  know  the  secrets  of  a  land 
Where  human  foot  did  never  stray ; 
Fair  is  that  land  as  evening  skies, 
And  cool,  —  though  in  the  depth  it  lies 
Of  burning  Africa. 

t 

Or  we  11  into  the  reahn  of  Faery, 
Among  the  lovely  shades  of  things ; 
The  shadowy  forms  of  mountains  bare. 
And  streams,  and  bowers,  and  ladies  fiiir. 
The  shades  of  palaces  and  kings ! 

Or,  if  yon  thirst  with  hardy  zeal 
Less  quiet  regions  to  explore, 
Prompt  voyage  shall  to  you  reveal 
How  earth  and  heaven  are  taught  to  feel 
The  might  of  magic  lore !" 

**  My  little  vagrant  Form  of  light. 
My  gay  and  beautiful  Canoe, 
Well  have  you  played  your  friendly  part; 
As  kindly  take  what  from  my  heart 
Experience  forces — then^adieu! 

Temptation  lurks  among  your  words ; 
But,  while  these  pleasures  you're  pursuing 
Without  impediment  or  let. 
My  radiant  Pinnace,  you  forget 
What  on  the  earth  is  doing. 

There  was  a  time  when  all  mankind 
Did  listen  with  a  fkith  sincere 
To  tuneful  tongues  in  mystery  versed; 
J%en  Poets  fiMrlessly  rehearsed 
The  wooden  of  a  wild  career. 


Go  —  (but  the  world's  ii  sleepy  worldv 
And  'tis,  I  fear,  an  age  too  late) 
Take  with  you  some  ambitiouB  Youth, 
For,  restless  Wanderer !  I,  in  truth* 
Am  all  unfit  to  be  your  mate. 

Long  have  I  loved  what  I  bdidd. 
The  night  that  calms,  the  day  that  cbeen 
The  common  growth  of  mother  Earth 
Suffices  me — her  tears,  her  mirth. 
Her  humblest  mirth  and  tears. 

The  dragon's  wing,  the  magic  ring, 
I  shall  not  covet  for  my  dower. 
If  I  along  that  lowly  way 
With  sympathetic  heart  may  stray. 
And  with  a  soul  of  power. 

These  given,  what  more  need  I  desire 
To  stir — to  soothe  —  or  elevate  I 
What  nobler  marvels  than  the  mmd 
May  in  life's  daily  prospect  find. 
May  find  or  there  create  1 

A  potent  wand  doth  Sorrow  wield; 
What  spell  so  strmig  as  guilty  fear! 
Repentance  is  a  tender  Sprite; 
If  aught  on  earth  have  heavenly  mi^t, 
Tis  lodged  within  her  sileB  tear. 

But  grant  my  wishes,  —  let  us  now 
Descend  from  this  ethereal  height; 
Then  take  thy  way,  adventurous  SkiiC 
More  daring  far  than  Hippogri£( 
And  be  thy  own  delight! 

To  the  stone-table  in  my  garden. 
Loved  haunt  of  many  a  summer  hour, 
The  Squire  is  come;  —  his  daughter  Bern 
Beside  him  in  the  cool  recess 
Sits  blooming  like  a  ik>wer. 

With  these  are  many  more  convened; 
They  know  not  I  have  been  so  &r;  — 
I  see  them  there,  in  number  nine. 
Beneath  the  spreading  Weymouth  pine  — 
I  see  them  —  there  they  are! 

There  sits  the  Vicar  and  his  Dame; 
And  there  my  good  friend,  Ste|4ien  Otter  i 
And,  ere  the  light  of  evening  fiul. 
To  them  I  must  relate  the  Tale 
Of  Peter  Bell  the  Potter." 

Off  flew  my  sparkling  Boat  in  soonii 
Spuming  her  freight  with  indignation! 
And  I,  as  well  as  I  was  able, 
On  two  poor  legs,  tow'rd  my  stope-tabte 
Limped  on  with  some  veiatkxi. 
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lere  he  is!"  cried  little  Bess  — 
bw  me  It  the  garden  door, 
've  wailed  anxiously  and  long," 
cfied,  snd  all  around  me  throng, 
line  of  them  or  more! 

•o»eb  me  not— jonr  fean  be  nill  — 
ukfii]  we  Bgnin  huve  met ;  — 
le,  my  Fticnds!  within  the  ahula 
teaia,  and  quickly  shall  be  ptid 
'ell-re membet«d  debt" 

e  with  fiilterin;  voice,  like  one 
holly  rescued  ftom  the  Pale 
rild  dream,  or  worse  illusioD; 
jaJght,  to  cover  my  conruaion. 
the  promised  Tale. 


'  the  moonli^cht  river  aide 
d  the  poor  Beait — alts!  in  vain; 
iff  was  railed  to  loftier  height, 
e  blows  fell  with  heavier  weight 
er  stnicb — and  struck  again. 

inda  that  lash  the  waves,  or  smite 
xida,  autaranal  foliage  thinning  — 
"  Bid  the  Bquire,  "I  pray  you  hold! 
eler  was  let  that  be  told. 
Lit  from  the  begiiming." 

.  Potter*,  Sir,  he  was  by  trade," 

becoming  quite  collected; 
rteresoever  he  appeared, 
enty  times  was  Peter  feared 
e  that  Peter  wie  respected. 

i-and-thirty  years  or  more, 
m  a  wild  and  woodland  rover 
ird  the  Atlantic  surges  tiwr 
lest  Com  wall's  rocky  shore, 
d  the  cliHe  of  Dover. 

had  eeen  Caernarvon's  towera, 
II  be  knew  the  spire  of  Sanim; 

bad  been  where  Lincdn  bcl! 
I'er  the  fen  its  ponderous  knell, 
nwwned  alarum ! 

:arter,  at  York,  and  I^eda, 
rry  Carlisle  had  he  been ; 

alon;  the  Lowlands  6ir, 
Bgh  the  bonny  ihire  of  Ayr — 

as  Aberdeen, 


Hmd  of  lbs  North,  a  batAuoTeenhea-ur-oit  liiui 


And  he  had  been  a 
And  Peier,  by  tlie 
Had  danced  bis  rou 
And  he  had  lain  be 
On  lofty  Cheviot  H  * 

And  he  had  trudged 

Among  the  rocks  ana 

Where  deep  ind  lor- 

Beneath  their  little     ii      > 

And  little  lot  of  stars:  -^  ■-■•  * 

And  all  along  the  indented  ooaM, 
Bespattered  with  tlie  saltaea  fiwm; 
Where'er  a  knot  of  houses  lay 
On  headland,  or  in  hollow  bay ;  — 
Sure  never  man  hke  htm  did  roam! 

As  well  might  Peter,  in  the  Fleet, 
Have  been  faat  bound,  a  begging  DeMoi 
He  travelled  here,  he  travelled  there;  — 
But  not  the  value  of  a  hair 
Was  heart  or  head  the  better.  *" 

Hb  roved  among  the  vales  and  streuoiC 
In  the  green  wood  and  hollow  ddl ; 
They  were  his  dwellings  night  and  day,' 
But  Nature  ne'er  could  finil  the  way 
Into  the  heart  of  Peter  BelL 

In  vain,  through  every  changefbl  jW^  ' 

Did  Nature  lead  him  as  before; 
A  primreee  by  a  river's  brim 
A  yellow  primrose  was  to  him. 
And  it  WHS  nothing  more. 

Small  change  it  made  in  Peter's  heart 
To  see  his  gentle  panniered  train 
With  mere  than  vernal  pleasure  feeding. 
Where'er  the  tender  graaa  was  leading 
Its  earliest  green  along  the  laiie. 

In  vain,  through  water,  earth,  and  air. 
The  soul  of  happy  Bound  was  spread. 
When  Peter,  on  some  April  mora. 
Beneath  the  broom  or  budding  thorn, 
Made  the  warm  earth  his  lazy  bed. 

At  noon,  wheti,  by  the  ftirest's  edge, 
He  lay  betieath  the  tawicfaes  high, 
The  soft  blue  sky  did  never  melt 
Into  his  heart,  —  be  never  felt 
The  witchery  of  the  soft  blue  sky ! 

On  a  fair  prosjwct  some  have  looked 
And  felt,  as  I  have  heard  them  say, 
As  if  the  moving  time  had  been 
A  thing  as  stead^st  as  the  scene 
On  which  they  gazed  ihenuclves  away. 
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Within  the  breast  of  Peter  Bell 
These  silent  raptures  found  no  place; 
He  was  a  Carl  as  wild  and  rude 
As  ever  hue-and-ciy  pursued; 
As  ever  ran  a  felon's  race. 

'  Of  all  that  lead  a  lawless  life, . 
Of  all  that  love  their  lawless  'lives, 
In  city  or  in  village  small, 
He  ,was  the  wildest  far  of  all 
He  had  a  dozen  wedded  wives. 

Nay,  start  not! ^•wedded  wives — and  twelve! 
But  how  one  wife  could  e'er  come  near  him. 
In  simple  truth  I  cannot  tell; 
For,  be  it  said  of  Peter  Bell, 
To  see  him  was  to  fear  him. 

Though  Nature  could  not  touch  his  heart 
By  lovely  forms,  and  silent  weather, 
And  tender  sounds,  yet  you  might  see 
At  once,  that  Peter  Bell  and  she 
Had  often  been  together. 

A  savage  wHdness  round  him  hung 
As  of  a  dweller  out  of  doors  ; 
Injiis  whole  figure  and  his  mien 
A  savage  character  was  seen 
Of  mountains  and  of  dreary  moors^ 

To  all  the  onshaped  half-human  thoughts 

Which  solitary  Nature  feeds 

'Mid  summer  storms  or  winter's  ice. 

Had  Peter  joined  whatever  vice 

The  cruel  city  breeds^ 

His  face  was  keen  as  is  the  wind 
That  cuts  along  the  hawthorn  fence; 
Of  courage  you  saw  little  there. 
But,  in  its  stead,  a  medley  air 
Of  cunning  and  of  impudence. 

He  had  a  dark  and  sidelong  walk. 
And  long  and  slouching  was  his  gait; 
Beneath  his  looks  so  bare  and  bold, 
You  might  perceive,  his  spirit  cold 
Was  playing  with  some  inward  bait. 

His  forehead  wrinkled  was  and  furred; 
A  work,  one  half  of  which  was  done 
By  thinking  of  his  tokens  and  hows ; 
And  half,  by  knitting  of  his  brows 
Beneath  the  glaring  sun. 

There  was  a  hardness  in  his  cheek, 
There  was  a  hardness  in  his  eye, 
As  if  the  man  had  fixed  his  face, 
In  many  a  solitary  place, 
Against  the  wind. and  open  sky ! 


Onk  niort,  (and  now  my  little  Be«! 
We've  reached  at  last  the  pramised  T»ki 
One  beautiful  November  night. 
When  the  full  moon  was  shining  farigfat 
Upon  the  rapid  river  Swale, 

Along  the  river's  winding  banks 
Peter  was  travelling  all  alone;  — 
Whether  to  buy  or  sell,  or  led 
By  pleasure  running  in  his  head. 
To  me  was  never  known. 

He  trudged  along  through  copee  and  hnkt, 
He  trudged  along  o'er  hill  and  dale; 
Nor  for  the  moon  cared  he  a  tittle. 
And  for  the  stars  he  cared  as  little. 
And  for  the  murmuring  river  Swale. 

But,  chancing  to  espy  a  path 
That  promised  to  cut  short  the  way. 
As  many  a  wiser  man  hath  done. 
He  left  a  trusty  guide  for  one 
That  might  his  steps  betray. 

To  a  thick  wood  he  soon  is  broaght 
Where  cheerfully  his  course  he  weaver 
And  whistling  loud  may  yet  be  heard, 
Though  oflen  buried  like  a  bird 
Darkling  among  the  boughs  and  leaves. 

But  quickly  Peter's  mood  is  changed. 
And  on  he  drives  with  cheeks  that  bom 
In  downright  fury  and  in  wrath  — 
There's  little  sign  the  treacherous  path 
Will  to  the  road  return! 

The  path  grows  dim  and  dimmer  still; 
Now  up — now  down  —  the  Rover  wend% 
With  all  the  sail  that  he  can  carry 
Till  brought  to  a  deserted  quarry  — 
And  there  the  pathway  ends. 

He  paused  —  for  shadows  of  strange  shape* 
Massy  and  black,  before  him  lay; 
But  through  the  dark,  and  through  the  ooU 
And  through  the  yawning  fissures  old. 
Did  Peter  boldly  press  his  way. 

Right  through  the  quarry; — and  behdd 
A  scene  of  soft  and  lovely  hue ! 
Where  blue  and  gray,  and  tender  greea, 
Together  make  as  sweet  a  scene 
As  ever  human  eye  did  view. 

Beneath  the  clear  blue  sky  he  saw 
A  little  field  of  meadow  gitoimd ; 
But  field  or  meadow  name  it  not; 
Call  it  of  earth  a  small  green  pbt» 
With  rocks  encompassed  raniid. 


H^e  flowed  under  the  graj  rocks. 
flowed  quiet  aud  uaaeen ;  — 
^ed  a  stnog  and  etormy  gnJe 
ig  the  Dotsea  of  the  Swile 
t  greeo  epot,  so  calm  and  green ! 

tliere  no  one  dwelling  here, 
mit  willi  hta  beads  and  ^lasa! 
«s  no  little  cottage  look 
hia  aotl  and  fertile  nook ! 
a  one  live  near  this  green  gra^  — 

the  deep  and  quiet  spot 
r  driving  through  the  grass — 
w  he  is  among  the  trees ; 
tumiiig  round  his  heed,  be  aeet 
iry  Ass, 

Ee,"  cried  Pet«r,  stepping  back 
about  him  far  and  near; 
I  not  a  aingle  house  in  sight, 
droan's  hut,  no  cottage  light  — 
ton  need  not  fear  ! 

I  nothbg  1o  be  seen  hut  woods, 
:k8  that  epread  a  hoary  gleam, 
s  one  beast  that  froin  Che  bed 
green  meadow  hangs  hie  head 
e  silent  stream. 

d  is  with  a  halter  bound ; 
ter  selling,  Peter  leapt 
e  Crealnre'a  back,  and  plied 
•jIj  heel  his  ahagg;  aide; 
[  the  Asa  his  sUtion  kept. 

'a  this!"  cried  Peter,  brandL'-hing 
leeled  sapling;  —  though  I  deem 
rest  was  understood  full  well, 
I  before,  the  Sentinel 
r  the  silent  stream. 

etcr  gave  a  audden  jcik, 
that  from  a  dungeon  Hoor 
have  pulled  ap  an  iron  ring; 

the  heavy-headed  Thing 
.Bt  as  be  had  stood  before ! 

Peter,  leaping  from  his  sent. 

is  some  piot  against  mc  laid ;" 
□re  tbe  little  meadow  ground 

the  hoary  cliils  around 
iously  surveyed, 

IB  ailent — rocks  and  woods, 
and  silent  — far  and  near! 
i  Ass,  with  motion  dull, 
e  pivot  of  hU  situll 
Mind  his  long  left  car. 


Thought  Peter,  VVha' 
Some  ugly  witchcraft 
Once  awre  the  Ass  i 
Upon  the  pivot  of  hia 
Turned  round  hia  Ion,  * 

Suspicion  ripened  btc 
Vet  with  deUberaU;  ai 
His  ataff  high-miaing. 
Of  skill  upon  the  soui 
He  dealt  a  sturdy  bio 

What  followed  1  —  yielding  to  the  Ai 
The  Ass,  as  if  (o  take  his  ease. 
In  quiet  uncomplaining  mood, 
Upon  the  spot  where  he  had  stood, 
Dropped  gently  down  upon  his  knees. 

And  then  upon  his  side  be  fell, 
And  hy  the  river's  brink  did  lie; 
And,  as  he  lay  like  one  that  mourned. 
The  Beast  on  hia  tormentor  turned 
His  sliining  hasel  eye. 

'T  was  but  one  mild  reproachfhl  look, 
A  look  more  tender  than  severe; 
And  straight  in  sorrow,  not  in  dread. 
He  turned  tlie  eye-ball  in  his  head 
Towards  the  river  deep  snd  clear. 

Upon  the  beast  the  sapling  rin^  — 

Hia  lank  sides  heaved,  his  limba  Ihey  stilted; 

He  gave  a  groan  — and  then  another. 

Of  that  which  went  before  the  Wther, 

And  then  he  gave  a  third. 

And  Peter  halts  to  gather  breath, 
And,  while  he  halts,  was  clearly  shown 
(What  he  before  in  part  had  seen) 
How  gaunt  the  Creature  wa^  and  lean. 
Yea,  wasted  lo  a  skeleton. 

With  legs  stretched  out  and  stiff  be  lay  r 
No  word  of  kind  commiseration 
Fell  at  the  sight  from  Peter's  tongue; 
With  hard  contempt  his  heart  was  wrung. 
With  hatred  and  v 


The  meagre  bcaal  lay  still  as  death  — 
And  Peter's  lips  with  fury  quiver  — 
Quoth  he,  "  You  little  mulish  dog, 
ril  fling  yonr  carcass  like  a  log 
Head-foremost  down  the  river:" 

An  impious  oath  conGrmed  the  threat; 
That  instant,  while  outstretched  be  lay, 
To  all  the  echoes,  south  and  north. 
And  east  and  west,  the  Asa  sent  lortli 
A  loud  and  piteous  bray! 
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B  heart  of  Peter, 

NeTer  did  pulse  so  quickly  throb, 

of  joy  to  rtrike,— 

And  never  heart  aa  loodl;  panted. 

Peter  knocks; 

He  looks,  he  cannot  cboose  but  lou 

the  nxke 

Like  one  intent  apoo  ■  book — 

ler  did  not  like. 

A  book  that  is  enchanted. 

bi«  coward  brea^ 
M  break  the  cbain. 

Ab,  well-a-day  for  Peter  BeU !  — 
He  will  be  turned  to  iron  aoon. 

■olemn  hour. 

Meet  Slatue  for  the  court  of  Few 

by  demoDiac  power. 

His  bat  is  np— and  every  hair 

ho  turned  again.— 

Bristlea  —  and  wbitene  in  the  mom 

nd  winding  Cfaga — 

ina  ter  away — 

He  looks — he  ponders — kwka  aga; 

1  did  lengthen  out 

He  sees  a  motion — bean  a  grouii 

nidleai  ihoat. 

His  eyes  will  burst  — hb  heart  will 

w  of  thw  horrible  bray ! 

He  gives  a  load  and  frightfiil  shriek. 
And  drops,  H  senseless  weight,  as  ifbis 

ID  Peter's  heart! 

ht  of  thia  atranire  niind  T 

ooked  and  diromer. 

iTena  appmred  to  glimmer. 

TAXr  HCOKV. 

■^red  all  UDunl. 

We  left  oar  Hero  in  a  trance. 

the  npling  dropped! 

Beneath  the  alders,  near  tbe  river; 

B  to  eiecule  — 

The  Ass  ia  by  the  river  side. 

come  and  see 

And,  where  the  feeble  breezes  glid< 

ley'll  think,"  qooth  he. 

poor  dying  bmte." 

A  happy  respite!  — but  at  length 

from  limb  to  linri>; 

ifta  bis  eyes; 

IViikes  wiih  glazed  eye,  and  feebly  ( 

th  look,  and  clenr. 

To  sink,  perhaps,  where  he  is  lyinj 

•e  the  rocks  appear. 

Into  a  second  swoon ! 

skies. 

He  litis  his  head  — he  sees  his  sta 

!e  mood,  once  more. 

He  touches— 'tis  to  him  a  treBn■^ 

neck  to  seize — 

Faint  recollection  seenti  to  tell 

ly  pat  to  Bight  1 

That  he  is  yet  where  mortab  dwel 

tartling  sight 

A  thought  received  with  languid  fie 

the  shadowy  treci 

tatted  fftee! 

His  head  upon  his  elbow  propped. 

ge  of  a  cloud ! 

ere  portrayed? 
afraid! 

Slty-wnrd  he  looks- to  rock  and  w 

And  then  — npon  the  glassy  flood 

a  shroud? 

His  wandering  eye  is  fixed. 

in  stone  1 

Thought  he,  thst  is  the  fice  of  on. 

s  tap  let  &in 

In  his  last  sleep  securely  bound ! 

liining  fairies, 
ir  brisk  vagaries 

So  toward  tbe  stream  his  head  he  bei 

bauated  hall? 

The  river's  deplh  to  sonnd. 

a  stake 

Aon — like  a  tempest«hattered  nai 

Q  self  is  tethering? 

That  overwhelmed  and  prostrate  li( 

loomed  to  yell 

And  in  a  moment  to  the  verge 

cult. 

Is  lifted  of  a  foaming  aurge  — 

ftm  all  his  brethren? 

Full  suddenly  the  Ass  dolh  rise! 

-^  <r\ 

^\ 
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icg  boaea  HI  jib&ke  with  joy  — 
se  by  Fetet's  Hida  he  stands : 
>e[er  o'er  the  river  bends, 
le  Abs  hi*  nee  fa  extendu, 
a  J  licbs  hia  bands. 

3  is  10  the  Aw's  eyes  — 
}  is  in  his  limba  and  e&ra  — 
ter  Bell,  if  he  bad  been 
est  coward  ever  eeea. 
w  hare  thrown  aside  hi?  feara. 

looks  on  —  and  to  his  work 

quielly  resigned ; 
lea  here  —  he  touches  there  — 
'  among  the  dt^  man's  hair 
ng  Peier  has  entwined. 

— and  looks  —  anil  pulla  ag»in; 
•rbooi  the  poor  Ass  had  lost, 
I  who  had  been  four  days  dead, 
emoet  from  the  river's  bed 
-like  a  ghost! 

!r  draws  him  to  dry  land; 
u^h  the  brain  of  Peter  pass 
gnoDt  twitches,  l^t  and  fuHler, 
lit,"  quoth  he,  "  he  is  tlie  Alasler 
Qor  miserable  Ass !" 

^  Shadow  all  this  while  — 
D  ia  his  ?  wbat  is  he  doing  1 
in  fit  of  joy  is  flown, — 
B  faiees  hath  laid  him  down, 
were  his  grief  renewing, 

his  purpose  and  his  wish 
lUant  shows,  well  as  he  can; 
Peter,  whatsoe'er  betide, 
nd  he  my  way  will  guide 
ittage  of  the  drowned  man. 

ng,  Peter  boldly  mounts 
pleased  and  thankful  Aes; 
,  without  a  moment's  stay, 
test  Creature  turned  away, 
be  body  on  the  grass. 

3n  his  fiiithful  watch, 

I  (bur  days  and  nights  had  past; 

r  meadow  ne'er  was  seen, 

i  the  Ass  fbur  days  had  been, 

once  did  break  his  fiiet. 

his  step,  and  stout  his  heart; 
I  is  cnased  —  the  quarry's  mouth 
I  —  but  there  the  trusty  guide 
chet  turns  aside, 
I  hia  WB*  towards  the  waath, 
8A 


When  hark  a  burst  of  c 

And  Peter  honestly  m'tg 

The  like  came  never  to 

Though  he  hoB  been,  fii  f 

A  Rover — night  and  dc 

'Tis  not  a  plover  of  the  moon, 

'Tia  not  a  bittern  of  the  fen; 

Nor  can  it  bo  a  barking  foi  — 

Nor  night-bird  chambered  in  the  rocks  — 

Nor  wild-cat  in  a  woody  glen ! 

The  Asa  ia  startled  —  and  Etope  short 
Kight  in  the  middle  of  tlic  thicket; 
And  Peter,  wont  to  whistle  loud 
Whether  alone  or  in  a  crowd, 
la  silent  as  a  silent  cricket 

What  ails  you  now,  my  little  Bess? 
Well  may  you  tremble  and  look  grai  it 
This  cry — that  rings  along  the  wooit 
This  cry  —  that  floats  adown  the  floo>' 
Comes  from  the  entrance  of  a  cave  : 

I  aee  a  blooming  Wood-boy  there. 
And,  if  I  hod  the  power  to  say 
IIow  sorrowful  the  wanderer  ia, 
Your  heart  would  be  as  sad  as  his 
Till  you  hod  kissed  his  teua  away  I 

Holding  u  hawthorn  branch  in  band. 

All  briiiltt  witli  berries  ripe  and  red.  ^ 

Into  th^  cavern's  mouth  he  peeps — 
Thence  back  into  the  moonlight  cret   s; 
What  seeks  the  boyl  —  the  silent  dv^d  — 

His  father!  —  Him  doth  he  require, 
Whom  !io  halli  sought  with  fruitless  pains. 
Among  the  rocks,  behind  the  trees, 
Now  creeping  on  his  bands  and  knees, 
Now  running  o'er  the  open  plains. 

And  hither  is  he  come  at  last. 
When  he  through  Buch  a  day  has  gone, 
By  this  dark  cave  to  be  distreet 
Like  a  poor  bini  —  her  plundered  nest 
Hovering  around  with  dolorous  moanl 

Of  that  intense  and  piercing  cty 
llie  listening  Ass  conjectures  well; 
Wild  as  it  is,  he  there  can  read 
Some  intermingled  notes  that  plead 
With  touches  irresistible; 

But  Peter,  when  he  saw  the  Asa 
Not  only  stop  but  lum,  and  change 
The  cherished  tenor  of  his  pace 
That  lamentable  noise  to  chose. 
It  wranght  in  him  coonction  itiufs; 
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the  dead  mao's  rake 
ire  who  loved  bim  well. 
hui  head  will  M, 
one  Ih&n  all 
his  DJght  befel. 

To  a  cloae  lane  they  now  an)  c 
Where,  as  before,  the  enduring 
Moves  on  without  a  moment's  * 
Nor  once  turns  Rund  ha  bead 
A  bramble  leaf  or  blade  of  gram 

ss  to  reach  his  home, 

aa  he  may; 
mbs  tbe  woody  hill, 
eak  — and  weaker  still, 
it  dies  away. 

Between  the  hedges  as  they  go 
The  white  dust  sleeps  upaa  the 
And.  Peter,  ever  and  anon 
Back-lookuif,  sees,  upon  k  stoiu 
Or  in  tbe  dust,  a  crimsoD  slain. 

ht  the  Creature  tumx 
ovB  of  beech, 
with  footBtep  true 
y,  till  the  two 
ht  rcBch. 

A  stain— as  of  a  dn^  of  blood 
By  moonlight  made  more  &iiit  i 

He  knows  not  how  the  bknd  cc 
And  Peter  is  a  wicked  maa 

a  narrow  dell. 
Iiway  you  discern, 
a  and  open  road  — 
untab  floived  — 
tween  the  Tem, 

At  length  he  spies  a  bleeding  f 
Where  he  had  stniek  the  Great 
He  sew  the  blood,  knows  what 
A  glimpse  of  sudden  joy  was  bii 
But  then  it  quickly  fled; 

wer  on  eilbcr  side 
anlaatic  scene; 
e  among  the  Hindoos, 
Bpires,  and  abbey  windows, 
th  ivy  green! 

Of  him  whom  sudden  death  had  ■ 
He  thought,— of  thee,  0  ftithfiil 
And  once  again  those  darting  p< 
As  meteors  shoot  through  heaven' 
Pass  through  hia  hosom  —  and  n 

dell, 
steps  advance, 
spircB  change  countenance, 

BctI! 

PJlRT  tbibd. 

cry 
1  in  preparation, 
,  or  soon  or  late. 
ill  meet  his  ftte— 
eitpectation ! 

I  'vE  heard  of  one,  a  gentle  Son 
Though  given  to  sadness  and  to 
And  for  the  fact  will  vouch,— o 
It  chanced  that  by  a  taper's  llgt 
This  man  was  reading  in  his  nx 

mal  hath  clomb 

h,— and  now  he  wends 
ke  the  smoothest  sea. 
nensity 

Bending,  as  you  or  I  might  bent 
At  night  o'er  any  pious  book. 
When  sudden  blacknes  oversprt 
The  snow-white  page  on  which 
And  made  the  good  man  round  1 

ainUj-niHlling  sonnd 
g,  the  pair  hath  cbaaed  ! 
IS  close  behind, 
the  sportive  wind 

waste. 

The  chamber  walls  were  dark  al 
And  to  bis  book  he  turned  again 
—The  light  had  left  the  good  a 
And  (brmed  itself  upon  the  papei 
Into  large  letters— hright  and  p 

the  withered  leaf, 
0  his  distren; 
not  a  hu?h  or  tree, 
fy  follow  me  — 

The  godly  book  was  in  his  hand 
And,  on  the  page,  more  hiack  th 
Appeared,  set  forth  in  strange  or 
A  KwJ— which  to  his  dying  dai 
Perplexed  thjJiii^an'B  gentle 

^^^^^^^■■^^^r^  ^^^L 

/'^\ 

lUj  word,  full  plainly  seen, 
rr  fcom  bis  lips  depart; 
tath  (Bid,  poor  gentle  wighl ! 
It  full  ouoy  a  Bin  to  li^ht 
be  bottom  of  his  hesrL 

pirils!  to  (onnent  the  good 
oder  from  your  course  ao  far, 
ag  colour,  form,  uid  stature ! 
ood  men  feci  the  soul  of  Nature, 
thingH  as  they  are. 

rou,  potent  Spirit»i '.  well, 
th  the  feeling  and  the  seofe 
ye  goTcm  foes  or  IViendi, 
1  your  will,  ftr  fearful  ends  — 
<I  speak  u 


bt  I  give  advice  to 

n  my  feai  I  love  » 

ia  ol  penaive  virtue  go, 

eb^ :  and  your  empire  show 

te  like  that  of  Peter  Bell. 

!«pace  I  have  often  felt 

lesE  and  the  alormy  niglit; 

1  I  know,  if  need  there  be, 

put  Ibrth  your  agency 

irlh  is  calls,  and  heaven  ie  bright, 

Koing  frcm  the  wayward  world, 
»erful  world  in  which  ye  dwell, 
iiTila  of  the  Mind!  and  try 
,  beneath  the  moonlight  eky, 
»y  be  done  with  Peier  Boll ! 

ild  that  some  more  skilful  voice 
er  labour  might  prevent ! 
teneis,  that  around  me  eit. 
It  I  am  all  nul^t 
high  argumenL 

ed  and  danced  with  my  narration  — 
I  long  ere  I  b^gan: 
4  then  on  my  good  plcasare,  — 
iadolgence,  atill,  in  measure 

;lIeTB,  ye  remember  well, 
Uiog  a  sequeatercd  lane; 
•r  many  tricks  is  trjing, 
J  anodynee  applying, 
hii  conacience  of  its  pain. 

lit  heart  ia  lighter  far; 
ling  that  he  can  account 

J  C«  tliat  crimson  stain, 

■pint  up  again 

s  an  emptj  backet  mount. 


And  Pelcr  id  a  deep  logio 
Who  hath  no  lack  of  wit 
"Blood  dropa  —  leases  niall 
"This  poor  man  never,  bu 
"Could  have  bad  Christian         u. 

"And,  Bay  the  best  you  can,  'lis  plain, 
"  That  here  hath  been  some  wicked  dealing ; 
"No  doubt  the  devil  in  me  wrought; 
"I'm  not  the  man  who  could  have  thought 
"  An  Aas  like  this  was  worth  tlie  stealing !" 

So  from  his  pocket  Peter  lakea 
Hia  shining  horn  tobacco-hox; 
And,  in  a  light  and  carcleaa  way. 
As  men  who  with  their  purpose  play. 
Upon  the  lid  he  knocks. 

Let  them  whose  voice  con  itop  tha  dot^— 

Whose  cunning  eye  can  saa  tb«  wind  — 

Tell  to  a  curious  world  tlia  eanw 

Why,  making  here  a  Buddoi  jmma, 

The  Aas  turned  round  his  hMd — aiklfTJMMA 

Appalling  process!  —  I  have  marked 
Tlie  like  on  henlh  —  in  lonely  wood, 
And,  verify,  have  seldom  met 
A  Bpeclacle  more  hideous  —  jet 
It  suited  Peter's  present  mood. 

And,  grinning  in  his  turn,  hii  teeth 
lie  in  jocose  defiance  shovfed  — 
When,  to  confound  his  spitelU  mirlh, 
A  murmur,  pent  within  the  earth, 
In  (he  dead  earth  beneath  the  road. 

Rolled  audibly!  —  it  ^wept  along  — 
A  muffled  noise  —  a  rumbling  WNiad  ! 
'Twfts  by  a  troop  of  miners  made. 
Plying  with  gunpowder  their  trade. 
Some  twenty  fhihoins  under  ground. 

Small  cause  of  dire  effect!  —  for,  surely, 
If  ever  morlal,  King  or  Cotter, 
Believed  that  eartli  was  charged  to  qnake 
And  yawn  for  his  unworthy  tmke, 
'T  was  Peter  Boll  the  Potter. 

But,  as  an  oak  in  brealhleaa  ab 
Will  sund  though  to  the  centre  bewn; 
Or  as  the  weakeet  thinga,  if  fymt 
Have  stiffened  t)icm,  mainlala  their  poat; 
So  he,  beneath  the  gazing  moon  I  — 

Meanwhile  the  pair  have  reached  a  spot 
Where,  Bhellered  by  a  rocky  cove, 

A  little  chapel  stands  alone, 
With  greenest  ivy  overgrown. 
And  tufled  with  an  ivy  grove. 
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Dying  insensibly  away 
From  haman  thoogfats  and  parposesy 
The  building  seems,  wall,  roof,  and  tower, 
To  bow  to  some  transforming  power, 
And  blend  with  the  snrvoonding  treea 

Deep^ighing  as  he  passed  a]<mg, 
Quoth  Peter,  "In  the  shire  of  Fife, 
***Mid  sach  a  ruin,  following  still 
''From  land  to  land  a  lawless  will, 
'*  I  married  my  sixth  wife  f 

The  unheeding  Ass  moves  slowly  on. 
And  now  is  passing  by  an  inn 
Brim-full  of  a  carousing  crew, 
That  make,  with  curses  not  a  few. 
An  uproar  and  a  drunken  din. 

I  cannot  well  express  the  thoughts 
Which  Peter  m  those  noises  found;  — 
A  stifling  power  compressed  his  fhune. 
And  a  confusing  darkness  came 
Orer  that  dull  and  dreary  sound. 

For  well  did  Peter, know  the  sound; 
The  language  of  those  drunken  joys 
To  him,  a  jovial  soul,  I  ween. 
But  a  few  hours  ago,  had  been 
A  gladsome  and  a  welcome  noise. 

iVoio,  turned  adrift  into  the  past. 
He  finds  no  solace  in  his  course; 
Like  planet-stricken  men  of  yore, 
He  trembles,  smitten  to  the  core 
By  strong  compunction  and  remorse. 

But,  more  than  all,  his  heart  is  stung 
To  think  of  one,  almost  a  child ; 
A  sweet  and  playful  Highland  girl, 
As  light  and  beauteous  as  a  squirrel. 
As  beauteous  and  as  wild ! 

A  lonely  house  her  dwelling  was, 
A  cottage  in  a  heathy  dell ; 
And  she  put  on  her  gown  of  green, 
And  left  her  mother  at  sixteen. 
And  followed  Peter  Bell 

But  many  good  and  pious  thoughts 
Had  she;  and,  in  the  kirk  to  pray. 
Two  long  Scotch  miles,  through  rain  or  snow. 
To  kirk  she  had  been  used  to  go^ 
Twice  every  Sabbath-day. 

And,  when  she  followed  Peter  Bell, 
It  was  to  lead  an  honest  lifo; 
For  he,  with  tongue  not  used  to  &lter. 
Had  pledged  his  troth  before  the  altar 
To  love  her  as  his  wedded  wife. 


A  mother's  hope  k  heni;^-lNit  sooa 
She  drooped  and  pined  like  ods  fttla 
From  Scripture  she  a  name  did  hone 
Benoni,  or  the  child  of  sorrow. 
She  called  her  babe  unborn. 

For  she  had  learned  how  Peter  lived. 
And  took  it  in  most  grievous  part; 
She  to  the  very  bone  was  worn. 
And,  ere  that  little  child  was  bon, 
Died  of  a  broken  heart 

And  now  the  Spirits  of  the  IGiid 
Are  busy  with  poor  Peter  Bell ; 
Upon  the  rights  of  visual  sense 
Usurping,  with  a  prevalence 
More  terrible  than  magic  spelL 

Close  by  a  brake  of  flowering  ibne 
(Above  it  shivering  aspens  play) 
He  sees  an  unsubstantial  creature, 
His  very  self  in  form  and  feature, 
Not  four  yards  from  the  broad  highway: 

And  stretched  beneath  the  fline  he  se 
The  Highland  girl  —  it  is  no  other; 
And  hears  her  crying  as  she  cried, 
The  very  moment  that  she  died, 
"  My  mother !  oh  my  mother  !** 

The  sweat  poors  down  ftom  Petei^s  h 
So  grievous  is  his  heart's  contritioo; 
With  agony  his  eye-balls  ache 
While  he  beholds  by  the  fbrze-fanke 
This  miserable  vision! 

Calm  is  the  well  deserving  brute. 
His  peace,  hath  no  ofience  betrayed; 
But  now,  while  down  that  dqie  he  «f 
A  voice  to  Peter*s  ear  ascends^ 
Resounding  from  the  woody  glade: 

The  voice,  though  clamourcma  aa  a  ka 

Re*echoed  by  a  naked  rock. 

Is  from  that  tabernacle  —  list ! 

Within,  a  fervent  Methodist 

Is  preaching  to  no  heedless  flock 

'*  Repent !  repent  !**  he  cries  aloud, 
"While  yet  ye  may  find  meicy; — sb 
"To  love  the  Lord  with  all  your  m^ 
"Turn  to  him,  seek  him  day  and  nigh) 
"  And  save  your  souls  alive ! 

"  Repent !  repent !  though  ye  have  foni 
"  Through  paths  of  wickednesa  and  woe 
"  After  the  Babylonkn  harlot, 
**  And,  though  your  sins  be  red  as  aoarlal 
"They  shall  be  white  aa  snowl" 
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ined  the  door,  Ui«e  worda 
ime  lo  Peter'a  ears ; 
h  jojfiil  tiding  were, 
more  Ibiui  he  conld  bear !  — 


if  hope  and  lenderneBS ! 

fell,  a  plenteous  shower! 
is  linewa  Beemod  to  mell ; 
lis  iron  fnine  was  felt 
blazing  power ! 

bis  iiaiiie  wai  weak ; 
laimal  wiliiin ; 
Iplesaoeas,  grew  mild 
I  ftu  in&nl  child, 
t  baa  known  no  sin. 

C,  through  prevailing  grace, 
rtd,  did  Dotice  now 
a  thy  sliouUers  scored, 
in  memory  of  the  Lord 
haman-kind  Ehall  bow; 

that  solemn  day 
lumbly  deig'ned  to  ride, 
proud  JeruBslem, 

cople  dpified ! 

e  peraevering  A«s, 
te  in  open  view, 
irrow  lane ;  hia  chest 
ielding  gnle  lie  pressci), 
Bssed  throuj^h. 

ony  lane  he  goes; 
B  Boftly  ever  trod ; 
tme«  and  pebbles,  he 
■  hoofe  inaudibly, 
t  his  hoo&  were  shod. 


The  very  word  was  plainly  1 
Heard  plainly  by  the  wrelchi 
Her  joy  waa  like  a  deep  afiV 
And  forth  Bhe  rushed  into  th 
And  saw  it  was  another ! 

And,  inslanlty,  upon  the  eort 
Beneath  the  full  moon  ahinit 
Close  to  ths  Aag's  feet  she  f 
At  the  same  moment  Peter  ! 
Dismounts  in  most  unhnppy  , 

Aa  he  beheld  the  Woman  lie 
Breathless  and  inolionle^^  the  mind 
Of  Peter  sadly  waa  confiised ; 
But,  though  to  such  demands  unused 
And  helpless  almost  as  the  blind. 

He  laised  her  up ;  and,  while  he  held 
Her  body  propped  againet  his  knee, 
The  Woman  waked  —  and  when  she  spi 
The  poor  Ass  standing  by  her  side. 
She  moaned  most  bitterly. 

"  Oh !  God  be  praised  —  my  beort's  at  Ml 
"For  he  is  dead  —  I  koow  it  well?" 
—  At  this  she  wept  a  bitter  flood; 
And,  :n  the  best  way  Ihst  he  could, 
His  tile  did  Peter  tell. 

He  trembles  —  he  is  pale  as  dotth  — 
His  voice  is  weak  with  pc-Tturb«tioa  — 
He  turns  aside  his  head  —  he  paasea; 
Poor  Peter  from  a  thousand  causes 
Is  crippled  sore  in  hie  narration. 

Al  length  she  learned  how  he  espied 
The  Ass  in  that  email  moaijow  ground ; 
And  that  her  husband  now  lajr  dead, 
Beside  that  luckless  river's  bed 
In  which  be  had  been  drownod. 


e  the  trusty  Asa 
I  bnndred  yards,  not  more 
nely  house  he  camo ; 
de  to^pa^liB  the  same, 
lefore  the  door. 

r,  'tis  the  ptwr  mao's  hon 
lot  a  sound  is  heard 
:  trickling  household  rill; 
o'er  tlie  cottage-sill, 
ittle  Girl  appeared. 

ecting-hoDsc  was  bound 
tidiugs  there  to  gather  ;- 
is — no  doubtful  gleam  — 

d  uttered  with  a  scream. 

here's  mv  atherl" 


A  piercing  look  the  Sufferer  cast 
Upon  the  Beast  that  near  her  standi; 
She  sees  'tis  be,  that  'tie  the  same; 
She  calls  the  poor  Asa  by  his  name. 
And  wrinjja,  and  wrings  hor  hands. 

"O  wretched  loss  —  untimely  itroke  I 
"If  he  had  died  upon  his  bed! 
—  "He  knew  not  one  forowaming  pain  — 
"  He  never  will  come  home  again  — 
"  Is  dead  —  for  ever  dead !" 

Beside  the  Woman  Peter  etandi; 
His  heart  is  openbg  more  and  more; 
A  holy  sense  pervades  his  mind; 
He  feels  wliat  he  Ibr  human  kind 
Had  never  felt  before. 
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At  lengthy  by  Peter's  ami  sustained^ 
The  Woman  rises  fitun  the  groand  — 
*'  Oh,  mercy,  something  most  be  done,  — 
**  My  little  Rachael,  yoa  must  mn,  — 
Some  willing  neighbour  must  be  found. 

''Make  haste — my  little  Rachael — do, 
"The  first  you  meet  with — bid  him  come, — 
"Ask  him  to  lend  his  horse  to-night — 
"And  this  good  Man,  whom  Heaven  requite, 
"Will  help  to  bring  the  body  home.*' 

Away  goes  Rachael  weeping  loud ;  — 
An  Infimt  waked  by  her  distress. 
Makes  in  the  house  a  piteous  cry; 
And  Peter  hears  the  Mother  sigh, 
"  Seven  are  they,  and  all  fittherless !" 

And  now  is  Peter  taught  to  feel 
That  tnan*s  heart  is  a  holy  thing ; 
And  Nature,  through  a  world  of  death. 
Breathes  into  him  a  second  breath. 
More  searching  than  the  breath  of  spring 

Upon  a  stone  the  Woman  sits 

In  agony  of  silent  grief — 

From  his  own  thoughts  did  Peter  start; 

He  longs  to  press  her  to  his  heart, 

Frim  love  that  cannot  find  relief 

But  roused,  as  if  through  every  limb 
Had  passed  a  sudden  shock  of  dread. 
The  Mother  o'er  the  threshold  flies. 
And  up  the  cottage  stairs  she  hies. 
And  to  the  pillow  gives  her  burning  head. 

And  Peter  turns  his  steps  aside 
Into  a  shade  oi  darksome  trees. 
Where  he  sits  down,  he  knows  not  now. 
With  his  hands  pressed  against  his  brow. 
His  elbows  on  his  tremulous  knees. 

There,  self-involved,  does  Peter  sit 
Until  no  sign  of  life  he  makes. 
As  if  his  mind  were  sinking  deep 
Through  years  that  have  been  long  asleep ! 
The  trance  is  past  away— he  wakes,— 

He  lifts  his  head — and  sees  the  Ass 
Yet  standing  in  the  clear  moonshine; 
"When  shall  I  be  as  good  as  thoul 
"Oh!  would,  poor  beast,  that  I  had  now 
"A  heart  but  half  as  good  as  thine!" 

—  But  He  —  who  deviously  hath  sought 
His  Father  through  the  lonesome  woods, 
Hath  sought,  proclaiming  to  the  ear 
Of  night  his  inward  grief  and  fear- 
He  eomes— eietped  from  fields  and  floods:  — 


With  weary  pace  is  drawing  nigfa — 
He  sees  the  Ass — and  nothing  living 
Had  ever  such  a  fit  oi  joj 
As  hath  this  little  orfrfian  Boj, 
For  he  has  no  misgiving ! 

Towards  the  gentle  Ass  he  springs, 
And  up  about  his  neck  he  climbs; 
In  loving  words  he  talks  to  him, 
He  kisses,  kisses  &ce  and  limb^  — 
He  kisses  him  a  thousand  times! 

This  Peter  sees,  while  in  the  shade 
He  stood  beside  the  cottage-door; 
And  Peter  Bell,  the  ruffian  wild. 
Sobs  loud,  he  sobs  even  like  a  child, 
"Oh!  God,  I  can  endure  no  more! 

—  Here  ends  my  Tale: — ftr  in  a  tries 
Arrived  a  neighbour  with  his  hone; 
Peter  went  forth  with  him  straightway; 
And,  with  duo  care,  ere  break  of  dsy. 
Together  they  brought  back  the  Cone: 

And  many  years  did  this  poor  Asi^ 
Whom  once  it  was  my  lock  Id  see 
Cropping  the  shrubs  of  Leming-Lusb 
Help  by  his  labour  to  maintain 
The  Widow  and  her  family. 

And  Peter  Bell,  who,  till  that  nigfa^ 
Had  been  the  wildest  of  his  dan, 
Forsook  his  crimes,  renounced  his  fbOy, 
And,  after  ten  months'  melancholy, 
Became  a  good  and  honest  man. 


THE  EGYPTIAN  MATO; 

OB, 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  WATER 


[For  the  immes  and  penom  in  the  ftDowing  p 
**  History  of  the  renowned  Prince  Ailhar  nd 
of  the  Round  Table;**  for  the  reat  tibe  Author ii 
only  it  may  be  proper  to  add,  that  the  hotm,  wA 
the  godde«  appeoring  to  riae  oat  of  the  fiilU 
was  suggested  by  the  beautifol  work  of  snciaiC 
eluded  among  the  Townley  Blarblea^  and  now  ii 
Museum.] 

Whilk  Merlin  paced  the  Comls^  sandi 
Forth-lookmg  toward  the  lUcks  of  Scfl 
The  pleased  Enchanter  was  aware 
Of  a  bright  Ship  that  seemed  to  hang  in 
Yet  was  die  work  of  mortal  ha&H 
And  took  from  men  her  name— Ite  Wax 
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I  the  wind,  that  ianiiward  blew ; 

the  Slooo,  o'er  some  durk  bill  aecendant, 

rom  B  little  edge  of  light 

[1  orb,  lliis  Pinnace  bright 

.  HB  nearer  to  the  Coast  she  drew, 

ous,  with  spread  ssil  and  streaming  pendant 

lis  n'iagcd  Shape  so  fair 

erlin  gazed  with  admiiation: 

iaments,  thought  he,  surpass 

lut  WBS  ever  shown  in  magic  glass; 

et  built  with  patient  care; 

jch,  set  forth  with  wondrous  transformation. 


Dugh  a  Mechanist,  whose  skill 

the  degenemte  grasp  of  modern  science, 

lerlin  (and  belike  the  more 

lisiog  occult  and  perilous  lore) 

iject  to  a  freakish  will 

)d  good  thoughts,  or  sc-ared  them  with  dc- 


ib 


,heci 


ed  look  upon  the  advancing  Stranger 
le  bad  hailed  with  jo;,  and  cried, 
t  dull  help  to  tame  her  pride  — " 
e  breeze  became  a  blast, 
ivee  roee,  and  sky  portended  danger. 

rilling  word,  and  potent  sign 

ID  the  beach,  his  work  the  Sorcerer  urges ; 

iida  in  blacker  clouds  are  lost, 

[«fiil  FieodB  that  vanish,  crossed 

]s  of  aspect  more  malign ; 

inds  roused  the  Deep  with  fiercer  scourges. 

Ji;  of  the  name  she  bore 

s  Sca-fiower,  this  buoyant  Galley ; 

I  io  loveliness  and  grace 

m,  whether  in  the  embrace 

f  anchorage,  or  scudding  o'er 

flood  roughened  into  hill  and  ralley. 

how  wantonly  she  laves 

«,  the  Wizard's  craft  confounding; 

nething  out  of  Ocean  iprung 

jr  ever  fredi  and  young, 

'iu!  aea-fiashes.  and  huge  waves 

t  high,  rebouoding  and  rebounding ! 

lan  under  magic  heaves. 

Dot  spare  the  Tiling  he  cherished : 

It  Brails  that  She  was  fiiir, 

IS,  blithe,  and  debonair  1 

m  has  stripped  her  of  her  leaves; 

iMta  DO  longer  1  —  She  liath  perished. 


Grieve  for  her, —  She  dei 
So  like,  yet  so  aniike,  a  lit 
No  heart  hod  she,  no  bus; 
Though  loved,  eiie  could  ] 
Though  pitied,  feel  her  oi 
Nor  aught  that  troubles  us,  th^  iuuib  <         au 

Vet  b  there  cause  for  gunli 
So  richly  waa  this  Galley 
A  fairer  than  Herself  she  ' 

And,  in  her  atnig'glest,  cos 
A  lovely  One,  who  nothinj 
Of  wind  or  wave — a  meek  a 

Into  a  cave  had  Merlin  fled 

From  mischief,  caused  by  spells  hiouidf  had  inut 

And,  while  repentant  all  too  late^ 
In  moody  poetnre  there  he  sate. 
He  heard  a  voice,  and  saw,  with  halfnk 
A  Visitant  by  whom  these  words  wer«  uttOTMl: 

"  On  Christian  service  this  frail  Bark 
Sailed"  (hear  rao,  Merlin !)  "  under  high  proleclUB^ 
Though  on  her  prow  a  sign  of  heathen  power 
Was  carved  —  a  Goddess  with  a  Lily  flower. 
The  old  Egyptian's  emblcniatic  mark 
or  joy  immortal  and  of  pure  affection. 

"Her  course  was  for  the  British  etnad. 
Her  freight  it  wna  a  Damsel  peerless; 
God  reigns  above,  and  Sptrils  Htrong 
Blay  gather  to  avenge  this  wrong 
Dene  to  the  Princess,  and  her  Land 
Which  she  in  duty  left,  though  sad  not  cheer.en. 

"And  to  Caerleon's  loftiest  tower 
Soon  will  the  Knights  of  Arthur's  lUiIe 
A  cry  of  lamentation  send ; 
And  all  will  weep  who  there  attend, 
To  grace  that  Stranger's  bridal  boor, 
For  whom  the  sea  waa  made  unnavignble. 

"Shame!  should  a  Child  of  Royal  Line 
Die  through  the  blindness  of  tliy  malice:" 
Thus  to  llie  Noc romancer  spake 
Nina,  the  Lady  of  the  Lake, 
A  gentle  Sorceress,  and  benign, 
Who  ne'er  embittered  any  good  man's  chalice. 

"What  boots,"  continued  she,  "to  monml 
To  expiate  thy  sin  endeavour! 
From  the  hleak  isle  where  she  is  laid. 
Fetched  by  our  art,  the  Egyptian  Uaid 
May  yet  to  Arthur's  court  be  borne 
Cold  as  she  is,  ere  life  be  fled  for  orer 
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And  Nina  heard  a  avecier  voici 
Than  if  the  Goddeea  of  the  Pktf 
"  Tbou  hast  achieved,  &ir  Dun 
Lesi  pure  in  ipirit  could  hare  A 
Go,  in  thy  enterpriae  rejoice ! 
Air,  earth,  eea,  eky,  and  heaven,  • 

So  cheered  she  left  that  bland  I 
A  bnre  rock  of  the  Scilly  cluste 
And,  as  they  tiaveised  the  smoa 
The  self-illumined  Brigantine 
Shed,  on  the  Slumberer's  cold  v 
And  pallid  brow,  a  melBucbol;  loi 

Fleet  was  their  courve,  and  wbi 
To  the  dim  cavern,  whence  the 
Iiisued  into  tho  ealt-eea  flood, 
Merlin,  as  Rxed  in  thought  he  a 
Was  thus  accosted  by  the  Dame 
Behold  to  tbce  my  Charge  I  now 

"  But  where  attends  thy  chariot 
Quoth  Merlin,  "  Even  as  I  was 
Ka  have  I  done;  ae  tnisQ'  as  lb] 
My  vehicle  shall  prove —  O  pre 
If  Ihia  be  sleep,  how  soft!  if  de 
have  my  books  discloeed,  bol 

He  Hpnlte,  and  gliding  into  view 
Forlli  from  the  grotto's  dimraeat 
Came  two  mule  Swans,  vhoee  pli 
CliBn(reit,  as  the  pair  approached 
Drawinfi  an  ebon  cor,  their  hue 
{Like  clouds  of  sunset;  into  lucid  i 

Once  more  did  ffeotle  Nina  HI 
The  PriucesB,  passive  to  all  chai 
The  Car  received  her;  then  up- 
ln!o  the  ethereal  element 
The  Birds  with  progress  smooth 
As  thought,  when  through  brig] 
ranges. 

Snge  Merlin,  at  the  Slumberei'i 
Inatnicta  the  Swans  their  way  t< 
And  Boon  Caerleon'a  towen  appa 
And  notes  of  minstrelsy  were  hi 
From  rich  pavilions  spreading  w 
For  some  high  day  of  long-ezpectc 

Awe-stricken  stood  both  Rnighti 
Ere  on  fimi  ground  the  Car  aligl 
Ellaoons  astonishment  was  past 
For  in  that  bee  they  saw  the  lai 
Last  lingering  look  of  clay,  that 
AU  pride,  bj  «hi|^U  bappineee  t 


de,  |«y|iimi  bapi 
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[erlia,  "  Might;  King,  &ir  Lords, 
with  feast  and  tilt  sad  toaroey  1 
r,  throughout  this  Royal  UousOi 
ird, » luckiug  maivelloiu 
rets,  and  a  cloah  of  swords 
en,  US  1  closed  m;  vry  journey. 

by  a  destiny  well  known 
rtaU,  jc-y  is  bimed  to  «oitow  ; 
I  the  wtahed-for  Bride,  the  Maid 
irpt,  from  a  rock  conveyed 
'  she  by  ahtpwieck  had  been  thrown ; 
bat  grief  may  vanish  ere  the  morrow." 

gh  vast  Ihy  power,  thy  words  are  weak," 
ned  the  King,  "  a  mockery  hateful ; 
Child  !  her  lot  how  hard  '■ 
her  piety's  reward ! 
watery  locks,  that  bloodless  cheek', 
without  remorse  !  0  shore  ungiatetul ! 

robes  are  fretted  by  the  molh ; 
t,  temples,  fall  by  Etroke  of  thunder ; 
bal,  or  deeper  thoughts,  abate 
ier'a  sorrow  ftir  her  &te! 
J  repent  him  of  his  troth ; 

irill  bum,  his  Htout  heart  split  asunder. 

!  and  I  hare  caused  this  ww; 

ben  mj  prowess  from  invading  Neighbours 

Md  hia  Realm,  he  plig^hted  word 

le  would  turn  to  Christ  our  Lord,  * 

is  dear  daughter  on  a  Knight  bestow 

ritoold  cbooee  for  love  and  matchless  labours. 

Mith  WIS  heathcD,  but  a  fence 
J  angels  round  her  hovered ; 
r  added  to  my  court 
r,  of  such  divine  report 
orriiip,  seemed  a  recompense 
kingdoms  by  my  sword  recovered. 

not  for  whom,  O  champions  true  ! 

M  reserved  by  me,  her  life's  betrayer; 

bo  was  meant  to  be  a  bride 

'  ■  corse ;  then  put  o^ide 

honghts,  and  speed  ye,  with  observance  due 

tiin  rites,  in  Christian  ground  to  lay  her." 

lamb,"  Mud  Merlin,  "may  not  close 
Kt  yet,  earth  hide  her  beau^ ; 
iwud  to  thy  sovereign  will 
I  me.  Lie([e !  if  I,  whose  skill 
1  ber  bitber,  interpose 


"  My  hooka  command  m 
The  secret  tliou  art  bei 
Here  must  a  high  atiei 
What  BridegTDOUi  wo^  fi 
And  in  my  glass  signifiuoii 
Of  things  that  may  to  gladne: 

"  For  this,  approaching. 
Thy  Knights  must  touch 
So,  for  the  ftvourcd  One 
Once  more ;  but,  if  unci 
If  life  departed  he  for  c 
Some  blest  assurance,  from 


May  teach  him  lo  bewail  his  to«: 
Not  with  a  grief  that,  like  a  vapour,  rides 
Aod  meltsi  but  grief  devout  that  shall  endure. 
And  B  perpetual  growth  secure 
Of  purposes  which  no  iatse  thought  ahsU  craa^ 
A  harvest  of  high  hopes  and  noble  enterpriBes." 

"So  be  it,"  said  the  King;— "anon, 
Here,  where  the  Princesia  lies,  be^in  the  irjal; 
Knights  each  in  order  as  ye  stand 
Step  forth."  — To  (ouch  the  pallid  hand 
Sir  Agravaine  advanced;  no  sign  he  wga 
From  Heaven  or  Earth ;  —  Sir  Kaye  had  like  deiku.. 

.Ibnahed,  Sir  Dinas  turned  away; 
Even  for  Sir  Percival  was  no  disclosure; 
Though  he,  devoutest  of  all  Champions,  ere 
He  reached  that  ebon  car,  the  bier 
Whereon  difiiised  like  snow  the  Damsel  lay. 
Full  thrice  bad  crossed  himself  in  meek  composure. 

Imagine  (but  ye  Bamts !  who  can !) 
How  in  still  air  the  balance  trembled ; 
The  wishes,  peradventure  the  despltes 
That  overcame  soma  not  ungenerous  Knights ; 
And  all  the  thoughts  that  lengthened  out  a  span 
Of  time  to  Lords  and  Ladies  thus  assembled. 

What  patient  confidence  was  here! 
And  there  how  many  bosoms  panted ! 
While  drawing  toward  the  Car  Sir  Gawaine,  mailed. 
For  tournament,  his  Beaver  vailed. 
And  softly  touched ;  but,  lo  his  princely  cheer 
And  high  e:(pectaDcy,  no  sign  was  granted. 

Next,  disencumbered  of  his  harp> 
Sir  Tristram,  dear  to  thousands  as  a  brother. 
Come  to  the  proof,  nor  grieved  that  there  ensned 
No  change,  —  the  bir  Uonda  he  had  wooed 
With  love  too  true,  a  love  with  pangs  too  sham, 
Frwn  hi^  too  distant,  not  to  dread  another. 
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Not  80  Sir  LauDcelot; — from  Heaven's  grace 
A  sign  he  cravedy  tired  slave  of  vain  contrition  ; 
The  royal  Gruinever  looked  passing  glad 
When  his  touch  &iled. — Next  came  Sir  Gralahad ; 
He  paused,  and  stood  entranced  by  that  still  face 
Whose  features  he  had  seen  in  noontide  vision. 

For  late,  as  near  a  murmuring  stream 
He  rested  'mid  an  arbour  green  and  shady 
Nina,  the  good  Enchantress,  shed, 
A  light  around  his  mossy  bed ; 
And,  at  her  call,  a  waking  dream 
Prefigured  to  his  sense  the  Egyptian  Lady. 

Now,  while  his  bright-haired  front  he  bowed. 
And  stood,  far-kenned  by  mantle  furred  with  ermine. 
As  o'er  the  insensate  Body  hung 
The  enrapt,  the  beautifbl,  the  young. 
Belief  sank  deep  into  the  crowd 
That  he  the  solemn  issue  would  determine. 

Nor  deem  it  strange ;  the  Youth  had  worn 
That  very  mantle  on  a  day  of  glory. 
The  day  when  he  achieved  that  matchless  feat. 
The  marvel  of  the  Perilous  Seat, 
Which  whosoe'er  approached  of  strength  was  shorn, 
Though  King  or  Knight  the  most  renowned  in  story. 

He  touched  with  hesitating  hand. 

And  lo!    those   Birds,   far-fimied   through   Love's 
dominions, 

The  Swsns,  in  triumph,  clap  their  wings ; 

And  their  necks  play,  involved  in  rings. 

Like  sinless  snakes  in  Eden's  happy  land ;  — 
'"  Mine  is  she,"  cried  the  Knight ;  —  again  they  clap- 
ped their  pinions. 


'*  Mine  was  she  ^- mine  she  is,  though  dead, 
And  to  her  name  my  soul  shall  cleave  in  sorrow  ; 
Whereat,  a  tender  twilight  streak 
Of  colour  dawned  upon  the  Damsel's  cheek ; 
And  her  lips,  quickening  with  uncertain  red, 
Seemed  from  each  other  a  faint  warmth  to  borrow. 


ft 


Deep  was  the  awe,  the  rapture  high. 
Of  love  emboldened,  hope  with  dread  entwining, 
When,  to  the  mouth,  relenting  Death 
Allowed  a  soft  and  flower-Iike  breath, 
Precursor  to  a  timid  sigh, 
To  lifted  eyelids,  and  a  doubtfiil  shining. 

In  silence  did  King  Arthur  gaze 

Upon  the  signs  that  pass  away  or  tarry  ; 


In  silence  watched  the  gentle  itrife 
Of  Nature  leading  back  to  life ; 
Then  eased  his  Soul  at  length  by  praise 
Of  God,  and  Heaven's  pore  Qeeen  —  the  bli 

Then  said  he,  "  Take  her  to  thy  heart, 
Sir  Gralahad !  a  treasure  that  God  giveth, 
Bound  by  indissoluble  ties  to  thee 
Through  mortal  change  and  immortality ; 
Be  happy  and  unenvied,  thou  who  art 
A  goodly  Knight  that  hath  no  Peer  that  live 

Not  long  the  nuptials  were  delayed ; 
And  sage  tradition  still  rehearses 
The  pomp,  the  glory  of  that  hoar 
When  toward  the  Altar  from  her  bower 
King  Arthur  led  the  EgjrptiBn  Maid, 
And  Angels  carolled  these  far-echoed  venes 

Who  shrinks  not  fixnn  allianoe 
Of  evil  with  good  Powen^ 
To  God  proclaims  defiance. 
And  mocks  whom  he  adores. 

A  Ship  to  Christ  devoted 
From  the  Land  of  Nile  did  go; 
Alas!  the  bright  Ship  floated, 
An  Idol  at  her  Prow. 

By  magic  domination. 
The  Heaven-permitted  vent 
Of  purblind  mortal  passioo. 
Was  wrought  her  ponishment 

The  Flower,  the  Form  withm  it, 
What  served  they  in  her  need! 
Her  port  she  could  not  win  it. 
Nor  from  mishap  be  fteed. 

The  tempest  overcame  her. 
And  she  was  seen  no  more; 
But  gently  gently  Uame  her. 
She  cast  a  Pearl  ashore. 

The  Maid  to  Jeea  hearkened, 
And  kept  to  him  her  &ith. 
Till  sense  in  death  was  darkened, 
Or  sleep  akin  to  death. 

But  Angels  round  her  pillow 
Kept  watch,  a  viewless  band; 
And,  billow  fitvouring  billow, 
She  reached  the  destined  stnnd/ 

Blest  Pair !  whate'er  be&O  yon, 
Your  faith  in  Him  approve 
Who  from  firail  earth  can  call  piOt 
To  bowers  of  endless  k>ve  f 


1  THE  SIMPLON  PASS. 

Brook  and  roii<! 

WtTK  fellow-travel  lets  in  tiiis  gloomy  pass, 

And  with  them  did  we  journey  several  hours 

At  a  Blow  step.     Tlie  immeasitnible  height 

Of  woods  icctyiag,  Dcvct  to  be  decayed. 

The  stationary  blasts  of  watcrfiills. 

And  in  the  narrow  rent,  at  every  turn, 

Winds  thwarting  winds  bewildered  and  forlorn, 

The  loTTenls  shooting'  from  the  clear  bine  sky. 

The  rocka  that  muttered  close  upon  our  enrs, 

Black  drizzling  crags  that  spake  by  the  wayaido 

Ab  if  a  voice  were  in  them,  the  sick  sig'ht 

And  giddy  prospect  of  the  raving  stream, 

The  unfettered  clouds  and  region  of  the  heavens. 

Tumult  and  peace,  the  dnrknesa  and  the  light — 

Where  all  like  workings  of  one  mind,  the  fealurea 

or  the  aaiae  face,  bloesoms  upon  one  tree, 

Chaiaelera  of  the  great  Apocalypse, 

The  types  and  ijinbols  of  Elernily. 

Of  fint,  and  last,  and  midst,  and  without  end. 


AN  EVENING  ODE. 

CPOn  AW  BVESISO  OF  BXTHAOBDCIiUtT  B} 


HiB  this  eSlilgcnce  disappeared 

With  flying  haste,  I  might  hnve  sent. 

Among  the  speechless  clouds,  a  look 

Of  lilink  astonishment; 

Bat  *!  is  endued  with  power  to  stay, 

And  sanctify  one  closing  day, 

Ttnt  fail  mortality  may  see  — 

Wbit  isl  —  ah  no,  but  what  can  he  ] 

Tmt  was  when  field  and  watery  cove 

Wiih  nodulated  echoes  rang, 

Whils  ehoirs  of  fervent  angels  sang 

Tlwii  ttspers  in  the  grove ; 

Or.  crowning,  star-like,  each  some  sovereign  height, 

lV'»tWed,  for  heaven  above  and  earth  below, 

Btnins  suitable  to  both.  — Such  holy  rile, 

'■cihioks,  if  audibly  repeated  now 

Ptwi  hill  or  valley,  could  not  move 

™blinief  transport,  purer  love, 

iVn  doth  this  silent  spectacle  —  the  gleam  — 

Theihadow — and  the  peace  supreme! 

"oBMndis  iillered,  — buladeep 
A'^wlemn  harmony  pervades 
"It  hollow  vale  from  sleep  to  steep, 
^peDelrales  the  glades. 
n'-distant  images  draw  nigh, 
(*llel  forth  by  wondrous  potency 


amy  radiance,  thi 
Whate'er  it  strikes,  wi' 

In  vision  exquisitely  cli 

Herds  range  along  the  mount 

And  glistening  antlers  are  deacri 

And  gilded  flocks  appear. 

Thine  is  (he  tranqui)  hour,  purntirenl  1 

But  long  83  god-like  wisli,  a         o      ^ 

Informs  my  spirit,  ne'er  can  >  uci 

That  tills  magnificence  it  wholly  Limi^ 

—  From  worlds  not  quickened  by  the  i 

A  portion  of  the  gifl  is  wan ; 

An  intermingling  of  Heaven's  pomp  is  spre 

On  ground  which  British  shepherds  tread! 


And  if  there  be  whom  broken  tiea 

Afflict,  or  mjuries  assail. 

Von  hazy  ridges  to  their  eyes" 

Present  a  glorious  acnie, 

Climbing  sufiiiscd  with  snnny  air. 

To  slop  —  no  record  hath  told  where ! 

And  tempting  fancy  to  ascend, 

And  with  immortal  spirits  blend '. 

—  Wings  at  my  shoulders  seem  to  p 

But,  rooted  here,  I  stand  and  gaxe 

On  those  bright  steps  that  heaven-ward  rai»p 

Their  practicable  way. 

Come  forth,  ye  drooping  old  men,  look  abrv^ 

And  see  to  what  fair  conntries  ye  are  bout 

And  if  some  traveller,  weary  of  his  ronit. 

Hath  slept  since  noon-tide  on  the  grassy  ground. 

Ye  Genii !  to  his  covert  speed ; 

And  wake  him  with  such  gentle  heed 

As  may  attune  his  soul  to  meet  the  dower 

Bestowed  on  this  tianscendant  hour! 


Such  hues  from  their  celestial  0m 
Were  wont  to  stream  before  mine  eye. 
Where'er  it  wandered  in  the  morn 
Of  blissHil  infancy. 

This  glimpse  of  glory,  why  renewed ! 
Nay,  rather  speak  with  gratitude; 
For,  if  a  vestige  of  those  gleams 
Survived,  'twas  only  in  my  dreams: 

•  The  mulliplioalion  of  mnunlain-rideOB  dpscribod  al  t]|« 
jmmcnceinRnl  of  the  Ihird  Stani;a  of  ihls  Ode,  as  a  kind 
f  Jacob's  Ladder,  lending  lo  Heaven,  is  produced  either 

by  Ihelallcr  cause.     Aliusiona  la  ihe  Ode,  anlilled  '  Inli- 

inns  of  Immurislily.'  pervade  the  lost  elnnia  of  the 
foregoing  Poem. 

~ii  these  V\ae»  I  am  under  oblignlion  to  the  enqaisita 
picture   of  "Jacob's   Dream,"   by  Mr.   Allston,   now  la 

erica.    Ii  is  pleagnnl  lo  make  ihis  public  acknowlsdg. 

11  to  a  man  of  genius,  whom  1  have  ibe  honour  to  iWlk 

mg  my  friends. 
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»ce  >od  calmoai  Krve 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

mtening  voice. 

But  the  winds  rwr,  shaking  the  rooted  ti 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

y  choice, 

And  Me !  a  bright  ptecursor  to  a  train 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

wi3tv« ; 

PerchaiKe  u  numeroua,  overpeers  the  n 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

me  of  [he  light 

That  sullenly  refiwea  to  portoke 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

\emiy  deplored ; 

or  the  wild  impulse,    From  a  GmuH  oT  1 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

an  my  waking  sight 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

nele  rentorcd ; 

Luminous  or  gluomy,  welcome  to  tfae  vil 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

iined  lo  earth. 

,  Which  they  are  enicting,  welcome  to  m 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

h! 

Tliat  sees  them,  to  my  aoul  that  owns  in 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

^H 

ith  hei  ebade& 

O'er  which  they  move,  wherein  they  ue 
A  type  of  her  capocknw  self  and  all 
Her  TCBtlesB  progeny. 

A  humble  walk 

^^^^H 

CLOUDS. 

;  Here  is  my  body  doomed  to  tread,  this  pa 
'  A  little  hoary  Ime  and  faintly  traced. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

■a  Host  in  trnipt* 

I  Work,  ehall  we  call  it,  of  the  ihe[Aerd'i 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

e  motionleat  brow 

■  Or  of  his  flock  ?  —joint  vestige  of  them 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

a  hidden  world. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

mcai  or  speed ! 

Admit  no  bondage  and  my  worda  have  n 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

jnyel  of  the  gnle 

Where  is  the  Orphean  lyre,  or  Draid  ha 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

left  behind. 

To  accompany  the  verse  1    The  mountai 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

thereiil  field 

Shall  be  our  hand  of  mnsic ;  he  ahall  aw 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

r  1  of  ihe  sea 

The  rocks,  and  quivering  trees,  and  tulh) 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

vote  Bod  height 

And  search  the  fibres  of  the  caves,  and  I 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

«l,p_andn:st! 

Sliall  answer,  for  our  BWtg  is  of  the  clow 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

,  whun  tirst  mine  eyes 

And  the  wind  loves  them;  and  the  gentl< 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

iiDrch  the  likeness 

Which  by  their  aid  re-clothe  the  naked  1 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

>n  Id  meet 

With  annual  verdure,  and  revive  the  wo 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

u  unciiiy '.  — 

And  nioiiiten  the  parched  lips  of  thirsty  1 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

lilt  a  peaceful  aim  , 

I^vo  them ;  and  every  idle  breeie  of  air 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

pleased,  ci  mi  pa  re  J 

Bends  to  the  favuurite  burthen.     Moon  a 

^^^^H 

M  lliglit  of  birds 
lumiicl 

Keep  Uicir  nin^t  solemn  vigila  when  the 
Watch  also,  ?Iiilting  peaceably  their  plac 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

r  ,1,1  y<!  urge 

Like  bands  of  ministering  spirits,  or  wht 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

iinngo 

As  if  some  Protean  art  the  change  had  i 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

Hinniig  heights 

In  listless  quiet  o'er  the  etberml  deep 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

devotion  there 

Scattered,  a  Cyclades  of  various  shapes 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

l)r  are  yc  jubilant. 

And  all  degrees  of  beauty.     0  ye  lighta 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ur  prunJ  lord  Ihe  Sun. 

Ye  are  their  perilous  ofiipring ;  and  the  ■ 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ar  the  poinp 

Sjource  inexlmustible  of  life  and  joy, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

1  ye  lill.  and  stan! 

And  type  of  man's  far-darting  reasoa,  tb( 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

h  iibiivo  tlic  hcHcIs 

In  old  time  worshipped  as  the  god  of  ver 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ihrir  up-risen  Uud  > 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Loves  his  own  glory  in  their  looks,  and  el 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

riiey  ore  gone,  are  fiftd. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

my  iiin^H 

Visions  with  all  but  beatific  light 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

uii ;  and  clear  and  bright 

Enriched  —too  transient  were  they  not  r 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ttliich  111 ey  thronged 

From  age  to  age,  and  did  not  while  we  g 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

i-ky  cundurliiig 

In  silent  rapture,  credulous  desire 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

u  uhyss 

Nourish  the  hope  that  memory  lacks  not  | 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

rtnn  uliich  Ihey  rose 

^^^^^H 

ud  iiionlliKRnd  years, 
iimnkind. 

Yet  why  repine,  created  a«  we  are 

For  joy  and  rest,  albeit  to  find  them  only 

^^^H 

e  ».<rU  >t»eir, 

liudged  in  the  bosom  of  eternal  thinga*' 

^^H 

r\ 

■HE   POWER   OF  SOOND. 


ARGUUENT. 

dijRHed.  m  aecDFDeil  by  a  ipinCiial  runcitoniiiy.  in 
wilh  iDunilB.  indiiidual.  or  aHnbinird  in  uludied 
Smurn  and  edecto  oT  IbiMc  Kiundi  (lo  Iho  ciane  of 
—  The  powFr  of  miuic.  whence  pmcmding,  eieoi- 
e  kliot '-Origin  of  Diuwc.  aad  it*  effi?cL  in  eoHy 
produf«]  (u  ttw  muldls  oT  lOib  Siaiira).  — Tbe 
!■  acting  cMiMlly  and  «6ve«lly.  —  \V«h 


iniud  ii 


'BOtal  inKmt*  and  iiilelloctiu]  contcnplsticn. — 
.)  The  }V'»^'*Bn  Iheoty  or  niimbpni  and  miiuc, 
ippiaed  power  over  the  nntiODa  oS  \he  uniTene  — 
mimnaDt  »idi  inch  a  iheory. — Wish  cijawBed 
imt  nvlmd.  in  iDtnc  dpgm.  by  (he  Kpmaenui- 
undi  under  the  (arm  of  ihoolugiving  lo  the  Cmior. 
1^  Ihe  dnlraclian  of  earth  and  tb«  pianeUuy  xyi- 
irvlval  of  audible  harmony)  and  ita  BUpport  ia  the 
n.  ■■  revaolsd  in  Holy  WriL 


jons  are  etheria!, 

iaihec  dwelt  a  glancing  MintI, 

Vising  1    And  a  Spirit  aerial 

e  cell  of  heariog,  dark  and  blind ; 

lEkfrinth,  more  dread  for  tliougbt 

ban  oracular  cave ; 

age,  IhroiiRh  which  siirba  arc  brought 

en,  fbr  the  heait,  their  elave; 

is,  that  revel  in  abuse 

ag  flesh;  and  warbled  air, 

trcini?  sweetness  can  unloose 

a  of  frenzy,  or  entice  a  smile 

mbusb  of  despair; 

pealing  down  the  long-drawn  aisle, 

eaa  uuweTed  by  the  pulac  that  beats 

ID  life's  last  retreats! 


oag  Strearaa  and  Foantains 

le.  Invisible  Spirit,  with  untired  powers; 

Jie  wakeful  Tent  on  Syrian  mountainE, 

perchance  ten  thousand  thousand  Flowers. 

,  the  prowling  Lion'a  Here  I  am, 

III  to  the  desert  wide  I 

;  how  tender !  of  tha  Dam 

atragrgler  to  her  side. 

ckoo!  let  the  Temal  soul 

tee  to  the  frozen  zone ; 

thy  loftiest  perch,  lone  Bell-bird,  toll ! 

!l  hour  to  Mercy  dear, 

n  her  twilight  throne 

to  Nun's  faint  sob  of  holy  fear. 

I  pnyer  breathed  from  a  darkening  spa, 

r*s  cottage  lullaby. 


Ye  Vcicea,  and  ye  ShadowB,  * 

And  Images  of  voice  —  lo  li 
Prod  rocky  steep  and  rock-bi 
Flung  buck,  and,  in  the  sky'e 
On  wilh  your  pastime !  till  tl 
A  greeting  give  of  mcamire 
And  milder  Fchoee  from  the: 
Repeat  the  bridal  symphony 
Then,  or  far  earlier,  let  ue  n 
Where  mista  are  breaking-  i 
Aitd  rrom  aloft  look  down  i: 
Besprinkled  with  a  careless  : 
Happy  Milk-maide,  one  by  c~ie 
Scattering  a  ditty  each  to  her  desire, 
A  liquid  concert  matchleBs  by  nice  Art, 
A  stream  as  if  from  one  full  heart. 

4. 
Bleet  be  the  song  that  brighleoe 
The  blind  Man's  gloom,  exalts  the  Veteran's 
Unecorned  the  PeoMnt'a  whistling  breath,  tha. .. 
His  duteous  toil  of  fiirrowing  the  green  earth. 
For  the  tired  Slave,  Son^  lifts  the  languid  oar. 
And  bids  it  aptly  fiJl,  with  chime 
I'hat  beautifies  the  fairest  shore, 
And  mitigates  tlie  harshest  clime. 
Yon  ril^rims  see — in  lagging  file 
They  move;  but  soon  the  appointed  way 
A  choral  Ace  Marie  shall  beguile. 
And  to  their  hope  the  distant  shrine 
GlJBten  with  a  livelier  ray: 
Nor  friendless  He,  the  Prisoner  of  the  Mine, 
Who  troDi  the  well-spring  of  his  own  clear  breast 
Can  draw,  and  sing  hie  griefs  to  rest 


Wien  civic  renovation 

Dawns  on  a  kingdom,  and  for  needful  haste 

Best  eloquence  avails  not,  Inspiration 

Mounts  wilh  a  tune,  that  travels  like  a  blast 

Piping  through  cave  and  baltlemented  lower; 

Then  starts  the  Sluggtird,  pleased  lo  meet 

That  voice  of  Freedom,  in  iis  power 

Of  promises,  shrill,  wild,  and  sweet! 

Who,  from  a  martial  pageant,  spreads 

Incitements  of  a  battle-day. 

Thrilling  the  unweaponed  crowd  with  plumeless  heads. 

Even  She  whose  Lydian  airs  inspire 

Peace  fill  striving,  gentle  fhf 

Of  timid  hope  and  innocent  desire 

Khnt  from  the  dancing  Graces,  as  they  move 

Panned  by  the  plausive  wings  of  Love, 


How  oft  along  thy  mazes. 

Regent  of  Sound,  have  dangerous  Passions  trod  ! 
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O  Thou,  through  whom  the  Temple  rings  with  praises, 

And  blackening  clouds  in  thunder  speak  of  God, 

Betray  not  by  the  cozenage  of  sense 

Thy  Votaries,  wooingly  resigned. 

To  a  voluptuous  influence 

That  taints  the  purer,  better  mind; 

But  lead  sick  Fancy  to  a  harp 

That  hath  m  noble  tasks  been  tried ; 

And,  if  the  Virtuous  feel  a  pang  too  sliarp, 

Soothe  it  into  patience,  —  stay 

The  uplifted  arm  of  Suicide; 

And  let  some  mood  of  thine  in  firm  array 

Knit  every  thought  the  impending  issue  needs. 

Ere  Martyr  bums,  or  Patriot  bleeds! 

7. 
As  Conscience,  to  the  centre 
Of  Being,  smites  with  irresistible  pain, 
So  shall  a  solemn  cadence,  if  it  enter 
The  mouldy  vaults  of  the  dull  Idiot*s  brain, 
Transmute  him  to  a  wretch  from  quiet  hurled  — 
Convulsed  as  by  a  jarring  din ; 
And  then  aghast,  as  at  the  world 
Of  reason  partially  let  in 
By  concords  winding  with  a  sway 
Terrible  for  sense  and  soul ! 
Or,  awed  he  weeps,  struggling  to  quell  dismay. 
Point  not  these  mysteries  to  an  Art 
Lodged  above  the  starry  pole ; 
Pure  modulations  flowing  from  the  heart 
Of  divine  Love,  where  Wisdom,  Beauty,  Truth, 
With  Order  dwell,  in  endless  youth? 

a 

Oblivion  may  not  cover 
All  treasures  hoarded  by  the  Miser,  Time. 
Orphean  Insight!  Truth's  undaunted  Lover, 
To  the  first  leagues  of  tutored  passion  climb, 
When  Music  deigned  within  this  grosser  sphere 
Her  subtle  essence  to  enfold. 
And  Voice  and  Shell  drew  forth  a  tear 
Softer  than  Nature's  self  could  mould. 
Yet  strenufms  was  the  in&nt  Age : 
Art,  daring  because  souls  could  feel. 
Stirred  nowhere  but  an  urgent  equipage 
Of  rapt  imagination  sped  her  march 
Through  the  realms  of  woe  and  weal : 
Hell  to  the  lyre  bowed  low ;  the  upper  arch 
Rejoiced  that  clamorous  spell  and  magic  verse 
Her  wan  disasters  could  disperse. 

9. 
The  Gift  to  King  Amphion 
That  walled  a  city  with  its  melody 
Was  for  belief  no  dream ;  thy  skill,  Arion ! 
Could  humanise  the  creatures  of  the  sea. 
Where  men  were  monsters.  A  last  grace  he  craves. 
Leave  for  one  chant;  —  the  dulcet  sound 
Steak  fimn  the  deek  o*er  willing  wavei, 


And  listening  Dolphins  gather  rocmd. 
Self-cast,  as  with  a  desperate  ooanei 
*Mid  that  strange  audience,  he  beetrides 
A  proud  One  docile  as  a  managed  hoot; 
And  singing,  while  the  accordant  hand 
Sweeps  his  harp,  the  Master  ridea; 
So  shall  he  touch  at  length  a  friendly  strud, 
And  he,  with  his  Preserver,  shine  atar-4n(iit 
In  memory,  through  silent  nighL 

10. 

The  pipe  of  Pan,  to  Shepherds 

Couched  in  the  shadow  of  Menalkn  Pine^ 

Was  passing  sweet ;  the  eyeballs  of  tht 

That  in  high  triumph  drew  the  Loid  of  vii 

How  did  they  sparkle  to  the  cymbal*s  duf  I 

While  Fauns  and  Satyrs  beat  the  ground 

In  cadence,  —  and  Silenus  swang 

This  way  and  that,  with  wild-flowers  ciowBBi 

To  lifb,  to  life  give  back  thine  Ear: 

Ye  who  are  longing  to  be  rid 

Of  Fable,  though  to  truth  subservient,  hear 

The  little  sprinkling  of  cold  earth  that  fell 

Echoed  from  the  cofiSn  lid; 

The  Convict*s  summons  in  the  steeple  knelL 

"  The  vain  distress-gun,*'  from  a  leeward  sbonb 

Repeated  —  heard,  and  heard  no  more! 

11. 

For  terror,  joy,  or  pity. 

Vast  is  the  compass,  and  the  swell  of  notes : 

From  the  Babe's  first  cry  to  voice  of  regal  City, 

liolling  a  solemn  sea-like  bass,  that  floats 

Far  as  the  woodlands  —  with  the  trill  to  Ueod 

Of  that  shy  Songstress,  whose  love-tale 

Might  tempt  an  Angel  to  descend. 

While  hovering  o'er  the  moonlight  vale. 

O  for  some  soul-afifecting  scheme 

Of  moral  music,  to  unite 

Wanderers  whose  portion  is  the  fidntest  dxean 

Of  memory !  —  O  that  they  might  stoop  to  beu 

Chains,  such  precious  diains  of  sight 

As  laboured  minstrelsies  through  ages  wear ! 

O  for  a  balance  fit  the  truth  to  tell 

Of  the  Unsubstantial,  pondered  well ! 

12. 

By  one  pervading  Spirit 

Of  tones  and  numbers  all  tilings  are  controlled. 

As  Sages  taught,  where  faith  was  found  to  merit 

Initiation  in  that  mystery  old 

The  Heavens,  whose  aspect  makes  our  minds  tf  i^ 

As  they  tliemselvos  appear  to  be, 

Innumerable  voices  fill 

With  everlasting  harmoBjr; 

The  towering  Headlands,  crowned  with  mat 

Their  feet  among  the  billows,  know       '  •! 


is  a  raighl;  faonnoDUti 
,  universal  Air, 
;  to  and  fro, 

ea  of  harmony,  and  bear 
support  the  Seasons  in  IbeiT  round : 
!r  loves  a  dir^e-like  Knuiil. 

la 

into  tfaanlragiring, 

lutniment^  of  wind  and  chorda  i 

agnily  ilie  Ever-living', 

ulste  notes  with  Iho  voice  of  words! 

be  Bervice  from  the  lowing  mend, 

te  forest  bum  of  noon  ; 

heard,  lone  Eagle '.  freed 

'  peik  and  cloud,  attune 

bukin^  to  the  hymn 

from  her  u[mo8^  walls 
i"  Work,  by  flaming  Seraphim, 
)  Heaven!  As  Deep  to  Deep 
loagh  one  valley  calla, 


All  worlds,  all  natures,  mood 

For  praifle  and  ceasclcaa  gra  i,  (>™      ^^^ 

Into  the  ear  of  God,  thetr  I 

14. 
A  Voice  to  Light  gave  Beii 
To  Time,  and  Man  bis  eart 
A  Voice  shall  finish  doubt  a 
And  sweep  away  life's  visior 
The  Trumpet  (we,  intonioat 
Arm  at  its  blast  for  deadly  wojhj 
To  archangeiic  lips  applied, 
The  grave  shall  open,  qnencb  the  stars. 
O  Silence  !   are  Man's  noisy  years 
No  more  than  moments  of  tliy  life  7 
la  Harmony,  blc«t  Queen  of  emiles  and  tears, 
With  her  amooth  tones  and  discords  just. 
Tempered  into  rapturous  strife, 
Th;  destined  Bond-alavel   No !  though  Earth  be  d 
And  vanish,  though  tlic  Heavens  dissolve,  her  stay 
Is  in  tlie  WonD,  that  shall  not  pass  away. 


MISCELLANEOUS    SONNETS. 


PART  FIRST. 


To- 


lling fixim  the  bosom  thrown 

ape,  whose  beauty  Time  shall  spare 

eath  made  it,  like  a  bubble  blown 

pastime  into  wanlon  air ; 
longht  beet  likened  to  a  atone 
each,  when,  polished  with  nice  care, 
overs  exquisite  and  rare, 
le  loss  of  that  moist  gleam  atone 
d  firat  to  gather  it.    O  chief 

mch  feelings  if  I  here  present, 
t^  with  others  mixed  less  fortunate ; 
nto  my  heart  a  fond  belief 
'  not  with  partial  joy  elate, 
e  gift  for  more  than  mild  content! 

II. 
4  at  their  coaveot's  narrow  room ; 
I  are  contented  with  their  cells; 
■  with  their  pensive  citadels : 
wheel,  the  Weaver  at  his  loom, 
1  hatppf  i  Beea  that  nar  lor  bloom. 


High  as  the  highest  Peak  of  Fnmess  Felts, 
Will  murmur  by  the  hour  in  foxglove  bells: 
In  truth,  the  prison,  unto  which  we  dnom 
Ourselves,  no  prison  is:  and  hence  to  me. 
In  sundry  moods,  'twas  pastime  to  he  bound 
Within  the  Sonnet's  scanty  plot  of  ground: 
Pleased  if  some  Souls  (for  such  there  needs  most 
Who  have  felt  the  weight  of  too  much  liberty. 
Should  find  brief  solace  there,  as  I  have  found. 


AT  APPLETHWAITE,  NEAR  KESWICK. 
Beaumont  !  it  was  thy  wish  that  I  should  rear 
A  seemly  Cottage  in  this  sunny  Dell, 
On  favoured  ground,  thy  gift,  where  I  might  dwell 
In  neighbourhood  with  One  to  me  most  dear. 
That  undivided  we  from  year  to  year 
Might  work  in  our  high  Calling— a  bright  hope 
To  which  our  bncies,  mingling,  gave  free  scope 
Till  checked  by  aome  necessities  severe. 
And  should  these  slacken,  honoured  Budnoht  1  still 
Even  then  we  may  perhaps  in  vain  implore 
Leave  of  our  tkte  tby  wishes  to  fulfil. 
Whether  this  boon  be  granted  us  or  not. 
Old  Skjddaw  will  look  down  upon  the  Spot 
With  pride,  the  Muaes  kjve  it  evermore. 
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IV. 

ADMONITION. 

Intended  nuue  paiticuiarly  for  the  PenuaJ  of  thote  who  may 
have  happened  to  be  enamoured  of  some  beautiful  Pkce  of 
Retreat,  in  the  Country  of  the  Lakea. 

Ybs,  there  is  holy  pleasare  in  thine  eye ! 

—  The  lovely  Cottage  in  the  guardian  nook 

Hath  stirred  thee  deeply ;  with  its  own  dear  brook, 

Its  own  small  pasture,  almost  its  own  sky ! 

But  covet  not  the  Abode ; — forbear  to  sigh. 

As  many  do>  repining  while  they  look ; 

Intruders  —  who  would  tear  from  Nature's  book 

This  precious  leaf  with  harsh  impiety. 

Think  what  the  Home  must  be  if  it  were  thine, 

Even  thine,  though  few  thy  wants! — Roof,  window, 

door, 
The  very  flowers  are  sacred  to  the  Poor, 
The  roses  to  the  porch  which  they  entwine : 
Yea,  all  that  now  enchants  thee,  from  the  day 
On  which  it  should  be  touched,  would  melt,  and  melt 

away. 


V. 

"  Beloved  Vale  !'*  I  said,  "  when  I  shall  con 
Those  many  records  of  my  childish  years, 
Remembrance  of  myself  and  of  my  peers 
Will  press  me  down :  to  think  of  what  is  gone 
Will  be  an  awful  thought,  if  life  have  one.'' 
But,  when  into  the  Vale  I  came,  no  fears 
Distressed  me ;  from  mine  eyes  escaped  no  tears ; 
Deep  thought,  or  awful  vision,  had  I  none. 
By  doubts  and  thousand  petty  fancies  crost, 
I  stood  of  simple  shame  the  blushing  Thrall ; 
So  narrrow  seemed  the  brooks,  the  fields  so  small. 
A  Juggler's  balls  old  Time  about  him  tossed ; 
I  looked,  I  stared,  I  smiled,  I  laughed ;  and  all 
The  weight  of  sadness  was  in  wonder  lost 


VI. 

Peuoii  and  Ossa  flourish  side  by  side. 

Together  in  immortal  books  enrolled : 

His  ancient  dower  Olympus  hath  not  sold ; 

And  that  inspiring  Hill,  whicb  "  did  divide 

Into  two  ample  horns  bis  forehead  wide," 

Shines  with  poetic  radiance  as  of  old ; 

While  not  an  English  Mountain  we  behold 

By  the  celestial  Muses  glorified. 

Yet  round  our  sea-girt  shore  they  rise  in  crowds; 

What  was  the  great  Parnassus'  self  to  Thee, 

Mount  Skiddaw  ?  in  his  natural  sovereignty 

Our  British  Hill  is  fiiirer  far;  he  shrouds 

His  double  front  among  Atlantic  clouds, 

And  poaiB  forth  streams  more  sweet  than  Castaly. 


vn. 

There  is  a  little  unpretending  Rill 
Of  limpid  water,  humbler  &r  than  aogfat 
That  ever  among  Men  or  Naiads  sou^t 
Notice  or  name ! —  it  quivers  down  the  hiD, 
Furrowing  its  shallow  way  with  dubious  wiU; 
Yet  to  my  mind  this  scanty  Stream  is  broughl 
Ofiener  than  (janges  or  the  Nile ;  a  thought 
Of  private  recoUecUon  sweet  and  still ! 
Months  perish  with  their  moons ;  year  treads  o 
But,  faithful  Emma,  thou  with  me  canst  My 
That,  while  ten  thousand  pleasurcB  dinppeir, 
And  flies  their  memory  fiiBt  almost  as  thej, 
The  immortal  Spirit  of  one  happy  day 
Lingers  beside  that  Rill,  in  vision  clear. 


vra. 

Her  only  Pilot  the  soft  breeze,  the  Boat 

Lingers,  but  Fancy  is  well  satisfied ; 

With  keen-eyed  Hope,  with  Memory,  at  her  sid 

And  the  glad  Muse  at  liberty  to  note 

All  that  to  each  is  precious,  as  we  float 

Gently  along ;  regardless  who  shall  chide 

If  the  Heavens  smile,  and  leave  us  firee  to  glide, 

Happy  Associates  breathing  air  remote 

From  trivial  cares.    But,  Fancy  and  the  Mose, 

Why  have  I  crowded  this  small  Bark  with  you 

And  others  of  your  kind,  Ideal  Crew ! 

While  here  sits  One  whose  brightness  owes  its  1 

To  flesh  and  blood ;  no  Goddess  from  above. 

No  fleeting  Spirit,  but  my  own  true  Love ! 


IX. 

The  fiiirest,  brightest  hues  of  ether  fiide ; 
The  sweetest  notes  must  terminate  and  die ; 
O  Friend !  thy  flute  has  breathed  a  harmony 
Soflly  resounded  through  this  rocky  glade ; 
Such  strains  of  rapture  as*  the  Grenius  played 
In  his  still  haunt  on  Bagdad's  summit  high ; 
He  who  stood  visible  to  Mirza's  eye, 
Never  before  to  human  sight  betrayed. 
Lo,  in  the  vale,  the  mists  of  evening  spread ! 
The  visionary  arches  are  not  there. 
Nor  the  green  Islands,  nor  the  shining  seas; 
Yet  sacred  is  to  me  this  Mountain's  head, 
From  which  I  have  been  lifled  on  the  breese 
Of  harmony,  above  all  earthly  care. 


*See  the  viBum  of  Mim,  in  the 


IPOEMS   OP   THE    IMAGINATION. 


THE  SGHT  OF  A  BEAUTiniL  PICTURE. 
AINTED  BT  SIB  O.  U.  BEAUMONT.  BABT. 

I  be  Ibe  An  whose  subtle  powei  could  Etay 

ud.  Bud  fix  it  in  thai  gloriouB  stupe ; 

lid  permit  the  thin  smoke  to  escape, 

c  bti^t  aunbeams  to  forsalie  the  day ; 

[topped  that  Band  of  Travellers  on  ilieir  way, 

■  were  lost  within  the  shady  wixid  ; 

wed  the  Bark  npon  the  glassy  flood 

'  acchored  in  her  ahellering  Buy. 

Lhin^  Art!  which  Morning,  Noon-liile,  Even, 

;  with  all  their  chanceful  pageantry; 

ith  ambition  modest  yet  Bublioic, 

r  the  sight  of  mottal  man,  boat  j^iven 

irief  moment  caiighl  &om  fleeting  time 

ropriate  citlm  of  blest  eternity. 


XI. 

Slinalrel,  these  untuneful  murmuringB  — 
^Dg  notes  that  with  each  other  jar ! 
gentle  Lady,  of  a  Harp  bo  Ihr 
own  Country,  and  forgive  the  string's." 
I  Answer !  bat  even  so  forth  springv, 

5  Castalion  foantain  of  [lio  hesrl, 
try  of  Life,  and  all  that  Art 

r  words  quickening  insensate  Things. 

6  sabmiasive  neclia  of  guiltless  Men 

d  on  the  block,  the  glittering  axe  recoils 
on,  and  Stars,  all  strangle  in  llie  toils 
tl  sympathy ;  what  wonder  tlien 
or  Harp  distempered  music  yields 
d  Lord,  far  from  his  native  Flclda  ? 


xn. 

Hock — whose  wlitary  brow 

a  low  threshold  daily  meets  my  sight ; 
step  forth  to  hail  the  morning  tight ; 
he  stars  with  lingering  farewell  —  how 
ncT  pay  to  thee  a  grateful  vow  T 
i3a  the  Muse's  aid,  her  love  attest ! 
ing  on  thy  naked  head  the  crest 
iperial  Castle,  which  the  plough 
ibail  not  touch.     Innocent  scheme! 
h  presume  no  more  than  to  supply 
the  sinuous  vule  and  roaring  slrearn 
.rough  neglect  of  boat  Antitiuily. 
r  — 1  votive  Towers,  and  catch  a  gleam 
I       i:3et,  ere  it  fade  and  die ! 
•iC 


TO  8  r 

0  GsnLB  Sleep  I  Ao  they ' 
These  twinklings  of  ohlivi< 
To  sit  in  meekness,  like  th 

I  A  Captive  never  wishing 
j  This  tiresome  night,  O  Sle 
i  A  Fly,  that  up  and  down  h 
I  Upon  a  fretful  rivulet,  no 
Now  on  the  water,  vexed  ' 

1  have  no  pain  tlmt  calls  foi 

:  Hence  am  I  cross  and  peevish  v  • 
I  Am  plonsed  by  fits  to  have 

Yet  ever  willing  to  be  rei 

O  gentle  Creature  I  do  not  .. uie  so. 

But  once  and  deeply  let  me  be  beguiled. 


XIV. 

TO  SLEEP. 
A  rutCR  of  sheep  Ihnt  leisurely  pass  by, 
One  aOer  one ;  the  sound  of  rain,  and  bees 
Murmuring;  the  foil  of  rivers,  winds  and 
Smooth  fields,  white  sheets  of  water,  aai 
By  turns  have  all  been  thought  of,  yet  1 1.. 
Sleepless;  und  soon  the  small  birds'  melodies 
jiiust  hcnf,  lirtt  uttered  from  my  orchard  trees; 
And  the  first  Cuckoo's  melancholy  cry. 
Even  thus  last  night,  and  two  nights  more,  I  ky, 
Anil  could  not  win  thee,  Sleep  !  by  any  stealth : 
So  do  not  let  me  wear  to-night  away : 
^Vithout  Thee  what  is  all  the  morning's  wealth  1 
Come,  bIPEScd  barrier  between  day  and  day. 
Dear  mother  of  fresh  thoughts  and  joyous  health  I 


TO   SLEEP. 

Font  words  have  ofl  been  spoken  to  thee.  Sleep ! 
And  thou  hafit  had  thy  store  of  tenderost  names; 
The  very  swei:test  words  that  fancy  frames. 
When  ibankfiilness  of  heart  is  strong  and  deep ! 
Dear  bosom  Cliild  we  cbU  thee,  that  dost  steep 
In  rich  reward  all  suflering;  Balm  that  tames 
AU  anguish  ;  Saint  that  evil  thoughts  and  aims 
Takest  away,  and  into  souls  dost  creep, 
Like  to  a  breeze  from  heaven.     Shall  I  alone, 
I  surely  not  a  man  ungently  made, 
Cull  Ihee  worst  Tyrant  by  which  nesh  in  crost ! . 
Perverse,  self-willed  to  own  and  to  disown. 
Mere  Slave  of  them  who  never  for  thee  prayed, 
Still  last  to  come  where  thou  art  wonted  muatt 
19 
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XVL 

THE  WILD  DUCK'S  NEST. 

Thb  Imperial  Consort  of  the  Fairy  King 
Owns  not  a  sylvan  bower ;  or  gorgeous  cell 
With  emerald  floored,  and  with  purpureal  shell 
Ceilinged  and  roofed ;  that  is  so  fair  a  thing 
As  this  low  Structure  —  for  the  tasks  of  Spring 
Prepared  by  one  who  loves  the  buoyant  swell 
Of  the  brisk  waves,  yet  here  consents  to  dwell ; 
And  spreads  in  steadfast  peace  her  brooding  wing. 
Words  cannot  paint  the  o'ershadowing  yew-tree  bough. 
And  dimly-gleaming  Nest,  —  a  hollow  crown 
Of  golden  leaves  inlaid  with  silver  down. 
Fine  as  the  Mother's  softest  plumes  allow : 
I  gaze — and  almost  wish  to  lay  aside 
Humanity,  weak  slave  of  cumbrous  pride ! 


xvn. 

WRITTEN  UPON  A  BLANK  LEAF  IN  "THE  COM- 
PLETE ANGLER." 

While  flowing  Rivers  yield  a  blameless  sport. 

Shall  live  the  name  of  Walton ;  —  Sage  benign ! 

Whose  pen,  the  mysteries  of  the  rod  and  line 

Unfolding,  did  not  fruitlessly  exhort 

To  reverend  watching  of  each  still  report 

That  Nature  utters  from  her  rural  shrine. — 

Meek,  nobly  versed  in  simple  discipline. 

He  found  the  longest  summer  day  too  short. 

To  his  loved  pastime  given  by  sedgy  Lee, 

Or  down  the  tempting  maze  of  Shawford  brook ! 

Fairer  than  life  itself,  in  this  sweet  Book, 

The  cowslip  bank  and  shady  willow-tree, 

And  the  fresh  meads ;  where  flowed,  from  every  nook 

Of  his  full  bosom,  gladsome  Piety ! 


XVIIL 
TO  THE  POET.  JOHN  DYER. 

Bard  of  the  Fleece,  whose  skilful  genius  made 
That  work  a  living  landscape  fair  and  bright ; 
Nor  hallowed  less  with  musical  delight 
Than  those  soil  scenes  through  which  thy  Childhood 

strayed, 
Those  southern  Tracts  of  Cambria,  "  deep  embayed. 
With  green  hills  fenced,  with  Ocean's  murmur  lulled  ;** 
Though  hasty  Fame  hath  many  a  chaplet  culled 
For  worthless  brows,  while  in  the  pensive  shade 
Of  cold  neglect  she  leaves  thy  head  ungraced. 
Yet  pure  and  powerful  minds,  hearts  meek  and  still, 
A  grateful  few,  shall  love  thy  modest  Lay, 
Long  as  the  Shepherd's  bleating  flock  shall  stray 
0*er  naked  Snowdon's  wide  aerial  waste ; 
Long  M  the  thnuh  ahall  pipe  on  Qrongar  Hill ! 


ON  THE  DETRACTION  WHICH  FOLLOWED  THE 
PUBUCATION  OF  A  CERTAUi  FQEM. 

See  MStatCe  &mjm<;  begUuumg 
"  A  Book  was  writ  of  Uob,  called  *•  Tetnchndan .'  * 

A  Book  came  forth  of  late,  called  **  Peter  Bell;* 

Not  negligent  the  style ; — the  matter  ?  —  good 

As  aught  that  song  records  of  Robin  Hood ; 

Or  Roy,  renowned  through  many  a  Scottiih  deQ ; 

But  some  (who  brook  these  hacknied  themee  fiiU  «ri 

Nor  heat,  at  Tam  o*  Shanter**  name,  their  blood) 

Waxed  wroth,  and  with  foal  claws,  a  barpj  bno4 

On  Bard  and  Hero  clamorously  feU. 

Heed  not,  wild  Rover  once  throng  heath  and  glfli^ 

Who  madest  at  length  the  better  life  thy  choice^ 

Heed  not  such  onset !  nay,  if  praise  of  men 

To  thee  appear  not  an  unmeaning  voice, 

Lift  up  that  gray-haired  forehead,  and  rejoice 

In  the  just  tribute  of  thy  Poet*s  pen ! 


XX. 

TO  THE  RIVER  DERWENT. 

Among  the  mountains  were  we  nursed,  loved 
Thou,  near  the  eagle's  nest — within  brief  sail, 
I,  of  his  bold  wing  floating  on  the  gale. 
Where  thy  deep  voice  could  luU  met — Fufll  A 

beam 
Of  human  life  when  first  allowed  to  gleam 
On  mortal  notice.  —  Glory  of  the  Vale, 
Such  thy  meek  outset,  with  a  crown  thou^  fiiil 
Kept  in  perpetual  verdure  by  the  steam 
Of  thy  sofl  breath !  —  Less  vivid  wreath  entwined 
Nemsean  Victors  brow ;  less  bright  was  worn. 
Meed  of  some  Roman  Chief —  in  triumph  borne 
With  captives  chained ;  and  shedding  firom  his  car 
The  sunset  splendours  of  a  finished  war 
Upon  the  proud  enslavers  of  mankind  ! 


XXL 

COMPOSED  IN  ONE  OF  THE  VALLEYS  OF  ^XSI 
MORELAND,  ON  EASTER  SUNDAY. 

WrrH  each  recurrence  of  this  glorious  mom 
That  saw  the  Saviour  in  his  human  frame 
Rise  from  the  dead,  erewhile  the  Ck>ttage-daroe 
Put  on  fresh  raiment  —  till  that  hour  unworn : 
Domestic  hands  the  home-bred  wool  had  ehom. 
And  she  who  span  it  culled  the  daintiest  fleece. 
In  thoughtful  reverence  to  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Whose  temples  bled  beneath  the  platted  thorn. 
A  blest  estate  when  piety  sublime 
These  humble  props  disdained  not !  O  green  daki! 
Sad  may  I  be  who  heard  your  sabbath  chime 
When  Arf  s  abused  inventions  were  unknown ; 
Kind  Nature's  various  wealth  was  all  your  own ; 
And  benefits  were  weighed  in  Reaaoa'e  eealee! 
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XXII. 

»«t  lost  aa  ever-ready  Friend, 
cottage  spiimmg-whcel  is  mule ; 
I  Comlbrter  that  best  could  suit 
nood,  and  iolllieBt  reprehend ; 
1  Charmer's  voice,  thnl  used  to  lend, 
inslj  than  aught  that  Howh 
lute,  kbd  inSueoce  to  compose 
;  pulse,  — else  troubled  without  end  : 
Id  tell,  Joy  crBvbg  truce  and  rest 
I  overflow,  whnt  power  sedate 
living  motioDB  did  await 
o  soothe  her  aching  hreaat  — 
unt  of  just  relief — abate 
triumphs  of  a  day  too  blest 


XXItL— TO  8.II. 

dies  when  with  love  sincere 
I,  not  by  fashion  led, 

he  Wheel  that  slept  with  dust  o'erspread ; 
im  no  ancb  murmur  shrink,  —  tho*  near, 
irhawb's  to  a  distant  ear, 
it  shades  bedim  the  mountain's  he^d. 
feigned  to  spin  our  vital  thread 
3  I^dy  !  on  a  task  once  dear 
virtues.     Venerable  Art, 
Poor!  yet  will  kind  Heaven  protect 
:ft  without  a  guiding  chart, 
itbg  with  undue  respect 
)veriea  of  the  Intellect, 
lillage  of  man's  ancient  hearL 


xxrv. 

DECAY  OF  PIETY. 

en,  ere  Time  had  ploughed  my  cheek 
lires  —  who,  punctual  to  the  call 
Church,  on  Fast  or  Festival 
long  year  (lie  House  of  Prayer  would 

snows,  by  visitation  bleak 

ids,  unscared,  Irom  Hut  or  Hall 

lowly  bench  or  sculptured  Stall, 

fervour  of  devotion  meek. 

s  where  they  once  were  known, 

lunded  even  by  kneeling  crowds, 

ty  for  ever  flown  ? 

en  they  seemed  like  fleecy  clouds 

Bg  througii  the  western  sky,  have  won 

light  from  a  deputed  sun ! 


XXV. 

COMPOSED  ON  THE  EVE  OF  1  "ftE  (* 

FRIEND  IN  THE  VALE 
What  need  of  clamorous  bells. 
These  humble  Nuptials  to  procl  , 

Angela  of  Love,  look  down  upoi  • 

Shed  on  the  chosen  Vale  a  bud-i  «^^h> 

Yet  no  proud  gladnose  would  the  um 
Even  for  such  promise :  — serious  is  bi 
Modest  her  mien  ;  and  she,  whose  thougnu 
With  gentleness,  in  that  becoming  way  ^ 

Will  thank  you.     Faultier  docs  the  Maid  appear; 
No  disproportion  in  her  soul,  no  strife : 
But,  wljen  the  closer  view  of  wedded  life 
Hath  shown  tliat  nothing  human  can  bo  clear 
From  frailty,  for  that  insight  may  the  Wife 
To  her  indulgent  Lord  become  more  dear. 


FRO-M  THE  ITALIAN  OF  MICIIAEL  ANGELa 
Vm!  hope  may  with  my  strong  desire  keep  pace. 
And  I  be  undduded,  unbctrayed ; 
For  if  of  our  affections  none  find  grace 
In  sight  of  Hoaveo,  then,  wherefore  halh  God  mti 
The  world  which  we  inhabif  ?    Better  plea 
Love  cannot  have,  than  that  in  loving  thee 
Glory  to  that  eternal  Peace  Is  paid. 
Who  such  divinity  lo  tliee  imparts 
As  hallows  and  makes  pure  all  gentle  hearts. 
His  hope  is  treacherous  only  whose  love  dies 
With  beauty,  which  is  varying  every  hour ; 
But,  in  chaste  hearts  uninfluenced  by  the  power 
Of  outward  change,  there  blooms  a  deathless  flower, 
That  breathes  on  earth  the  air  of  paradise. 


FROM    THE    ! 


\MF-. 


No  mortal  object  did  these  eyes  behold 

When  first  they  met  the  placid  light  of  thine 

And  my  Soul  felt  her  destiny  divine. 

And  hope  of  endless  peace  in  me  grew  bold : 

Heaven-born,  the  Soul  a  heavenward  course  must  h 

Beyond  the  visible  world  She  soars  to  seek 

(For  what  delights  the  sense  is  fiilse  and  weatt 

Ideal  Form,  the  universal  mould. 

The  wise  man,  I  afSnn,  can  find  no  rest 

In  that  which  perishes;  nor  will  he  lend 

His  heart  to  aught  which  doth  on  time  depond- 

'Tis  sense,  unbridled  will,  and  not  true  love. 

That  kills  the  eoul ;  love  betters  wlial  is  best, 

Even  here  below,  but  more  in  heaven  above 
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xxvtn. 

FROM  THE  SAME. 
TO  THE   SUPREME  BEING. 

Thk  prayen  I  make  will  then  be  sweet  indeed, 

If  Thou  the  spirit  give  by  which  I  pray : 

My  unassisted  heart  is  barren  clay, 

That  of  its  native  self  can  nothingr  feed : 

Of  good  and  pious  works  thou  art  the  seed, 

That  quickens  aaly  where  thou  sayest  it  may : 

Unless  thou  shew  to  us  thine  own  true  way, 

No  man  can  find  it:  Father !  thou  must  lead. 

Do  Thou,  then,  breathe  those  thoughts  into  my  mind 

By  which  such  vurtue  may  in  me  be  bred 

That  in  thy  holy  footsteps  I  may  tread ; 

The  fetters  of  my  tongue  do  Thou  unbind. 

That  I  may  have  the  power  to  sing  of  thee, 

And  sound  thy  praises  everlastingly. 


XXIX. 

SuRPunD  by  joy  —  impatient  as  the  Wind 

I  turned  to  share  the  transport — Oh !  with  whom 

But  Thee,  deep  buried  in  the  silent  Tomb, 

That  spot  which  no  vicissitude  can  findl 

Love,  faithful  love,  recalled  thee  to  my  mind  — 

But  how  could  I  forget  thee?    Through  what  power, 

Even  for  the  least  division  of  an  hour. 

Have  I  been  so  beguiled  as  to  be  blind 

To  my  most  grievous  lossi  — That  thought^s  return 

Was  the  worst  pang  that  sorrow  ever  bore, 

Save  one,  one  only,  when  I  stood  forlorn. 

Knowing  my  heart's  best  treasure  was  no  more ; 

That  neither  present  time,  nor  years  unborn 

Could  to  my  sight  that  heavenly  &ce  restore. 


XXX. 

I. 

Metbouoht  I  saw  the  footsteps  of  a  throne 

Which  mists  and  vapours  from  mine  eyes  did  shroud  — 

Nor  view  of  who  might  sit  thereon  allowed ; 

But  all  the  steps  and  ground  about  were  strown 

With  sights  the  ruefullest  that  flesh  and  bone 

Ever  put  on ;  a  miserable  crowd, 

Sick,  hale,  old,  young,  who  cried  before  that  cloud, 

**  Thou  art  our  king,  O  Death !  to  thee  we  groan.** 

I  seemed  to  mount  those  steps ;  the  vapours  gave 

Smooth  way ;  and  I  beheld  the  fiice  of  one 

Sleeping  alone  within  a  mossy  cave. 

With  her  fiice  up  to  heaven ;  that  seemed  to  have 

Pleasing  remembrance  of  a  thought  ibregoiie; 

A  lovely  Beauty  in  a  summer  grave  I 


XXXI. 

NOVEMBER,  1836. 

n. 

EvsN  so  for  me  a  Vision  iwnctified 

The  sway  of  Death;  hag  ere  mine  ejm  bed  mm 

Thy  countenance'^ the  still  imptme  of  tby  ibmbh 

When  thou,  dear  Sister !  wert  became  Deathli  Bfj 

No  trace  of  pain  or  languor  oould  abide  j 

That  change : — age  on  thy  brow  was  moollied— tlgn 

Wan  cheek  at  once  was  privileged  to  mdbld 

A  loveliness  to  living  youth  denied. 

Oh !  if  within  me  hope  should  e*er  dedine^ 

The  lamp  of  faith,  lost  Friend !  too  fiuntly  bam; 

Then  may  that  heaven-revealing  smile  of  thiM^    i 

The  bright  assurance,  visibly  retom : 

And  let  my  spirit  in  that  power  divine 

Rejoice,  as,  through  that  power,  it  ceased  to  moors. 


XXXIL 

It  is  a  beauteous  Evenmg,  calm  and  ftee; 
The  holy  time  is  quiet  as  a  Nun 
Breathless  with  adoratbn;  the  broad  son 
Is  sinking  down  in  its  tranquillity; 
The  gentleness  of  heaven  is  on  the  Sea: 
Listen !  the  mighty  Being  is  awake. 
And  doth  with  his  eternal  motion  make 
A  sound  like  thunder  —  everlastingly. 
Dear  Child !  dear  Girl !  that  walkest  with  ne  hm 
If  thou  appear*8t  untouched  by  solemn  thougbl, 
Thy  nature  is  not  therefore  less  divine : 
Thou  licst  in  Abraham's  bosom  all  the  year; 
And  wor8hipp*8t  at  the  Temple's  inner  shrine^ 
Grod  being  with  thee  when  we  know  it  not* 


XXXUL 

Where  lies  the  Land  to  which  yon  Ship  most  go 

Festively  she  puts  forth  in  trim  array; 

As  vigorous  as  a  Lark  at  break  of  day : 

Is  she  for  tropic  suns,  or  polar  snow  ? 

What  boots  the  inquiry  ?  —  Neither  fnend  Mr  fa 

She  cares  for ;  let  her  travel  where  she  may. 

She  finds  familiar  names,  a  beaten  way 

Ever  before  her,  and  a  wind  to  blow. 

Yet,  still  I  ask,  what  Haven  is  her  mark  ? 

And,  almost  as  it  was  when  ships  were  rare, 

(From  time  to  time,  like  Pilgrims,  here  and  tfaoe 

Crossing  the  waters)  doubt,  and  something  dait^ 

Of  the  old  Sea  some  reverential  fear. 

Is  with  me  at  thy  farewell,  joyous  Bark ! 


*  [In  the  nine  spirit  Coleridge  tpeaks  of  *  die 
Childhood." -'The  Friend,'UI,  p.  46.— H.  B.] 
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IS  the  Sea  was  sprinklei]  &r  and  nigh, 
n  heaven,  «id  joyously  it  showed ; 

fiul  at  anchor  in  liie  road. 
ng  op  ini  down,  one  knew  not  why. 
'easel  dii!  I  then  espy 
1  giut  from  a  haven  hmiil; 

•long  the  Bay  she  strode, 
ling-  rich,  and  of  apparel  high." 
«a«  nought  to  me,  nor  I  to  her, 
led  her  with  a  Lover's  look ; 
O  all  the  rest  did  I  prefer: 
Ae  turn,  and  whither !     She  wiJl  brook 
y.  where  she  coraca  the  winds  uiiisl  »lir: 
tie,  aoi)  due  nonli  her  journey  took. 


xx.\v. 

»  too  modi  with  m;  late  and  eoon, 
i  ^jending'.  »re  lay  warle  our  powers: 
PC  in  Natnre  that  is  oura; 
ivon  our  hearts  away,  a  sordid  boon  • 
lat  bares  her  bosom  lo  the  moon  { 
Hut  will  be  howling  at  all  hours, 
■(taUieTed  now  like  tieepbg  dowers; 
r  every  thing,  we  are  uul  of  tune; 
'  ooL  —  Great  God !  [  'd  rather  be 
ickted  in  a  creed  outworn; 
,  standing  on  this  pleosant  lea, 
3»  that  would  make  mc  less  tbrlorn ; 
of  Proteus  rising  from  the  eea : 
!  Triton  blow  his  wrenthW  hor;L 


XXXTL 

Tribe  of  Bards  on  earth  are  found, 

elbe  flattering-  Zephyrs  round  them  play, 

es  of  vantage"  hanfr  their  nesia  of  clay ; 

fj  fnna  lh.it  aery  hold  unbound, 

(ivion !  To  the  solid  ground 

(nuts  the  Mind  that  buildg  fur  nye  ; 

Ibil  there,  there  only,  she  can  lay 

idatione.     As  the  year  runs  round, 

oil*  Within  the  clioeen  rinff ; 

ttart  shine,  or  while  day's  purple  eye 

onng  with  the  Rowers  of  sprinj^  ■ 

» the  motico  of  an  Anircl's  wing 

'lie  intense  tranquillity 

d  more  than  silent  sky. 


xxm 

How  sweet  it  is,  when  inothei 
The  wnywajd  brain,  to  uunle 
An  old  place,  full  of  many  a  L 
Tal!  trees,  green  arbanra,  and 
And  wild  rose  tip-loe  upon  ha' 
J  Ljke  a  bold  Girl,  who  plays  ht.. 
I  At  Wakes  and  Fairs  with  war 
Whenshestands  cresting  the  ( 
The  croud  beneath  her.  Ver 
Such  place  to  me  is  sometimea 
,  Or  map  of  the  whole  world :  li,ui 
Enter  through  ears  and  cyesigl 

Of  nil  things,  that  at  last  in  fuu. 

And  leap  at  once  from  the  delicious  &. 


PERSONAL   TALK. 

t  AH  not  One  wlio  much  or  oft  delight 
Tosenson  my  fireside  with  personal  talk, — 
Of  Friends,  who  live  within  an  easy  walk. 
Or  Neighbours,  daily,  weekly,  in  my  eight: 
And,  for  my  chance-acquaintance,  I^ies  bt 
Sons,  Mothers,  Maidens  withering  on  the  etaiK, 
These  all  wear  nit  of  me,  like  Forms,  with  chalk 
Painted  on  rich  men's  floors,  for  one  feast-nighl. 
Belter  tlian  such  discourse  doth  silence  long. 
Long,  barren  silence,  squnre  with  my  desire; 
To  sit  without  emotion,  hope,  or  aim, 
[n  the  loved  presence  of  my  coltage-fire. 
And  listen  to  the  flapping  of  the  flame. 
Or  kettle  whispering  its  faint  undcr-song. 


xxxix. 

CONTINUED 

,  "  Yrr  life,"  you  say,  "  is  life ;  we  have  seen  and  sc 
And  with  a  living  pleasure  we  deacribe; 

I  And  fits  of  sprightly  malice  do  but  bribe 

I  The  lan^id  mind  into  activity. 

!  Sound  sense,  and  love  itself,  snd  mirth  and  g'.ee 
Are  fiitJlered  by  the  comment  and  the  gibe." 
Even  be  it  so:  yet  still  among  yout  tribe. 
Our  daily  world's  true  Worldlings,  rank  not  me ! 
Children  are  blest,  and  powerful;  their  world  Iteii 
More  justly  balanced  ;  partly  at  their  feet. 
And  part  fiir  from  them;  —  sweetest  melodies 
Are  those  that  are  by  distance  made  more  sweet ; 
Whose  mind  is  but  the  mind  of  his  own  eyes. 
He  is  a  Slavej  the  meuiesl  we  can  mccV'. 
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XL. 

CONTINUED. 

W1NG8  have  we, — and  as  fkr  as  we  can  go 

We  may  find  pleasure :  wilderness  and  wood, 

Blank  ocean  and  mere  sky,  support^that  mood 

Which  with  the  lofty  sanctifies  the  low. 

Dreams,  Books,  are  each  a  world ;  and  books,  we  know. 

Are  a  substantial  world,  both  pure  and  good : 

Round  these,  with  tendrils  strong  as  flesh  and  blood, 

Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  will  grow. 

There  find  I  personal  themes,  a  plenteous  store, 

Matter  wherein  right  voluble  I  am. 

To  which  I  listen  with  a  ready  ear; 

Two  shall  be  named,  pre-eminently  dear,  -* 

The  gentle  Lady  married  to  the  Moor ; 

And  heavenly  Una  with  her  milk-white  Lamb. 


XLL 

CONCLUDED. 

Nor  can  I  not  believe  but  that  hereby 
Great  gains  are  mine ;  for  thus  I  live  remote 
From  evil-speaking ;  rancour  never  sought, 
Comes  to  me  not ;  malignant  truth,  or  lie. 
Hence  have  I  genial  seasons,  hence  have  I 
Smooth  passions,  smooth  discourse,  and  joyous  thought ; 
And  thus  fi^m  day  to  day  my  little  Boat 
Rocks  in  its  harbour,  lodging  peaceably. 
Blessings  be  with  them  —  and  eternal  praise, 
Who  gave  us  nobler  loves,  and  nobler  cares  — 
The  Poets,  who  on  earth  have  made  us  Heirs 
Of  truth  and  pure  delight  by  heavenly  lays ! 
Oh !  might  my  name  be  numbered  among  theirs. 
Then  gladly  would  I  end  my  mortal  days. 


XLIL 

I  WATCH,  and  long  have  watched,  with  calm  regret, 

Yon  slowly-sinking  star  —  immortal  Sire 

(So  might  he  seem)  of  all  the  glittering  quire ! 

Blue  ether  still  surrounds  him  —  yet — and  yet; 

But  now  the  horizon*s  rocky  parapet 

Is  reached,  where,  forfeiting  his  bright  attire. 

He  bums  —  transmuted  to  a  sullen  fire. 

That  droops  and  dwindles,  —  and,  the  appointed  debt 

To  the  flying  moments  paid,  is  seen  no  more. 

Angels  and  gods !  toe  struggle  with  our  fate, 

While  health,  power,  glory,  pitiably  decline. 

Depressed  and  then  extinguished :  and  our  state, 

In  this,  how  different,  lost  star,  fhnn  thine. 

That  DO  to-morrow  riiall  cor  beams  restore  I 


^ 


XLin. 

TO  B.  R.HATDON.  ESQ. 


High  is  our  calling.  Friend  !  —  Creathre  Art 
(Whether  the  instrument  of  words  abe  use^ 
Or  pencil  pregnant  with  ethereal  hae%) 
Demands  the  service  of  a  mind  and  heait, 
Though  sensitive,  yet,  in  their  weakest  part, 
Heroically  fashioned  —  to  infuse 
Faith  in  the  whispers  of  the  kmely  Mvm, 
While  the  whole  world  seems  adverse  to  desal 
And,  oh !  when  Nature  sinks,  aa  oft  she  may. 
Through  long-lived  pressure  of  obecnre  distna 
Still  to  be  strenuous  for  the  bright  reward* 
And  in  the  soul  admit  of  no  decay, 
Brook  no  continuance  of  weak-mindedness  — 
Great  is  the  glory,  for  the  strife  is  hard ! 


y 


xuv. 

From  the  dark  chambers  of  dejectkn  fteed, 
Spuming  the  unprofitable  yoke  of  care, 
Rise,  Gillies,  rise :  the  gales  of  yooth  shaD  bl 
Thy  genius  forward  like  a  winged  iteed. 
Though  bold  Bellerophon  (so  Jove  decreed 
In  wrath)  fell  headlong  firom  the  fields  of  •■; 
Yet  a  rich  guerdon  waits  on  mimb  that  dm 
If  aught  be  in  them  of  immortal  seed. 
And  reason  govern  that  audacious  flight 
Which  heavenward   they  direct  «-T1ien  dn 

thou, 
Erroneously  renewing  a  sad  vow 
In  the  low  dell  'mid  Roslin's  faded  grove : 
A  cheerful  life  is  what  the  Muses  love, 
A  soaring  spirit  is  their  prime  delight 


XLV. 


Fair  Prime  of  life !  were  it  enough  to  gild 
With  ready  sunbeams  every  straggling  ahovi 
And,  if  an  unexpected  cloud  should  lower« 
Swiflly  thereon  a  rainbow  arch  to  biiild 
For  Fancy's  errands,  —  then,  firom  fields  ImVI 
Gathering  green  weeds  to  mix  with  poppy  (km 
Thee  might  thy  Minions  crown,  and  chant  tfcy 
Un pitied  by  the  wise,  all  censure  stilled. 
Ah !  show  that  worthier  honours  are  thy  due; 
Fair  Prime  of  Life !  arouse  the  deeper  heut; 
Confirm  the  Spirit  glorying  to  pursue 
Some  path  of  steep  ascent  and  lofty  aim; 
And,  if  there  be  a  joy  that  slights  the  dain 
Of  grateful  memory,  bid  that  Joj  dopait 


XLVI. 
iloBl  'Iwas  only  in  s  dream) 
»hich,  u  sage  Aniiquily  believed, 
ews  have  eotnelimes  been  racei»eil, 
own  ihe  wind  from  Isko  oc  elreaiu  j 
jlodioua  requiem,  a  guprpme 
■t  harmony  of  notes,  achieved 
Swan  on  drowsy  biUowa  heaved, 

I  her  pinions  shed  a  silver  glettm, 
not  the  votary  of  Apollo  1 

B  she  not,  singing  aa  he  inspire?, 
awaits  lier  which  the  unecnial  hollow* 

II  earth  partakes  not,  nor  desires  1 
lefiil  Bird,  and  join  the  iramorlul  tjuires  1 
— ftod  I  anrakc,  struggling  in  vain  (o  follow 


xLvn 

RETIREMENT. 

>le  weight  of  what  we  think  and  feel, 
&r  OS  thoaght  and  feeling  blend 

HI,  were  as  nothing,  pnlriot  Friend  ! 
remoiutinnce  would  be  no  appeal ; 

omotc  and  fortify  the  weal 

rn  BetDj;  ia  her  pammount  end ; 

hieh  tbey  alone  shall  comprehend 

1  tbe  mischief  which  they  cannot  heal. 

these  feverish  times  is  sovereign  bliss; 

h  DO  thirst  but  whnt  the  Btrcnm  can  slake, 

led  only  by  ihe  rustling  brake, 
breathe ;  while  llie  unincumbered  Mind 

«esk  aims  at  Eervices  esjigned 

:  Natu^e^  thanks  not  Heaven  amiss. 


rHE  ME.MORY  OF  HAISLEY  CALVERT. 
1   it  must  not  bo  unheard  by  them 
f  respect  my  name,  llmt  I  to  thee 
my  years  of  early  liberty. 
!  was  thine  when  giukne?*  did  condemn 
Ji  to  hopeless  wasting,  root  and  stem  : 
if  ftugal  and  severe,  might  stray 
r  I  lilted;  and  finally  array 
iea  with  the  Muse's  diadem. 
I  in  freedom  I  have  loved  the  truth, 
be  aoghl  of  pure,  or  good,  or  great, 
litvewe;  or  shall  be,  in  the  lays 


T  mood,  which  r 


Vl   II 


MIS  roe,  O  wortliy,  short-lived  Youth '. 
t  bow  much  of  this  will  be  thy  praise. 


,s  not  the  Sonnet;  Critic 
Miodlesa  of  its  just  honoure  | 
ahahspeare  unlocked  his  hes 
Of  this  small  Lute  gave  ease 
A  thousand  times  this  Pipe  ■ 
CamOens  soothed  with  it  an 
The  Sonnet  glittered  »  gay 
Amid  the  cypress  with  whicl 
His  visionary  biow :  a  glow-" 
It  cheered  mild  Spenser,  calli 
To  etruggle  through  dark  waja ; 
Fell  round  the  poth  of  Milton,  in  nis  ii 
The  Thing  became  a  Trumpet,  whence  he  1 
Soul-animating  strains — alaa,  too  few  I 


n. 

Not  Love,  not  Wor,  nor  the  tumultuous  swell 
Of  civil  conflict,  nor  Ihc  wrecks  of  change, 
Nor  Duty  struggling  with  afflictions  strange. 
Not  these  alone  inspire  tlie  tuneful  shell ; 
But  where  untroubled  pence  and  concord  dwe 
There  also  is  the  Muse  not  loth  to  ran^. 
Watching  the  blue  smoke  of  the  elmy  grange. 
Skyward  ascending  from  the  twilight  dell. 
Meek  aspirations  please  her,  lone  endeavour, 
And  sage  content,  and  placid  melancholy ; 
She  loves  to  gaze  upon  a  crystal  river. 
Diaphanous,  because  it  travels  slowly; 
Soft  is  the  music  tliat  would  charm  for  ever; 
The  flower  of  sweetest  smell  is  shy  and  lowly. 


SEPTEMBER.  181*- 
WHII.B  not  a  leaf  seems  faded,  —  while  the  6eldi, 
With  ripening  harvest  prodigally  fair, 
In  brightest  sunshine  ba.ik,  —  this  nipping  air. 
Sent  from  some  distant  clime  where  Winter  wieHi 
His  icy  scimitar,  a  foretaste  yields 
Of  bitter  change  — and  bids  the  Flowers  beware; 
And  whiapere  to  the  silent  Birds,  "Prepare 
Afrainsl  tlie  threotcning  Foe  your  trusUest  shifllda." 
For  me,  who  tinder  kindlier  laws  belong 
To  Nature's  tuneful  quire,  this  rufilling  drj 
Through  leaves  yet  green,  and  yon  crystaJIine  sky, 
Announce  ft  season  potent  to  renew, 
'Mid  frost  and  snow,  the  inalinctive  joys  of  song, 
And  nobler  cares  thtm  lisHeea  Bunimet  V-ttcu. 
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IV. 

NOVEMBER  L 

How  clear,  how  keen,  how  marvellously  bright 
The  efBuence  from  yon  distant  mountain's  head, 
Which,  strewn  with  snow  smooth  as  the  heaven  can 

shed, 
Shines  like  another  Sun  —  on  mortal  sight 
Uprisen,  as  if  to  check  approaching  night. 
And  all  her  twinkling  stars.    Who  now  would  tread. 
If  so  he  might,  yon  mountain's  glittering  head — 
Terrestrial  —  but  a  sur&ce,  by  the  flight 
Of  sad  mortality's  earth-sullying  wing, 
Unswept,  unstained  1    Nor  shall  the  aerial  Powers 
Dissolve  that  beauty  —  destined  to  endure, 
White,  radiant,  spotless,  exquisitely  pure. 
Through  all  vicissitudes — till  genial  spring 
Have  filled  the  laughing  vales  with  welcome  flowers. 


V. 

COMPOSED  DURING   A  STORM. 

One  who  was  suflering  tumult  in  his  soul 

Yet  failed  to  seek  the  sure  relief  of  prayer, 

Went  forth  —  his  course  surrendering  to  the  care 

Of  the  fierce  wind,  while  mid-day  lightnings  prowl 

Insidiously,  untimely  thunders  growl ; 

While  trees,  dim  seen,  in  frenzied  numbers,  tear 

The  lingering  remnant  of  their  yellow  hair, 

And  shivering  wolves,  surprised  with  darkness,  howl 

As  if  the  sun  were  not     He  raised  his  eye 

Soul -smitten,  for,  that  instant,  did  appear 

I^iarge  space,  'mid  dreadful  clouds,  of  purest  sky, 

An  azure  orb  —  shield  of  Tranquillity, 

Invisible,  unlooked-for  minister 

Of  providential  goodness  ever  nigh ! 


VI. 

TO  A  SNOW-DROP. 

liONE  Flower,  hemmed  in  with  snows  and  white  as  they. 

But  hardier  far,  once  more  I  see  thee  bend 

Thy  forehead,  as  if  fearful  to  ofibnd. 

Like  an  unbidden  guest    Though  day  by  day. 

Storms,  sallying  from  the  mountain-tops,  waylay 

The  rising  sun,  and  on  the  plains  descend ; 

Yet  art  thou  welcome,  welcome  as  a  friend 

Whose  zeal  outruns  his  promise !    Blue-eyed  May 

Sliall  soon  behold  this  border  thickly  set 

With  bright  jonquils,  their  odours  lavishinff 

On  the  Gofl  west-wind  and  iiis  frolic  peers ; 

Nor  will  I  then  thy  modest  grace  forget. 

Chaste  Snow-dropb  venturous  harbinger  of  Sprmg, 

And  pensive  monitor  of  fleeting  years ! 


VIL 
COMPOSED  A  FEW  DAYS  AFTER  THE  FOEBGQ 

When  haughty  expectations  prostrate  lie^ 
And  grandeur  crouches  like  a  guilty  thing, 
Ofl  shall  the  lowly  weak,  till  nature  bring 
Mature  release,  in  fair  society 
Survive,  and  Fortune's  utmost  anger  try ; 
Like  these  frail  snow-drops  that  tqgetfaer  ding, 
And  nod  their  helmets,  smitten  by  the  wing 
Of  many  a  furious  whirl-blast  sweeping  by. 
Observe  the  faithful  flowers !  if  small  U>  great 
May  lead  the  thoughts,  thus  straggling  oaed  to  ill 
The  Emathtan  phalanx,  nobly  obstinate; 
And  so  the  bright  immortal  Theban  band, 
Whom  onset,  fiercely  urged  at  Jove's  oonraiiii. 
Might  overwhelm,  but  could  not  separate! 


VIII. 

The  Stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature's  band, 
The  sun  is  peopled ;  and  with  Spirits  blest: 
Say,  can  the  gentle  Moon  be  unpossessed  ? 
Huge  Ocean  shows,  within  his  yellow  stnnd, 
A  Habitation  marvellously  planned. 
For  life  to  occupy  in  love  and  rest; 
All  that  we  see  —  is  dome,  or  vault,  or  nest. 
Or  fort,  erected  at  her  sage  command. 
Glad  thought  for  every  season !  but  the  Spring 
Gave  it  while  cares  were  weighing  on  my  beut, 
'Mid  song  of  birds,  and  insects  murmuring; 
And  while  the  youtliful  year's  prolific  art — 
Of  bud,  leaf,  blade,  and  flower —  was  fawhinoiag 
Abodes  where  self-disturbance  hath  no  part 


IX. 


TO  THE  LADY  BEAUMONT. 

Lady  !  tlie  songs  of  Spring  were  in  the  grov^ 
While  I  was  shaping  beds  for  winter  flowers; 
While  I  was  planting  green  unfading  bowers, 
And  shrubs  to  hang  upon  the  warm  alcove. 
And  sheltering  wall ;  and  still,  as  Fancy  wove 
Tlie  dream,  to  time  and  nature's  blended  poweis 
I  gave  this  paradise  for  winter  hours, 
A  labyrinth.  Lady !  which  your  feet  shall  rote. 
Yes !  when  the  sun  of  life  more  feebly  shines, 
Becoming  thoughts,  I  trust,  of  solemn  gloom 
Or  of  high  gladness,  you  shall  hither  bring; 
And  tliese  perennial  bowers  and  munnnrinf 
Be  gracious  as  the  music  and  the  Ujom 
And  all  the  mighty  ravishment  of 
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TO  THE  LADY  MARY  LOWTIIER. 

ilvcliaii  fiam  Ihe  Poenu  oC  Anne.  Counle*  of  V 
d  aiinca  of  nmilnr  ehoracier  fiom  oihor  wri^ 
bf  1  renule  rheniL 

riScd  a  PoTDassian  Cave 

im  trod)  of  mildly-gleaming  ore  ; 

id,  &om  Bundi;  beds,  ■  lacid  atoro 

le  crystals,  pure  as  tliose  that  pavn 

I  broohs  wbere  Dian  jays  to  lave 

»■  limbs;  and  ventured  lo  explore 

«i  —  (br  reliquea,  upon  Lethe's  shore, 

it  randocn  by  the  euUen  wave. 

i  hands  the  treasures  were  resigned ; 

is  Work '.  a  grotto  bright  and  clear 

1  or  tainl  1  in  which  thy  blameless  mind 

en  thoDg'htii  though  pensive  not  austere ; 

'  deeper  epirit  be  inclined 

losing,  it  may  enter  here. 


XI. 
I  pkature  in  poelic  pcini 
ty  Poett  knoio  ;  —  't  was  rightly  said ; 
ild  the  Muses  elee  allure  to  tread 
otheet  paths,  to  wear  their  lightest  chains  1 
■piest  Fancy  has  inspired  the  Strains, 
le  malice  of  one  luckless  word 
\e  Enthusiast  lo  the  social  board, 
n  belated  on  Ihe  silent  plains  I 
ibes  not,  if  his  thought  stand  clear, 
r  hinderance  and  obscurity, 
lie  Star  that  crowns  the  brovr  of  Moin  ; 
<ckleei<,  aa  a  softly  moulded  tear 
•nt  it  hna  left  the  Virgin's  eye, 
)p  Imgering  or  the  pointed  Thorn. 


XII. 
lerd.  looking  eastward,  softly  snid, 
thy  veil,  0  Moon,  aa  thou  art  bright !" 
thai  little  Cloud,  in  ether  spre&d, 
nted  all  with  tender  light, 
way,  and  showed  ber  ftilgent  hend 
;  —  dazzling  the  Beholder's  sight 
indicate  her  beauty's  right, 
y  thoughtlessly  disparaged. 
I  that  Veil,  removed  or  thrown  aside, 
ting  from  her,  darkenbg  as  it  went; 
^  Mass,  to  bury  or  to  hide, 
i  this  glory  of  the  firmament; 
Jy  yields,  and  is  obscured  ;  —  content 
calm  triumph  of  a  modest  pride. 
2D 


1 
HiiL,  Twilight,  sovereign  i 
^  Not  dull  art  Thou,  as  undia 
'!  But  studious  only  to  rrmo^ 
Day's  mutable  distinctions. 
,  Thus  did  the  waters  gleam, 
To  tlie  rude  Briton,  when, 
,  Here  roving  wild,  he  laid 
I  On  the  hate  rock,  or  throi 
I  Looked  ere  his  eyes  were  c 
j  The  self-same  Vision  whiol 
At  thy  meek  bidding,  shade 
These  mighty  bairiera,  ani 
The  floods,  —  the  stars,  —  _ 
As  the  beginning  of  the  hea 


XIV. 

With  how  rad  steps,  0  Moon,  thou  climbest  the  skj 
How  silently,  and  with  how  wan  a  6ce '.  * 
Where  art  thoul  Thou  whom  I  have  seen  or 
Running  among  the  clouds  a  wood-nymph'f  ■ 
I  Unhappy  Nuns,  whose  common  brea'*-'-!  a 
Which  they  would  stifle,  move  at  su      ■  I       "" 
Tlie  northern  Wind,  to  ooU  thee  to 
Must  blow  to-night  his  bugle  horn.  1 

The  power  of  Merlin,  Goddess !  thif  be : 

And  the  keen  Stars,  fast  as  the  clouds  were  riven. 
Should  sally  forth,  an  emulous  Cumpany, 
AH  hurrying  with  thee  through  the  clear  blue  heaven 
But,  Cynthia!  should  to  thee  the  ^Im  be  given, 
en  both  tbr  beauty  and  for  majesty. 


XV. 

N  as  a  dragon's  eye  that  feels  the  stress 
1  bedimming  sleep,  or  as  a  Inmp 
Suddenly  glaring  through  sepulchral  dBm|^ 
So  bums  yon  Taper  'mid  a  black  recess 
Of  mountains,  silent,  dreary,  motionless: 
The  Lake  below  reflects  it  not;  the  sky, 
Sed  in  clouds,  aflords  no  company 
uitigate  and  cheer  Its  loneliness. 
Yet,  round  the  body  of  Ihat  joyless  Thing 
Which  sends  so  far  ila  melancholy  light. 
Perhaps  are  seated  in  domestic  ring 
A  gay  society  with  faces  bright, 
Conversmg,  reading,  laughing;  —  nr  they  sing, 
While  hearts  and  voices  in  the  Bonj  unite. 

•  Fiom  ■  Sonne!  of  Sir  Philip  SMnar. 


that  enclose 
from  the  ray 
n  the  beame  that  play 
tlie  rough  wind  blows, 
tnoas  that  grows 
'ering  gloom. 

Tomb, 
■.(Um  IJnds  repoee 

—  Live,  ye  Trees! 

pensive  likeness  keep 

Mighty  sleep: 

I  esc  en  lis 
liiimanitie& 
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r  doth  pursue 
flowery  creek 5, 
thy  wnter-bnikes 
of  thee  U 
L  I  would  not  do 
;e  bunisn  checlus 
sliould'et  thou  be, — 
Ihers,  joinis  aor  hairs: 
:lnthed  in  thee 
if  flesh  and  blrund, 
belter  good  ; 


COMPOSED  0.\  THE  BAXKS  OF 

DodHiTic  Teechers,  of  the  anow-while  far! 

vrangling  Schoolmen,  of  the  scarlet  hood  1 
Who,  with  H  keenness  not  ta  be  withstood. 
Press  the  point  home,  —  or  fiUter  and  demur. 
Checked  in  your  courae  by  mAuy  a  leanng  hurt ; 
These  natural  council-seaU  your  acrid  blood 
Might  cool;  — and,  as  ihe  Genius  of  the  flood 
Stoops  willingly  to  animate  and  spur 
Each  lighter  liinclion  elumbcring  in  the  brain. 
Yon  eddying  balls  of  foam  —  these  arrowy  gleam 
Tliat  o'er  the  pavement  of  the  surging  atreann 
Welter  and  flash  —  a  synod  might  detain 
With  subtle  ipecuUtioos,  haply  vain. 
But  •orely  less  ao  than  yotir  &r-fetcbed  Ihemea! 


PiTHB  element  of  waters !  whereeoe'er 
Thou  doet  fbrsnko  thy  subterranean  haunts. 
Green  herbs,  bright  dowers,  and  berry-bearing  plash 
Rise  into  life  and  in  thy  train  appear  : 
And,  through  llie  sunny  portion  of  the  year, 
Swifl  insects  shbe,  Uiy  hovering  pursuivants: 
And,  if  thy  bounty  fail,  the  forest  panta; 
And  hart  and  hind  and  hunter  with  his  spear. 
Languish  and  droop  together.     Nor  unfell 

luui'a  perturbed  soul  thy  sway  benign ; 
And,  haply,  far  within  the  marble  belt 

central  earth,  where  tortured  Spirits  pine 

For  gr«ce  and  goodnees  lost,  thy  mumiuEa  melt 

Their  anguid,  — and  they  blend  aweet  MOf 


MALHAM  COVE. 


W 


frustrated  by  force  or  guile, 
When  giants  scooped  from  out  the  rocky  grounil 
— Tier  under  tier  —  thie  aeinicirque  profound ! 
(Giants  —  the  same  who  built  in  Erin's  isle 
Tlial  Causeway  with  incomparable  toil  1) 
O,  had  this  vast  theatric  structure  wound 
With  finished  sweep  into  a  perfect  round. 
No  mightier  work  had  gained  the  plausive  emile 
or  Bll-beholilJng  Phtehus!     But,  alas, 
Vain  earth  !  —  false  world !  —  Foundatioiw  mu»ttw  I*"' 
la  llenvt-n;  for,  'mid  the  wreck  of  re  and  Vina, 
Things  incomplete  and  purpoaca  betrayed 

•  (Vi»n{u  Mr.  W«1bI1  inform,  lu  in  tiw  leller-nre-  pmtW 
1  invirialily  fcund  to  flow  Ibno^ 


o  hit  sdiDiisbtt 
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't  transits  o'er  truth's  myslii:  glssa 
Bt  olgecU  utterly  decayed. 


XXIL 

GORDALE. 

iwn,  or  lather  when  the  air 

rilh  failing  light,  and  shsdovr;  Eve 

>  conier  and  to  bereave, 

l*e  Votary '.  let  thy  feel  repair 

■chasm,  terrific  as  the  lair 

yoiing'  lioDB  couch  ;  —  fbr  so,  by  leave 

litiotu  hour,  thoa  may 'at  perceive 

)eity,  with  ooiy  hair 

J  crown,  beside  his  jagged  am, 

:  Him  thou  may'st  behold,  who  hides 

^IB  by  day,  yet  there  presides, 

le  docile  waters  how  to  turn  ; 

be,  impodiment  to  spurn, 

iieii  poEsoge  to  the  sall-aca  tides ! 


if  swe  not  easy  to  be  borne 

ly  upon  my  Spirit  — cost 

read  bcKra  of  the  ODkoown  paat, 

I  saw  that  Sisterhood  forlorn ; 

.■hoee  Diarey  streosrth  and  stature  scorn 

of  years  —  pre-eminent,  and  placed 

overlook  the  circle  voeL 

It-mother !  tell  it  to  the  Morn 

iispels  the  cumbious  shades  of  night; 

on  hear,  emerging  Irom  a  cloud, 

ehest  uprose  on  British  ground 

ly ;  in  hieroglyphic  round 

wing,  some  have  deemed,  the  infinite, 

ble  God,  that  tamea  the  proud  \ 


Dore  dark  the  shades  of  evening  fell; 
!-for  point  kis  resched,  hut  late  the  hour; 


IHfTBoTLiTi^  Meg,  placed  in  a  fwrfert  rirele  eighty 
eier.  me  neventy-iwo  in  numt»r,  and  their  heighl 
feci  to  HO  many  ^anii  atnvagiuua<i;  a  little  way 
l«  tiBPih  Ifiig  Meft  henelr.siingle  SiDnp,righican 
TiicB  Ihe  Auihor  (Inl  nw  Ihin  Monumont.  an  he 


r.  .hm-gh . 


wdln. 


And  tittle  could  be  gained  a 

Of  prospect,  whereof  manj 
Yet  did  the  glowing  weat  I 
Salute  us ;  —  there  rtood  I 
Tetnpic  of  Greece,  and  Mi 
SubEtonlially  expressed  —  i 
Or  clock  to  toll  from.     Mat 
With  Groves  that  nfiver  we 
'Mid  seas  how  atead&st!  objecr- 
Of  sileul  rapture;  but  we  felt  i 
We  sliould  forget  lliom ;  they  are 
And  from  our  earthly  memory  &d< 


AndBi 


Tbe»e  words  were  uttered  as  in  pensive  mood 
We  turned,  departmg  Irom  that  solemn  sight: 
A  contrast  and  rnproach  to  gross  delight. 
And  life's  uuspiritiial  pleasures  daily  wooed  I 
But  now  upon  this  thought  I  cannot  brood ; 
It  is  unstable  as  a  dream  of  night ; 
Nor  will  I  praise  a  Cloud,  however  bright. 
Disparaging  Man's  gins,  and  proper  food. 
Grove,  IbIp,  with  every  shape  of  sky-built  dome. 
Though  cl.nd  in  colours  beautiful  and  pure. 
Find  in  the  heart  of  man  no  natural  home: 
The  iinmorla]  Mind  craves  objects  that  endure: 
Theee  clgive  to  it;  from  these  it  cannot  roam, 
Nor  they  from  it :  their  fellowship  is  secure. 


Earth  has  not  any  thing  to  show  more  bir: 
DuU  would  he  he  of  soul  who  could  para  by 
A  sight  so  touching  in  Its  majesty : 
This  City  now  doth  tike  a  garment  wear 
The  beauty  of  the  morning ;  silent,  bare. 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  theatres,  and  temples  lie 
Open  unto  the  fields,  and  to  the  eky ; 
All  bright  and  glittering  in  the  smokeless  air. 
Never  did  sun  more  beautifully  steep 
In  his  first  splendour  valley,  rock,  or  bill; 
Ne'er  saw  I,  never  felt,  a  aslm  BO  deep 
The  river  glideth  at  his  own  sweet  will ; 
Dear  God  \  the  very  houses  seem  asleep ; 
And  all  that  migh^  heart  \a  \3«ig  rtilW 


,  U^'  ... 
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xxvn. 

OXFX)RD,  MAY  30. 18aa 

Yb  sacred  Narseries  of  blooming  Youth ! 

In  whose  collegiate  shelter  England's  Flowers 

Expand  —  enjoying  through  their  vernal  hours 

The  air  of  liberty,  the  light  of  truth ; 

Much  have  ye  suffered  from  Time's  gnawing  tooth. 

Yet,  O  ye  Spires  of  Oxford !  Domes  and  Towers ! 

Gardens  and  Groves !  your  presence  overpowers 

The  soberness  of  Reason ;  till,  in  sooth, 

Transformed,  and  rushing  on  a  bold  exchange, 

I  slight  my  own  beloved  Cam,  to  range 

Where  silver  Isis  leads  my  stripling  feet ; 

Pace  the  long  avenue,  or  glide  adown 

The  stream-like  windings  of  that  glorious  street, 

— An  eager  Novice  robed  in  fluttering  gown ! 


xxvra. 

OXFORD,  MAY  90.  183a 

SHAm  on  this  fidthless  heart !  that  could  allow 
Such  transport — though  but  for  a  moment's  space; 
Not  while — to  aid  the  spirit  of  the  place  — 
The  crescent  moon  clove  with  its  glittering  prow 
The  clouds,  or  night-bird  sang  from  shady  bough, 
But  in  plain  daylight :  —  She,  too,  at  my  side, 
Who*  with  her  heart's  experience  satisfied. 
Maintains  inviolate  its  slightest  vow ! 
Sweet  Fancy !  other  gifts  must  I  receive ; 
Proofs  of  a  higher  sovereignty  I  claim ; 
Take  from  her  brow  the  withering  flowers  of  eve. 
And  to  that  brow  Life's  morning  wreath  restore ; 
Let  her  be  comprehended  in  the  frame 
Of  these  illusions,  or  they  please  no  more. 


XXIX. 

RECOLLECTION  OF  THE  PORTRAIT  OF  KING  HENRY 
EIGHTH.  TRINITY  LODGE.  CAMBRIDGE. 

The  imperial  Stature,  the  colossal  stride, 
Are  yet  before  mo;  yet  do  I  behold 
The  broad  full  visage,  chest  of  amplest  mould, 
The  vestments  'broidered  with  barbaric  pride : 
And  lo !  a  poniard,  at  the  Monarch's  side, 
Ilangs  ready  to  be  grasped  in  sympathy 
With  the  keen  threatenings  of  that  fulgent  eye. 
Below  the  white-rimmed  bonnet,  far  descried. 
Who  trembles  now  at  thy  capricious  mood  ? 
'Mid  those  surrounding  worthies,  haughty  King, 
We  rather  think,  with  grateful  mind  sedate, 
How  Providence  educeth,  firom  the  spring 
Of  lawless  will,  unlooked-for  streams  of  good, 
Deitber  ioice  stuJl  check,  dot  time  abate! 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  MAJE9IT.  (GBOIGC 

THE  THIRD.) 

Ward  of  the  Law ! — dread  Shadow  of  a  King ! 
Whose  realm  had  dwindled  U>  one  stately  room; 
Whose  universe  was  gloom  immersed  in  gkom, 
Darkness  as  thick  as  Life  o'er  Life  could  fling. 
Save  haply  for  some  feeble  glimmering 
Of  Faith  and  Hope ;  if  thou,  by  nature's  dooni, 
Gently  hast  sunk  into  the  quiet  taaah. 
Why  should  we  bend  in  grief,  to  sorxow  cling, 
When  thankfulness  were  best?  —  Fresb-ibwing  !■ 
Or,  where  tears  flow  not,  sigh  sncceeding  aigfa, 
Yield  to  such  afler-thoughtthe  sole  reply 
Which  justly  it  can  claim.    The  Nation  bean 
In  this  deep  knell  —^  silent  for  threescore  yeaia, 
An  unexampled  voice  of  awful  memory  t 


XXXL 

JUNE,    18S0. 

Fame  tells  of  Groves  —  from  England  fiir  awiy— 
*  Groves  that  inspire  the  Nightingale  to  trill 
And  modulate,  with  subtle  reach  of  skill 
Elsewhere  unmatched,  her  ever-varying  lay; 
Such  bold  report  I  venture  to  gainsay ; 
For  I  have  heard  the  choir  of  Richnxnd  hiU 
Chanting,  with  indefatigable  bill. 
Strains  that  recalled  to  mind  a  distant  day ; 
When,  haply  under  shade  of  that  same  wood. 
And  scarcely  conscious  of  the  dashing  oars 
Plied  steadily  between  those  willowy  shores, 
The  sweet^ouled  Poet  of  the  Seasons  stood— 
Listening,  and  listening  long,  in  rapturous  mood. 
Ye  heavenly  Birds !  to  your  Progenitors. 


xxxa 

A  PARSONAGE  IN  0XF0RD6HIR£.t 

Where  holy  ground  begins,  unhallowed  ends, 
Is  marked  by  no  distinguishable  line ; 
The  turf  unites,  the  pathways  intertwine ; 
And,  whercsoe'er  the  stealing  footstep  tends, 
Garden,  and  that  domain  where  Kindred,  Friendik 
And  Neighbours  rest  together,  here  coofiHmd 
Their  several  features,  mingled  like  the  sound 
Of  many  waters,  or  as  evening  blends 
With  shady  night    Soft  airs,  from  shrub  and  floivM 
Wafl  fragrant  greetings  to  each  silem  grave; 
And  while  those  lofly  Poplars  gently  wave 
Their  tops,  between  them  comes  and  goes  a  tkj 
Bright  as  the  glimpses  of  Eternity, 
To  Saints  accorded  in  their  mortal  hour. 

*  Wallachia  is  the  oonntiy  aDiidsd  IB^ 
tSee  NoCe,83.p^SM. 


xxxra. 

AMONG  THE   RUINS  OF   A  CASTLE 
IN  NORTH  WALEa 

ittered  galleries,  'mid  roofless  halls, 
rith  timid  IboUtep  oft  betisyed, 
r  Eig^ha.  nw  scmplee  lo  upbraid 
ough  He,  gentlHBt  among  the  Thralls 
iipon  these  wounds  hath  laid 
Mches,  boH  OS  light  that  folia, 
n  Moon,  opoti  the  Towers  ani!  Walla, 
ling  the  profoundest  sleep  of  shade, 
59!    Wrecli  of  forgotten  wars, 
mdoned  and  the  prying  stars, 
'hce !  at  his  call  the  Seasons  twine 
reaths  around  thy  forehead  hoar ; 
poal  pomp  no  changes  can  restore, 
Kompensc,  bis  gift,  is  Tliine! 

XXXIT. 

LADY  E.  ft  AND  THE  HON.  MISS  P. 
(  THE  GROUNDS  OP  PLA3S  NEWIDD,  NEAl 
1J.ANG0LLIS.  I  Ml. 

1  mingle  with  your  favourite  Dee, 
ux  or  MiDiTATios*  flows ; 
those  fierce  Britons,  pleased  to  see 
face  the  expression  of  repose  1 
re  some  pious  Hermit  chose 
He,  the  pence  of  Hea»co  his  aim ; 
e  wild  sequestered  region  owes, 
iay,  ils  Bunctifying  name. 
LLOADOcii,  in  the  Cambrinn  tongue. 
Vale  of  Frierutihip,  let  ikis  spot 
there,  faithful  to  a  low-roofed  Cot, 
uka,  ye  have  abode  so  long; 
re — a  iove  allowed  to  climb, 
I  earth,  above  the  resell  of  Time ! 


XXXV. 
TORRENT  AT  THE  DEVIL'S  BRIDGE. 

NOHTH  WALES. 
a  named !    In  search  of  what  strange  land 
luge  height,  descending!  Can  such  force 
fBue  from  a  British  source. 
Pindua  fed  Thee,  wliere  the  band 
Koop  their  freedom  out,  with  hand 
?  thine !     Or  corae  the  incesBivnl  shocks 
ung  Stream,  that  smites  tlie  throbbing  roclis 
1    There  i  leem  to  stand. 
I  Mom;  permillcd  to  behold, 
e«d  chasm,  woods  climbing  above  woods; 
tIadesDOt;  everlasting  snows; 
lat  ne'er  relinquish  their  rcpos* ; 
poBsess  the  Family  of  floods 
inds  of  Poets,  yoimg  or  old ! 


•Olrii  Mrm. 


Tnoron  narrow  be  that  Old 

The  poor  Old  Man  is  greal 

For  he  hath  waking  empire 

An  am]>le  sovereignty  of  ey 

Kich  are  liis  walks  with  su] 

The  region  of  his  inner  spi 

With  vital  souads  and  mon 

Of  high  astonishment  and  [ 

lie  the  seven  birds  hath  seet 

Seen  the  Sevfn  Wmsm.Eaa  '"  "1 

And  counted  thein :  and  otle         ' 

For  overhead  are  sweeping  Uj 

Doomed,  with  their  impious  Lord,  tbe  nying  tun 

To  cbaee  fbr  ever,  on  aerial  gnxuidal 


SrKAiraii  visitalionl  at  Jcmima'a  lap 
Thus  hadst  thou  pecked,  wild  ReJk«UtI  I 

say, 
A  half-blown  rose  had  tempted  thee  to  I 
Its  glistening  den's;  but  hallowed  ia  tbe  ^ 
Which  the  Muse  warms ;  and  I,  wboee  liekd 
Am  not  unworthy  of  thy  fellowshipi 
Nor  could  I  let  OTie  thought  —  Oai  motion  —  slir 
That  might  thy  sylvan  confidence  betray. 
For  are  we  rot  all  His  without  whose  care 
Vouchsafed  no  sparrow  falleth  lo  the  ground! 
Who  gives  his  Angela  wings  lo  B]jeed  through  air. 
And  rolls  the  planets  through  the  blue  profound ; 
Then  peck  or  perch,  fond  Flutleret!  nor  forheai 
To  trust  a  Poet  in  still  vision  bound. 


xxxvia 

Wheh  Philoctetea  in  the  Leranian  Ish 

Lay  couched;  —  upon  that  breathleBs  Mooument, 

On  him,  or  on  his  fearfiil  bow  unbent. 

Some  wild  Bird  oft  might  settle  and  beguile 

The  rigid  features  of  a  transient  smile, 

Disperse  the  tear,  or  lo  the  sigh  give  vent, 

SInckening  the  pains  of  ruthlerijs  banishment 

From  home  affections,  and  heroic  toil. 

Nor  doubt  that  spiritual  Creatures  roand  na  more. 

Griefs  lo  allay  that  Reason  cannot  heal; 

And  very  Reptiles  have  sufficed  to  prove 

To  fettered  Wretchedness,  Ihat  no  Baatile 

Is  deep  enough  lo  exclude  the  light  of  lov«, 

Though  Man  for  BrotheT  Man  hta  caued  to  flnL 
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'b  Plsymttce,  tread 

6  flowety  mnr go ; 
IfceUl  barge; 
figh  the  <Ia.nce  are  led ; 
K'carf  beci  — 

o  some  Chi 

le!i  hU  wings  at  larg"^, 
I  Llie  languid  head. 

pTtd  Owl  for  her 
»  lier  fiiney  out 
Inli^hl  flbicfi, 

la  Biniing  ryes. 


XLn. 

ro   ROTHA   (i . 

Rotim,  my  Spirilual  CItild  1  Uiis  bead  ns«  gny 
When  at  Uie  sacred  Font  for  Thee  I  alaai ; 
Pledged  till  tliou  reach  tlie  ferge  of  womaDhood 
And  fihiilt  becotno  t)iy  own  sufficient  slay: 
I  Too  lute,  I  foel,  eweet  Orphan !  was  the  day 
For  steadfast  hope  Ibe  contract  to  fulfil ; 
Vet  sfaaJl  my  blessing  ho»er  o'er  thee  Mill, 
Embodiud  in  the  niiMic  of  this  Lay, 
Breathed  forth  hcside  the  peaceful  monntain  Stnaitf 
Wliose  munnur  aonthed  thy  languid  Mother's  eai 
After  her  throes,  this  Stream  of  name  nMfe  deu 
fiince  thou  doat  bear  it.  —  a  memorial  theme 
For  others ;  for  thy  foture  e^clf  a  spell 
Tu  summon  fiuicic«  out  of  Time's  dark  celL 


r,  the  breast  can  tlirill 
»!  oflhy  bill, 

jfl  unsunned,  uoaircd, 
9  lonely  doom, 
eick  mnr 
Kile  de'ilnrwl. 
Ih  hostile  s( 


I  from  househuld  perch 
\  siiall  Epced  thy  wing, 
o  the  Spring ! 


XLHl 

TO ,  IN  HGR  SEVENTIETH  TEAR. 

SncB  age  how  beautiful '.  O  I^dy  bright. 
Whose  mortal  lineaments  seem  all  refined 
By  favouring  Nature  and  a  saintly  Mind 
To  Eometliing  purer  and  more  exquisite 
Than  flesh  and  blood ;  whene'er  thou  uieet'tt  my  cigll 
Whon  I  behold  thy  blanched  unwilhered  cheek. 
Tliy  temples  fringed  with  locks  of  gleaming  white, 
And  head  that  droops  because  tlie  soul  is  meek, 
o  with  tlie  welcome  Snowdrop  t  compare; 
Tliat  Child  of  Winter,  prompting  thoughts  that  tVoA 
From  desolfltion  toward  the  genial  prime ; 
Or  with  the  Moon  cunquecing  eattb'a  misty  air, 
And  filling  marc  and  more  with  crystal  Ijgiit 
As  pensive  Evening  deepens  into  nighL 


special  gnce 
k  Sower 

f  its  vital  power 
la  each  other  chase, 

t  her  cheek  ; 
't  BO  meek 
1  her  face 
a  of  Death 
(cid,  Heaven  more  bright) 
f  ftith, 
!i  kindred  light; 
f  NTotlier's  knee. 


"  MisESBiNUS !"  and  neither  najne  nor  date, 
Prayer,  text,  or  symbol,  graven  upon  the  st«ne ; 
Nought  but  thai  word  aligned  to  the  unknown, 
That  solitary  word  —  to  sepamte 
Prom  all,  and  cast  a  cloud  around  the  fate 
Of  him  who  lies  beneath.     Most  wretched  one> 
Who  chose  Ilia  Epitaph  1     Himself  nlone 
Could  thus  have  dared  the  grave  to  agitate. 
And  claim,  among  the  dead,  this  anlul  crown; 
Nor  doubt  that  He  marked  also  for  his  own. 
Close  to  these  cloiatral  steps  a  burial-place, 
That  every  foot  might  ftll  with  heavier  trend. 
Trampling  upon  bis  Tileness.     Stran;;er.  pass 
Softly  !  —  To  save  the  contrite,  Jesus  bled, 

•The  Rivor  Koiha,  ilnl  fluw,  ,i,i„  WinJenDMa  fiat* 


XLV. 

now  or  DARLEV  DALE.  DI^RBVSHllIt:. 

Ql  to  the  brow  of  yon  lair  hill 

rs  clomb,  und,  turning  fkce  Irom  fkce. 

k  more  eichnnging-,  grief  to  Btill 

■■h  planted  on  tlut  lofty  plsce 

ree;  then,  eager  to  fulfil 

ss,  like  two  new-born  fivure,  they 

direetionB  urged  tlieii  way 

the  Atseen  mount     No  blast  might  kill 

at  fond  meiDoiift] ;  —  the  trees  grew, 

itwine  their  anns;  but  ne'er  again 

traac  Crothora  upon  earth's  wide  plain; 

/  mutual  joy  or  sorrow  knew 

qiirila  mingled  in  tlie  sea 

If  takes  ail  — Eternity. 


XLVL 
FiLCAL   PIETY, 
tliioiigh  all  severity  of  cold, 
hote'er  the  cottage  hearth 
for  comfort,  or  for  festal  mirth, 
f  Turf  is  half  a  century  old: 
ler!  fifty  winters  have  been  tcid 
nly  the  dart  of  death  went  frath 
who  raised  it,  —  his  Uat  work  on  MTl 
lis  Son  more  prized  tlmn  aught  which  g<old 
we — watched,  preserved  by  his  own  hands, 
il  to  the  Structure,  still  repair 
Though  crumbling  with  each  breath  of  air, 
noratioo  thus  it  stands  — 
lenm !  but  wrens  nestle  there, 
tsta  warble  when  sweet  sounds  are  rare. 


TO  B.  R.  HAYDO.\,  ESQ., 


t  worthier  judges  praise  the  skill 
pencil  shown  in  truth  of  lines 
if  colours;  /applaud  those  signs 
that  give  the  true  poetic  thrill ; 
mbered  ifbole  of  blank  and  still, 
clood  —  ocean  without  a  wave ; 
Uan  that  laboured  to  enslave 
BDl»«(anding  high  on  the  bare  hill  — 
aims  folded,  the  anapparent  face 
nay  &Dcy,  in  thii  dreary  place 
aAccted  front  the  invisible  sun 
brtnnes;  but  not  set  for  aye 
^M  nn^ilty  Power  pnnuea  his  way, 
m  doUi  dawn  peipetoMj  tun. 


CaATBwoftTU  !  thy  stalely 
or  thy  domain,  strange  coo 
To  house  and  home  in  man 

Of  Ihe  wUd  Peak;  where  i.^.. 

Through  fields  whose  thrifty  Occ 

Aa  in  a  dear  end  chosen  banislime.,. 

With  every  semblance  of  entire  coiiteuL; 

So  kmd  is  simple  Nature,  fairly  tried ! 

Vet  He  whose  heart  in  childhood  gave  her  Iro 

To  pastoral  dales,  thin  set  with  modest  farms. 

May  learn,  if  judgment  strengthen  with  his  gro 

Thet,  not  for  Fancy  only,  pomp  hath  charms ; 

And,  strenuous  to  protect  from  lawless  liarma 

The  extremeo  of  favoured  life,  may  honour  both. 


XliX. 


Fatberl  muk  thii  altered  boDf|t<, 
So  beantifiil  of  Ial«,  with  BUMtuoe  wtimed, 
OimoiMvith  dewa;  what  nMfe  nnHghUj  now. 
Its  bloMoma  aliriTelled,  and  its  fruit,  if  fonwd, 
Invuiblel  yet  Bpring  hei  genU  brow 
Knits  not  o'er  that  diaocrianriiig  and  deoqr 
A>  blae  to  expecUtioo.    Nor  &et  than 
At  like  oulovely  proceaa  in  the  Hajr 
Of  human  life :  a  Stripling*!  gncea  blow. 
Fade  and  arc  shed,  that  from  their  timely  fall 
(Misdeem  it  not  a  cankerous  change)  may  grow 
Rich  mellow  bearings,  that  for  thanks  shall  call; 
In  ail  men,  sinliil  is  it  to  be  skiw 
To  hope  —  in  Parentt,  sinful  above  aU. 


ROMAN  ANTIQUITIES   DISCOVERED, 

AT  BiaHOPSTONE,  HEEEf\>EDSIIIRE. 

While  poring  Antiquarians  search  the  ground 

Upturned  with  curious  pains,  the  Bard,  a  Seer, 

Takes  fire:  —  The  men  that  have  been  reappear; 

Romans  for  travel  girt,  for  business  gowned. 

And  some  recline  on  conchee,  myrtlfr«n>wned. 

In  festal  glee :  why  not  1    For  fresh  and  clear. 

As  if  its  hues  were  of  the  passing  year, 

Dawns  this  time-buried  pavement    From  that  mound' 

Hoards  may  come  forth  of  Trajans,  Haximina, 

Shrunk  into  coins  with  all  their  warlike  (oil; 

Or  a  fierce  impress  iwuea  with  ita  foil 

Of  tendemeie  —  the  Wolf,  whoae  suckling  Twiiu 

The  unlettered  Ploughboy  pities  when  he  wina 

The  casual  treasure  &oin  the  faTrowe&  actCL 
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LL 


srr.  Catherine:  of  ledbury 

Whir  haman  toach,  as  monkish  books  attest. 

Nor  was  applied  nor  could  be,  Ledbury  bells 

Broke  forth  in  concert  flung  adown  the  dells. 

And  upward,  high  as  Malvem*s  cloudy  crest ; 

Sweet  tones,  and  caught  by  a  noble  Lady  blest 

To  rapture !  Mabel  listened  at  the  side 

Of  her  loved  Mistress :  soon  the  music  died, 

And  Catherine  said,  **  Here  I  set  up  my  rest'* 

Warned  in  a  dream,  the  Wanderer  long  had  sought 

A  home  that  by  such  miracle  of  sound 

Must  be  revealed :  —  she  heard  it  now,  or  felt 

The  deep,  deep  joy  of  a  confiding  thought ; 

And  there,  a  saintly  Anchoress,  she  dwelt 

Till  she  exchanged  for  heaven  that  happy  ground. 


UI. 

Why  art  thou  silent !    Is  thy  love  a  plant 

Of  such  weak  fibre  that  the  treacherous  air 

Of  absence  withers  what  was  once  so  &ir  ? 

Is  there  no  debt  to  pay,  no  boon  to  grant  1 

Yet  have  my  thoughts  for  thee  been  vigilant 

(As  would  my  deeds  have  been)  with  hourly  care. 

The  mind's  least  generous  wish  a  mendican 

For  nought  but  what  thy  happiness  could  spare. 

Speak,  though  this  sofl  warm  heart,  once  free  to  hold 

A  thousand  tender  pleasures,  thine  and  mine, 

Be  lefl  more  desolate,  more  dreary  cold 

Than  a  forsaken  bird's-nest  filled  with  snow 

'Mid  its  own  bush  of  leafless  eglantine ; 

Speak,  that  my  torturing  doubts  their  end  may  know ! 


LIU. 

Fouft  fiery  steeds  impatient  of  the  rein 
Whirled  us  o'er  sunless  ground  beneath  a  sky 
As  void  of  sunshine,  when,  from  that  wide  Plain, 
Clear  tops  of  far-ofi*  Mountains  we  descry. 
Like  a  Sierra  of  cerulean  Spain, 
All  light  and  luitre.    Did  no  heart  reply  ? 
Yes,  there  was  One ;  —  for  One,  asunder  fly 
The  thousand  links  of  that  ethereal  chain ; 
And  green  vales  open  out,  with  grove  and  field. 
And  the  fair  front  of  many  a  happy  Home ; 
Such  tempting  spots  as  into  vision  come 
While  Soldiers,  of  the  weapons  that  tliey  wield 
Weary,  and  sick  of  strifeflil  Christendom, 
Gaie  on  the  moon  by  parting  cjouds  revealed. 


UV. 
TO  THE  AUTHOR'S  PORTRAIT. 


[Painted  at  Rydal  Mount,  by  W.  Picker^gill,  Eiq^  tar  St 

College,  Cambridge.] 


Go,  faithfiil  Portrait !  and  where  long  hath  kneli 
Margaret,  the  saintly  Foundress,  take  thj  plaee; 
And,  if  Time  spare  the  colours  for  the  grace 
Which  to  the  work  surpassing  skill  hath  dealt, 
Thou,  on  thy  rock  reclined,  though  EjngdooiB  dm 
And  States  be  torn  up  by  the  roots,  wih  seem 
To  breathe  in  rural  peace,  to  hear  the  streamy 
To  think  and  feel  as  once  the  Poet  felt. 
Whate'er  thy  fate,  those  features  have  not  gfovn 
Unrecognized  through  many  a  hooseboM  tear, 
More  prompt  more  glad  to  fidl  than  drops  of  den 
By  morning  shed  around  a  flower  half  Uown ; 
Tears  of  delight,  that  testified  how  tme 
To  life  thou  art,  and,  in  thy  truth,  how  dear ! 


LV. 
C  O  N  C  L  U  8 1  o  x>r. 

TO    

If  these  brief  Records,  by  the  Muses'  art 
Produced  as  lonely  Nature  or  the  strife 
That  animates  the  scenes  of  public  life 
Inspired,  may  in  thy  leisure  claim  a  part; 
And  if  these  Transcripts  of  the  private  heait 
Have  gained  a  sanction  from  thy  falling  tears, 
Then  I  repent  not :  but  my  soul  hath  fears 
Breathed  from  eternity ;  for  as  a  dart 
Cleaves  the  blank  air,  Life  flies :  noW  every  day 
Is  but  a  glimmering  spoke  in  the  swift  wheel 
Of  the  revolving  week.    Away,  away. 
All  fitful  cares,  all  transitory  zeal ; 
So  timely  Grace  the  immortal  wing  may  heal. 
And  honour  rest  upon  the  senseless  clay. 


LVL 

1*1  my  mind*s  eye  a  Temple,  like  a  cloud 
Slowly  surmounting  some  invidious  hill. 
Rose  out  of  darkness :  the  bright  Work  stood  stil 
And  might  of  its  own  beauty  have  been  proud, 
But  it  was  fashioned  and  to  God  was  vowed 
By  Virtues  that  difl!used,  in  every  part. 
Spirit  divine  through  forms  of  human  art: 
Faith  had  her  arch  —  her  arch,  when  winds  bJoar  1 
Into  the  consciousness  of  safety  thrilled ; 
And  liove  her  towers  of  dread  foundation  laid 
Under  the  grave  of  things;  Hoie  had  her  spire 
Star-high,  and  pointing  still  to  something  higfur; 
Trembling  I  gazed,  but  heard  a  voice— It  said 
Hell-gates  are  powerlees  Pbantoma  when  wi  boiU 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


PART  THIRD. 


I. 
e  bold  win^  of  poefj  aS'ect 
,  and  wheel  around  the  mountain  Lops 
frotn  Iter  lofliesl  bejght  she  drops 
eJ  to  skim  the  plain  with  wild  flowers  dccl 
L  solemD  grove  whose  ahadca  proli-ct 
iogdew — tliere  steals  alongr.  or  elope 
the  least  small  bird  timl  roiind  her  hnjja, 
§■  worm,  with  wnsilive  respect 
uu  are  they  therefore  less  divinei 
its  leaa  deep,  or  loid  of  grave  intent 
-St  kocics!     Should  tlial  fear  be  tliine, 
>Utf,  ere  tbj'  band  present 
ig,  kneel  before  her  modest  Bhrine, 
b  penitential  sorrow  bentl 


IV.  ._..,„ 

TuK  most  alluring  cloudd  I 

Owe  to  a  troubled  element 

Their  hues  to  EuniKt     If  «  i 

We  watch  their  eplendour,  tf 

Aod  1^'ish  the  lord  of  da/  bii 

Would  hasten,  that  eucIi  pomp  it 

Behold,  already  they  fi>r^et  la  <  '- 

DJHBolve  —  and  leave  to  him  who  " 

Not  loth  lo  thank  each  moment  f>  lu 

Of  pure  delight,  come  wliensoe'er  it  may. 

Peace  let  us  seek,  —  to  sLeadfaal  things  attune 

Calm  expectations,  leaving  to  the  gay 

And  volatile  their  luve  of  txaasient  bower*. 

The  bouse  that  cannot  pasa  away  be  ours. 


n. 

-  He  hath  put  his  heart  to  bcIiooI, 
lo  move  iinpropped  upon  the  staff 
hath  lodged  wilhin  his  hand  —  mu^t  laugh 
only,  and  shed  tears  by  rule, 
nature;  the  live  currunl  qunff, 
}  grovellet  sip  his  stngTiant  pool, 
t  else,  when  critics  grave  and  cool 
li  him,  acorn  should  write  hie  epitaph. 
Lfae  meadow-flower  its  bloom  unfold  1 
e  lovely  litlle  fluwer  is  tree 
a  root,  and,  in  that  tVocdDm,  bold ; 
grandeur  of  the  furest-tree 
by  casting  in  a  formal  mould, 
iown  divine  vitality. 


III. 
ithee,  wail !"  this  answer  Lcsbia  threw 
r  dove,  and  took  no  furtlier  heed, 
IS  busy,  while  her  fingers  flew 
harp,  with  soul-engrossing  fpeed; 
lot  bondage  when  hor  tliout'hla  were  freed 
nd  toward  the  ctwe-ehut  caseuienl  drew, 
«  poor  unregarded  favourite,  true 
istiiHis,  had  been  heard  to  plead 
ing  wing  for  entrance.     What  a  shriek 
D  that  voice  so  lately  tuned  to  a  strain 
y!  —  a  shriek  of  terror,  pain, 
piXHCh  !  lor,  from  alott,  a  kite 
4iid  the  dove,  which  from  its  nitlilera  beak 
Mt  rescue,  perished  in  her  sight  1 
2E 


By  art's  bold  privilege  Warrior  and  War-horM  at 
I  On  ground  yet  strewn  with  their  \aei  battle's  wre 

Let  Ibe  steed  glory  while  his  master's  hand 

Lies  fixed  for  agea  on  his  conscious  neck ; 
j  But  by  the  chieflain's  look,  tliough  at  his  side 

Hangs  tliat  day's  treasured  sword,  how  tirm  a  chei 
'  Is  given  to  triumpli  and  all  human  pride  ! 
'  Yon  trophied  mound  shrinks  to  a  sliadowy  speck 
,  In  bis  calm  presence !     Him  tbc  mighty  deed 

Elates  not,  brought  ftr  nearer  the  grave's  rest. 

As  shows  tb.it  time-worn  lace,  for  he  such  seed 
I  Has  sown  aa  yields,  we  trust,  the  fruit  of  fame 
I  III  Heaven ;  lience  no  one  blushes  for  thy  name, 

Conqueror,  mid  (ome  sad  thoughts,  divinely  blest'. 


COMI-OUED  OH  A  MAY  HORNING,  183B. 
IjirE  with  yon  lambs,  like  dRy,  is  Just  begun. 
Yet  nature  seems  to  them  a  heavenly  guide. 
Does  joy  approach !  they  meet  the  coming  tide ; 
And  euUennesa  avoid,  as  now  tliey  shun 
Pale  twilight's  lingering  glooms,  — and  in  the  sua 
Couch  near  their  dams,  with  quiet  satisfled; 
Or  gambol  —  each  with  his  shadow  at  his  side. 
Varying  its  shape  wherever  he  may  run. 
As  they  from  turf  yet  hoar  with  sleepy  dew 
All  turn,  and  court  the  shining  and  the  green, 
Where  herbs  look  up,  and  opening  Rowera  are  seen ; 
Why  to  God's  goodness  cannot  wo  bo  true. 
And  80,  His  gills  aod  promises  between, 
Peed  to  tlie  last  on  pleasures  ever  now  < 


vn. 

Lo !  where  she  stands  fixed  in  a  saint-likt 
One  upward  band,  as  if  she  needed  rest 
From  rapture,  lying  sollly  on  her  breast  I 
Nor  wants  her  eyeball  an  ethereal  glaoM 
20* 


!— that 

uf  painful  strife 
ry  of  lliifl  life 

verse  clrcuniBtAnce. 

lien  Blie  hoped  U>  pass 

ho  Ircad 


ight,  fur  daily  bmd, 
dui;  BpenL 


icmory  Mo 
i[D  tliflt  cannot  fade, 
liinh-plnce  ne'er  shall  floe 
and  phnnloms  be ; 
ing  in  its  Ulead, 
t'ar-didtant  yoara, 
[ought!  lliat  inward  eye, 
cuuld  tliy  art 
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And  in  a  moment  charmed  my  cam 
Yes,  I  will  fonh,  bold  bird!  ud  fn« 
That  we  may  sing  tngelber,  if  thou 
So  loud,  »  clear,  my  parmer  throufi 
Mule  in  her  nest  tove-chc«en,  if  not 
Like  thine,  ihall  gladden,  aa  in  seui 
breathed  well  content.  Thrilled  by  loose  anatcbe*  of  (be  mx 
jould   print  earth's 


,^*  t'^MJ 


I  nun  ted.  unileprcst, 
:lowl  and  rain ; 
dearlen 
love  and  neet, 
blest. 
'd  a  Itre^idc  prisoner'a  chain, 
fretted  brain, 


XL 

"T  IS  he  whose  yeater^Teniiig'a  high 
Beat  back  the  roaring  storm  —  but  b 
Tlia  day-break  note,  a  nd  vieiawtude 
Docs  the  hour'd  drowsy  weight  hi*  g 
Or,  like  the  nightingale,  her  joyoua 
Pleased  to  renounce,  doea  thia  deu  t 
Ilis  voice  to  Buit  the  temper  of  yon  c 
Doubly  deprcfEcd,  aetting,  and  in  he: 
Rise,  larrly  ann  '.  and  let  the  songate 
(The  balance  trembling  between  nig 
No  longer)  with  what  ecstasy  upbon 
He  can  pour  forth  his  spirit  In  hen 
And  earth  below,  Ihcy  beat  can  aervi 
Who  meet  moat  feelingly  the  calla  o 


Oh  what  a  wreck '.  how  chonj^  ta 

;  Yet — tlioiigh  dread  Powers,  that 

I  Rnlnnglings  of  the  brain;  though  sli 
I  O'er  the  chilled  heart  —  reflect;  far, 
'  Hers  ia  a  holy  being,  freed  from  sin. 
She  is  not  what  5I10  seems,  a  forlorn 
But  delegated  Spirits  comfort  fetch 
To  her  from  heights  that  reason  inaj 
Like  children,  she  is  privileged  to  hi 
Divine  communion !  both  do  Hve  ant 
Whnle'er  to  shallow  faith  their  wayi 
Inly  illumined  by  Heaven's  pitying  I 
Love  pitying  innocence  not  long  to  1 
In  them  —  in  her  our  sins  and  sorrot 


xni. 

Imtewt  on  gathering  wool  from  hed| 
Yon  busy  littlo-oncs  rejuice  that  aooi 
A  poor  old  dame  will  blen  them  for 
Great  is  their  glee  while  flake  they 
With  rival  earneslnesfl;  far  other  st 
Than  will  hereafter  move  them,  if  t 
Pastime  their  idol,  give  their  day  of 
To  pleasure  enalched  for  reckless  pli 
Can  pomp  and  show  allay  one  heart- 
Pains  which  the  world  inflicts  cui  al 


in  interval  bowcver  Lrief; 
nl  thoughts  that  searcli  (or  stcdfiist  light, 
en  her  dcptlis,  unci  duty  in  her  lui^hl, 
h  —  these  only  yield  secure  relief 


tXUffTIIATED  Bi 


NEWSPAPF.nS. 


«■  was  deemed  man's  nobleat  attribute, 
Iten  words  the  glory  of  hia  hnnd ; 
llowed  printing  with  enlarged  command 
Ight  —  docnlnion  vsst  and  absolute 
wlmg  truth,  and  making  love  expand. 
me  and  Terse  Bunk  into  disrepute 
^uoy  a  dumb  art  thai  best  can  suit 
:e  of  this  once  intellcclual  land. 
rard  movement  surely  have  we  here, 
infaood  —  back  to  childhood ;  for  the  age  — 
vai^a  OTemcd  life's  first  rude  career. 
thia  vile  abuse  of  pictured  page  ! 
es  be  all  in  all,  the  tongue  and  ear 
1     IleaveD  keep  ue  from  a  lower  stage. 


-\V. 


A  n.EA  FOR  aijTHubs,  mav  leae. 
impartial  meamre  to  dispense 
r  aaitDr,  equity  ii  laroe; 
iai  jtistiec,  strifrt  of  reverence 

iral  rigblB,  a  mockery  and  a  slmme ; 

:  a  servile  dupe  of  faW  pretence, 

ding  gro«ect  things  from  common  claim 

1  lor  ever,  she,  to  works  that  came 

ind  and  spirit,  grudge  a  ehurt-lived  fence. 

!  lengthened  privilege,  a  lincnl  tie, 

it!"     Yea,  heartless  ones,  or  be  it  proved 

a  a  fiiult  in  us  to  have  lived  and  loved 

lers  with  like  temporal  liopes  to  die; 

ic  harm  that  genius  from  Iier  coiirae 

■d;  and  streams  of  truth  dried  up,  even  at  their 


"Of  culture,  even  to  feel  or  ut  -— 

"  My  simplest  lay  that  to  their 
"May  cling.  —  Hard  fate  whic 
"Did  justice  mould  Ihc statotei    ii  > 
"  A  book  time-cherished  and  an  tii"" 
"  Are  high  rewards ;  but  bound  tt 
"Or  reanon's!     No.  —  Hopcsspii' 
I  "  From  out  the  bosom  of  a  maiesl 
"  Extend  through  unambitious  ye^is  lO  coin* 
"  My  carelesB  little  one  for  lliee  and  (liine !" 

XVil. 

I        TO  THE  BEV.  CHRlSTtjrnEK  WORDSWoa 


EnjoHTENCD  teacher,  gladly  from  thy 

Have  I  received  this  proof  of  pains  besti, 

By  thee  to  guide  thy  pupils  on  tlie  road 
That,  in  our  native  isle,  and  every  land. 
The  Church,  when  trusting  in  divine  command 
And  in  her  Catliulic  attributes,  hath  trod: 
O  may  these  lessons  be  with  profit  scanned 
To  thy  heart's  wish,  tliy  labour  blest  by  God  1 
So  tiie  bright  faces  of  tlie  young  and  gay 
Shall  look  mora  briglil  —  the  happy,  happier  still ; 
Catch,  in  the  pauses  of  ilieir  keenest  play, 
Motions  of  tliougiit  which  elevate  the  will 
And,  like  the  spire  that  from  your  classic  hill 
PoinU  heavenward,  indicate  the  end  and  way. 
Rraii.  UoDHT.  Dk.  II.  lBi3. 


'  my  buried  sod  '.  while  thus  thy  hand 
jring  mine,  it  addena  me  to  think 
Vint  may  press  thee  down,  and  with  Ihee  sink 
luldren,  lell  unfit,  through  vain  demand* 


What  strong  allurement  draws,  what  spirit  guideti 
Tliee,  Vesiier!  brighleniug  slill,  as  if  Ibc  nearer 
Thou  com'at  to  man's  abode  the  spot  grew  dearer 
Night  after  night?     True  ia  it  nature  hides 
Ilcr  treasures  less  and  less.  —  Man  now  presides 
In  power,  where  once  he  trembled  in  his  weakness; 
Science  advances  with  gigantic  strides; 
Bjt  are  we  aught  enricht^d  in  love  and  meekness! 
Aught  dost  thou  see,  bright  star  1  of  pure  and  wisa 
More  tlian  in  humbler  times  graced  human  story; 
That  makes  our  hearts  more  apt  to  sympathise 
With  heaven,  our  souls  more  fit  for  future  glory. 
When  enith  shall  vanish  from  our  closing  eyes, 
Ere  we  lie  down  in  our  last  dormitory! 


''n-ii  """"j'  "^ '"■"'^i.'"  ",.,■'''*''''""  ■"  '^'i'z^  Feom  the  pier's  head,  musing,  and  with  increase 
a  Bui,  praeedeame  m  the  pablicexpreMion  at  ibi*    _,  ,      .,  ,    ,   .. 

which  h«l  bMD  for«d  100  often  apon  my  own   ^^  """-l"'  ^  •"'«  ^^^^^  ^^  ^-^'^^  t"""*- 
raBambarins  bow  few  desundBnt*  of  men  ami-   Under  the  white  cliff's  battlemented  crown, 
iuntara  ara  arsii  known  to  ejist.  .  Hushed  to  a  depth  of  more  than  sabbath  peace: 


liironged,  but  why  disown 
whence  this  atninge  release 
e  elsewhere  unknown  ?  — 
ill  wonder  cease; 
hive  Eel  free 

of  life"! 

ipcska  from 
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Mu9t  perish ;  —  how  can  they  tliis  blight  endunt 
And  muBt  he  too  the  niUiIesa  chaage  bemcan 
Who  fcotna  a  fatve  ulililarian  lure 
Mid  his  pateroal  Gelds  at  nndom  Ihrown? 
Bolfle  the  threat,  bright  scene  from  Orresl-h™i 
Given  to  the  pausing  traveller's  mptureiia  glinee; 
Plead  for  thy  peace,  thou  beautiful  romance 
Of  nature;  and,  if  human  hearts  be  doad, 
S|ieak,  passing  winds:  ye  torrents,  with  youi  Etn 
And  eonslanl  voice,  protest  againsi  tlie  wronf. 
nuito- 1^,  ISM. 


xxui. 

pROin)  were  ye,  mountains,  when,  in  timet  cf  oli 
Your  patriot  «oni<,  to  stem  invafiive  war. 
Intrenched  your  brows;  ye  gloried  in  each  ton: 
Now,  for  your  shame,  a  power,  the  thirst  of  ffi^i. 
That  rules  o'er  Britain  like  a  banefu]  star. 
Wills  that  your  peace,  your  beauty,  shall  be  s>lil. 
And  clear  way  made  for  her  triumphal  car 
Tlirough  the  beloved  retreats  your  arms  enfiild! 
Hoard  tb  that  whistle?     As  her  long-linked  mil 
Swept  onwards,  did  the  vision  cross  your  view 
Yqs,  ye  were  startled ;  —  and,  in  hahince  inie. 
Weighing  the  mischief  with  the  promised  gii; 
Mountains,  and  vales,  and  floods,"^ !  call  on  you 
To  Khare  the  passion  of  a  jusl  disdain. 


AT  Pl'RKEEa  ABBEV. 

Heub,  where,  of  havoc  tired  and  rash  nndoio^ 

Man  left  this  structure  to  become  time's  prey 

A  soothing  spirit  follows  in  the  way 

That  Nature  takes,  her  coi;nter-work  puieuing. 

See  how  her  ivy  clasps  the  sacred  ruin 

Fall  to  prevent  or  beautify  decay; 

And,  on  the  mouldered  walla,  how  bright,  bow  j 

The  flowers  in  pearly  dews  their  bloom 

Thanks  to  the  place,  blessings  upon  the  mur; 

Even  Bs  I  speak  the  rising  sun's  first  smile 

Gleams  on  the  gmss-crowned  top  of  yon  tall  Um 

Whose  cawing  occuponts  with  joy  proclaim 

Prescriptive  title  to  the  a!  at  Cored  pile 

Where,  Cavendish,  lliine  eeems  nothing  but  a  Ml 

yoomanry  fpcl  to  ihpir  umall  mherilancea  ran  scan 
over-inled,  Nsnr  ihc  hou»P  of  one  oflbdm  siandil 
nilicpnl  irpc,  which  a  neighbour  o(  the  owner  advii 
10  fell  fnr  prolil's  aake.  "  Fell  it !"  eiclaimed  ihe  p 
"  I  had  mther  Tull  on  mv  kopes  and  worship  ic"  I 
pens,  I  believe,  that  (hi  intended  railway  tnfdl 
through  tbia  liitle  properly,  and  I  bop«  that  an  ipd 
tha  answer  will  not  be  thought  nocoraary  by  «■ 
enter*  iota  the  strength  of  the  reeling. 


r 
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AT  FfRNESS  ABBET. 

nilffaj  labourers  to  tuw  gruiind 
noontide  resL     Tlit-y  eil,  tliey  wnlk 
B,  but  no  idle  talk 
ive  deiDeanouT  all  are  hoimil : 
Dice  a  liymn  with  tuiii^rul  Bou[id 
lore  the  long-dwerted  quire 
M  Kpulchrsl  earth,  arouoJ. 
And  with  filed  eyes  admire 
td  arch,  wondering  how  it  wu  raised, 
h  in  air,  ita  Birenglh  and  grace : 
I  Ihe  epirit  of  Uie  place, 
eral  reverence  God  la  praised : 
;ta,  Bland  ye  not  reproved, 
w  sioiple-heaned  men  are  moved  ?  • 


Sehvinq  no  haughty  muse,  my  bi 

Disposed  some  cultured  flowerela 

Where  Ihey  bloomed  singly,  or  ii 

Each  kiDd  in  several  beds  of  one 

Both  to  allure  the  casual  ioiterer, 

And  that,  eo  placed,  my  nurslingt 

Studious  regard  with  opportune  d 

Nor  be  unilianlsed,  un!c»«  I  fondly  err. 

Rut  melaphor  dismissed,  and  thanks  apart. 

Reader,  farewell !  My  last  words  let  lliem  be  — 

If  in  IhiB  book  6ncy  and  truth  agree ; 

ir  Bimple  nature  trained  hj  careful  art 

Through  it  have  found  a  passage  lo  thy  heart ; 

Grant  roe  thy  love,  1  crave  no  other  fee ! 
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OEPAHTCHE. 
IS  V4U  gr  otAiMUi.    toncrr.  IW3. 
lade  that  walked  Elysinn  plums 
ES  covet  dissoluble  chains; 
MDta  of  the  zone  ihat  lies 
-a,  celestial  Paradise, 
lid  heighten  joy,  to  overleap 
ital  battlements,  and  peep 
region,  thdugh  less  fair, 
nga  are  made  and  managed  there. 
worse  might  please,  incursion  bold 
at  darkness  and  of  cold ; 
e  with  aery  flight  to  steer, 
ge  of  Cbaoe  bang  in  fear, 
I  often  do  I  find, 

reut,  wings  growing  in  my  mind, 
me  rock  or  hill  is  overpast, 
lout  one  look  behind  me  cast, 
'itb  which  nature,  from  the  birth 
fenced  this  fairest  spot  on  earth. 
nsit,  Giasmere !  to  resign 
Ids,  abodes  CO  colmoa  thine; 
:cast  with  himseH'  at  atrife ; 
oainess,  time,  or  care  for  life 
choice)  or,  if  constrained  in  part, 
nUre'a  freedom  at  the  heart;  — 
tment  upon  wildest  shores, 
itract  from  bleakest  moors; 
tmbrace  all  beauty  to  enfold, 
[hts  in  all  that  we  behold. 

•  Se«  N««. 


Tlieit  why  these  lingering  steps  I  —  A  bright  sdieo. 
For  a  brief  aboence,  proves  that  love  is  inie ; 

r  can  tlie  way  be  irksome  or  forlorn 
That  winds  into  itself  for  swcel  return. 


ORAVE  OP  BURKB. 


I  SHIVER,  spirit  fierce  and  bold. 

At  thought  of  what  I  now  behold : 

As  vapours  breathed  from  dungeons  cold 

Strike  pleasure  dead. 
So  sadness  comes  from  out  the  mould 

Where  Burns  is  kid. 

And  have  I  then  thy  bones  so  near, 
.  And  thou  forbidden  to  appear  1 
Aa  if  it  were  thyself  that's  hero 

I  shrink  with  pain ; 
And  both  my  wishes  and  my  fear 

Alike  are  vain. 

Off  weight  —  nor  press  on  weight!  — awa 
Dark  thoughts !  —  they  came,  but  not  to  si 


I  [he  Volume  of  SoniHis,  the 

is  of  ihe  aannels  of  Miliou,  iir«l 
II  form.  Tfaa  faei  is  noi  men- 
will  be  dsenied  of  anjt  import- 
a  public  aeknowledginent 
e  of  the  innumerable  obligaiions.  which,  as  a  poe< 
I  man.  I  am  under  to  our  greal  fellow- connlnwan 
iL  MorwT,  May  Slit.  1838."— H.  E.] 


|t  In  a  brief  advcrtisemenl 

aulhareaid: 

'■Myadmiratio 

of  some 

IS  in  that 

on  that  il  n 

■nee  by  ibe  reader 

but  mere 
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led  Teclinga  would  I  p&y 

ribule  dje 

Wronged  or  distrMt; 

aughl  that  hides  bii  clay 

And  surely  here  it  may  be  a 

mortal  view. 

That  such  ai«  blert. 

flower,  whoso  modert  worth 

And  oh  for  thee,  by  pitying  ( 

^nius  'glinted'  forth, 

Checked  ofl-times  in  a  devioK 

Car  that  touchiof  earth. 

May  He  who  balloweth  the  f 

itBcems. 

Where  man  is  laid 

U  humble  birth 
matchlcH  beams. 

Receive  thy  spirit  in  the  emh 
1                    For  which  it  pnyed! 

ig  heart,  where  be  they  now!— 
Bspimnt  of  Iho  plough, 
rooipt,  the  brave. 

Sighing  I  turned  away ;  bat  • 

1         Night  fell  I  heard,  or  aeemed 

Music  that  sorrow  comei  mt 

le  obscurest,  in  the  low 

A  ritual  hymn. 

lent  grave. 

Chaunted  in  love  that  carta  o> 
By  Seraphim. 

grieved,  for  he  wu  gtao 

—^ 

1  hailed  when  first  it  shoDe, 

It.  (2.) 

lowed  my  youth 

TIIOHQBTS 

ly  build  a  princely  throne 
mble  tnilh. 

er  the  current  tend^ 

Too  frail  to  keep  the  lofty  toi 

•B  and  with  it  blends,— 

'         That  must  have  followed  wbe 

honry  top  ascends 

Was  wreathed  —  "The  Viwi 

ddaw  Bcen,— 

With  holly  spray, 

e  were,  and  loving  friends 

He  faultered,  drifted  to  and  fr 

ght  have  been ; 

And  p«f«ed  away. 

hough  diversely  inclined; 

Wei:  might  such  thoughts,  de 

1  heart  and  mind  with  mind, 

Our  minds  when,  lingering  al 

lin  fibres  are  entwined. 

Over  the  grave  of  Bunia  we  I 

rh  nature's  skill, 

In  social  grief — 

lontraries  be  joined 

Indulged  as  if  it  were  a  wron| 

loeely  still. 

To  seek  relief. 

start,  and  let  it  flow; 

But,  leaving  each  unquiet  thei 

habitant  below,' 

Where  gentlest  judgments  mi 

noment  — evenao- 

And  prompt  to  welcome  every 

we  together 

or  good  and  ftir, 

talked  where  gowans  blow. 

Let  us  beside  this  limpid  rtrea 

viid  heather. 

Breathe  hopeful  air. 

s  would  have  then  been  placed 

Enough  of  sorrow,  wreck,  and 

ich ;  of  knowledge  graced 

Tiiink  rather  of  these  moment 

a  rich  repast '. 

y  goon!  — 

His  course  was  true. 

weep,  thou  mournful  blaal, 

When  wisdom  prospered  in  hii 

ve  graas-grown. 

And  virtue  grew. 

on,  his  joy  and  pride. 

YcE,  freely  let  our  hearts  expa 

'ks  past  the  stripling  died,) 

Freely  as  in  youth's  season  bla 

to  his  ftther'a  aide. 

When  side  by  side,  his  book  in 

iviiii;8i;,'ht! 

We  wont  to  stray. 

ch  in  not  denied 

Our  pleasure  varying  at  comm 

id  di-ligliL 

Of  each  swoel  lay. 

(  ttniiit  Ird 

How  oft  inspired  must  fae  have 

nd  <>m'i..g  ihu  dead. 

These  pathways,  yon  far^rtretc 
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Itirlu  bis  home;  in  ttial  abode, 

Wiih  mirth  elate, 
bis  nobly-peiuive  mood, 

The  TUEtic  sate. 

thougiiU  that  image  overawes, 

it  liuinbly  let  ae  pause, 
>k  cf  NxUire,  from  what  cnuse 

And  by  what  rulea 
Bioed  her  Burns  to  nin  applaud 

Tlmt  Ehamee  the  echoota. 
gb  busiest  street  anil  loneliest  glen 
It  ibe  flashes  of  bis  pen; 
lea  mid  winter  anou's,  and  when 

Bees  Gil  their  hives; 
ID  the  geocral  heart  of  men 

His  power  Burvives. 
need  of  Gelds  in  some  far  clime 
)  Heroes,  Sages,  Birds  aublime. 
It  that  fetched  the  flowing  rfayme 

Prora  genuine  springs, 
Iwell  leather  till  old  Time 

Folds  up  bis  wings  ? 

Mercy !  to  the  gales  of  Heaven 
linatjel  lead,  bis  sins  ^given ; 
leful  conflict,  the  heart  riven 

With  vain  endeavour, 
lemory  of  earth's  bitter  leasen, 

Gfiaced  for  ever. 

by  to  him  conGne  the  prayer, 
kindred  tboiiffhts  and  yearnings  bear 

!  frail  heart  the  purest  share 
With  all  that  live  1  — 

»t  of  what  we  do  and  are, 
Jost  God,  forgive !  • 


tier  bum  Wnrdawonh  lo  ihe  iUiior,  dated 
It,  Dec.  23d,  1639,  ibis  poem  is  referred  lo  as 
'  •  •  There  ii  a  ditTerence  of  more  than  the 
BT  life,  I  believe,  belween  our  ages.  I  am  now 
the  brink  of  thai  vnsl  oceBii  I  must  sail  >o  soon 
eedil;  lose  sighl  of  ihe  ahore ;  and  1  could  not 
mceived  how  liille  I  now  am  troubled  by  the 
ow  long  or  abort  a  time  tfaey  who  remain  upon 
ay  have  night  of  me.  The  oiber  day  I  chanced 
g  over  ■  MS.  poem  belonging  lo  ibe  year  1803, 
ictualiy  composed  till  many  years  afterwards, 
rated  by  viaiting  Ihe  neighbaurhood  of  DumfrieB, 
oma  bad  resided,  and  where  he  died;  it  con- 

I  Mercy  I  (o  the  gates  of  Heaven,  dtc. 
idded,  the  other  day, 
*by  (o  him  confine  the  prayer,  Ilc. 
reflect  upon  this  lut  eiclamalian,  (he  mare  I 
rhap*  il  may  in  aome  degree  be  the  eame  wiib 
d  in  attaching  comparatively  amatl  imponaticc 
It  that  I  may  be  enabled  li    ' 


n.(j 

TO  THE  BON8 


«t/™«i  tJ 


/ 


well,  howi 


n  convinced  that  i 


rite  in  the  earlier  pan  of  their  livee,  and  why 
point  I  need  not  tonch  open  in  writing  tt 


'Mio  crowded  obelisks  and 
I  Bought  the  untimely  gr 
Sons  of  the  Bard,  my  he 

With  sorrow  true' 
And  more  would  grieve,      t  that  it  turns 

Trembling  lo  yon  i 
Through  twilight  shades  of  good  and  ill 
Ye  now  are  paoting-  up  life's  hill. 
And  more  than  common  strength  and  skill 

Must  ye  display; 
If  ye  would  give  the  belter  will 

Its  lawful  sway. 
Hath  Nature  strung  your  nerves  to  bear 
Intemperance  with  leas  harm,  beware  ! 
But  if  the  poet's  wit  ye  share, 

Lihe  him  can  speed 
The  social  hour  —  of  tenfold  care 

There  will  be  need  ; 
For  honest  men  delight  will  take 
To  spare  your  tailings  for  his  sake, 
Will  flatter  you,  —  and  fool  and  rako 

Your  steps  pursue ; 
And  of  your  ftihor'a  name  will  make 

A  aoare  lor  you. 
Far  from  their  noisy  haunts  retire. 
And  add  your  voices  to  the  quire 
That  sanctify  the  cottage  Sre 

With  service  meet ; 
There  seek  the  genius  of  your  sire, 

Hia  spirit  greet ; 
Or  where,  'mid  "  lonely  heights  and  how^" 
He  paid  to  nature  tuneful  vows; 
Or  wiped  bis  honourable  brows 

Bedewed  witb  toil. 
While  reapers  strove,  or  busy  ploughs 

Upturned  the  soil ; 
His  judgment  with  benignant  ray 
Shall  guide,  his  &ncy  cheer,  your  way; 
But  ne'er  to  a  seductive  lay 

Let  failli  be  given ; 
Nor  deem  that  "  light  which  leads  astraj, 

Is  light  from  Heaven." 

Let  no  mean  hope  your  souls  enslave; 
Be  independent,  generous,  brave; 
Your  ftther  such  example  gave, 

And  such  revere ; 
But  be  admonished  1^  his  grave,  / 

And  think  and  tear !  / 

t8««»ol». 
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Bo  coming  hii  lut  help  lo  i 
Heart-broken,  upon  Ellen*!  | 
Hia  bodf  be  exUnded, 
And  there  his  aorrow  ended 


lAF.S  OF  KIRTLE.' 

vjn,  whr'n  ihe  rale 
a  of  Kirtl(>, 
a.  Grrcinn  Maid 
!i  wrentha  of  mjrlle; 
1  Bnice  beside  her  lay, 
■  id  tliey  beguile  the  day 
■ml  fr(?ntle  speeches, 
1  budding  beeches. 


Now  ye,  who  willingly  har 
The  tale  1  hare  been  tellini 
May  in  Kirkonnel  chnrchya: 
1'he  gmve  of  lovely  Ellen : 
By  Ellen'a  side  the  Brnce  i 
And,  for  the  atone  upon  his 
Hay  no  rude  hand  de&ce  it 
And  ila  forlorn  Hio  jackt!* 


BKnights  and  many  Squiroa 
i  bcfn  selected ; 
,  l«irc$t  of  them  all, 
s  rejected, 

0  thai  noble  Youth ! 

e  proclaimed  M'ilh  tnlth, 

1  loved  sincerely, 
3  as  dearly. 

I  Gonion'.*!  hcauteous  fi<ce, 
e  Gnnlon's  cmsseB, 
t  by  Kirlle's  Braes 

r  he  was  born ! 
L  couched  behind  a  thoni, 
|nd  their  carcsFinn^; 
1  bli^sl  and  ble^in^r. 

itiot  bear  the  thou^hta 
li  his  brain  are  travelling, — 

0  Brucc's  heart 
1  deadly  javelin! 

T  forth  lo  meet  the  same, 
r  body  cover 
I  her  chosen  Lover. 

ito  Bruce's  arms, 
beauteous  Ellen, 
5  heart  of  her  True-love^ 
Bpear  repelling. 

1  B8  he  bod  slain 
I  sailed  away  to  Spain  ; 

A'ith  ra^E  inc-eiieanl 
iMoorlnh  Crescent. 

Kya,  and  many  montii!S 

Id  Knight  did  vnhily  seek 
t  Im  v;a%  wooing. 

in  Dip  Kntiihem  port  of  SiiJlliUid,  ol 
I  here  rrlalnl  inuk  plwe- 


TO  A  HIGHLAND  C 
(AT  ii<tVERe.\E;roB,tjroN  loc 
Swcrr  Highland  Girl,  a  very 
Of  beauty  ta  thy  earthly  dowt 
Tn  ice  (even  conHcnting  years  1 
Their  utmost  bounty  on  thy  hei 
And,  these  gray  Rncka;  this  ho 
Thore  Trees,  a  veil  ju5t  half 
This  full  of  water,  that  doth  i 
A  murmur  near  the  silent  Lai 
Thin  little  Bay,  a  quiet  Rood 
Thot  bolda  in  «hc1ler  thy  Abo 
In  tnilh  together  di  ye  spem 
I.ilie  ^[inu'tliing  fashioned  in  a 
Such  r^irms  as  fmni  their  cov 
U'hi'ii  earthly  cnrea  are  laid  b 
Vc.1.  dream  and  vision  as  thou 
I  bless  ihee  irilh  a  human  ho) 
God  shield  tliee  to  thy  latest  j 
I  neither  know  Ihee  nor  thy  pi 
And  yet  my  eyes  are  filled  wi 

With  earnest  feeling  I  shall 
For  thee  when  I  am  far  away 


For  n 


r  Ikce 


In  which  more  plainly  I  could 
Benignity  and  home~hred  sense 
Ripening  in  perfect  innocence. 
Here  scattered  like  a  tandom 
Remote  from  men.  Thou  dost 
The  emharrasted  look  of  shy  d 
And  maidenly  shamelkcednees : 
Thou  wear's!  upon  thy  fbreheai 
The  freedom  of  a  Mountaineei 
A  face  with  gladness  oversprei 
Soil  smiles,  by  human  kindnesi 
.And  seemliness  complete,  that 
Thy  courtesies,  about  thee  plaj 

■See  Nj» 


r\ 
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0  restraint,  but  such  as  epringB 
uick  and  eager  viaitings 

ights  that  lie  beyond  the  reach 
lew  words  of  English  speech: 
age  eweetljr  brooked,  i  atrife 
[wee  thy  gesturea  grace  and  life '. 
a  I,  not  unmoved  in  mind. 
rds  of  tempest-loving  kind, 
Mting  up  sgainat  the  wind. 

t  hand  but  would  a  garland  cut! 
«  who  art  ao  beautiful  ? 
y  pleasare!  here  id  dwell 
thee  in  some  heathy  dell; 
'our  homely  ways,  and  dreatv 
ihcrd,  thou  rt  Sliepherdeas  1 
ould  frame  a  wish  for  thee 
te  a  ^rave  reality : 
rt  to  me  but  at  a  wave 
wild  aea:  and  I  would  have 
laim  upon  thee,  if  I  could, 

but  of  commoD  neighbourhood. 
oy  to  hear  thee,  and  U>  see.' 
!er  Brother  I  would  be, 
ther,  any  thing  to  thee  ! 

thanks  to  Heaven!  that  of  it«  pace 
d  me  to  this  lonely  place. 
e  1  had ;  and  ^ing  hence 
iway  my  recompense. 

1  like  these  it  ia  we  prize 
iraory,  feel  thnt  she  hath  eyes; 
rhy  should  1  be  loth  to  atir? 
his  place  was  made  for  her; 

I  new  pleasure  like  the  post, 
ed  long  sa  life  shall  last. 

I  lolh,  though  pleased  at  heart, 
fligbland  Girl !  fiom  Thee  to  part ; 
nethinks,  till  I  grow  old, 
before  me  shall  behold, 
I  now,  the  Cahin  amall, 
ke,  the  Riy,  the  Walerftll ; 
lee,  the  Spirit  of  them  all : 


lLMAIN  ;  OR.  TTIF-  NARROW  GLEN- 

11  place,  remote  fi*oni  men, 
sian,  in  the  Narrow  Glkh  ; 
11  place,  where  murmurs  on 
)eel[  Streamlet,  only  one: 
if  battles,  and  the  breath 
vrar,  and  violent  death ; 
rl,  methinka.  when  all  wafl  pest, 
tfuIlT  been  laid  at  last 


Where  rocks  were  rude] 
Aa  by  a  spirit  turbulent 
Where  sights  were  rougl 
And  every  thing  unrecoi 
In  some  complaining,  dii 
For  fear  and  melancholy 
But  this  is  calm;  Lber«i 
A  more  entire  Lranquiltj 

Does  then  t)ie  Bard  sleep  here 
Or  U  it  but  a  groundless  creo 
What  matters  it?  — I  blame  theui  not 
Whofe  Fancy  in  this  lonely  Spot 
Was  moved ;  and  in  such  way  oxpressed 
Their  notion  of  its  perfect  rest 
A  Convent,  even  a  Hermit's  Cell 
Would  break  the  silence  of  this  Dell : 
It  is  not  quiet,  is  not  ease; 
But  something  deeper  far  than  these: 
The  separation  that  is  here 
Ib  of  the  grave;  and  of  austere 
Yet  happy  feelings  of  the  dead : 
And,  therefore,  was  it  rightly  said 
That  Oasien,  last  of  all  his  race ! 
Lies  buried  in  this  lonely  place. 


STEPPING   WESTWARD^ 


m  HaJd.lo  lu  by  way  of  greeting.  "  Whal.  you  are  Mi 


ar 


"What,  ymt  are  iteppiitg  amiticard  f" — "Yea. 

— 'T  would  be  awililith  destiny. 

If  we,  who  thus  together  roam 

In  a  strange  I^and,  and  hr  from  home. 

Were  in  this  place  tfie  guests  of  Chance: 

Yet  who  would  slop,  or  fear  to  advance. 

Though  home  or  nlielter  he  had  none. 

With  such  a  Sky  to  lead  him  on  T 

The  dewy  ground  was  dark  and  cold ; 

Behind,  all  gloomy  to  behold ; 

And  stepping  westward  seemed  to  be 

A  kind  of  heavenly  destiny: 

I  liked  the  greeting;  'twas  a  souni^ 

Of  something  without  place  or  bound; 

And  seemed  to  give  me  spiritual  right 

To  travel  through  that  region  bright 

The  voice  was  soft,  and  she  who  spake 
Was  walking  by  her  native  Lake : 
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The  salutation  had  to  me 
The  very  sound  oi  conrtesy : 
Its  power  was  felt;  and  while  my  eye 
Was  fixed  upon  the  glowing  sky, 
The  echo  of  the  yoice  enwroiight 
A  human  sweetness  with  the  thought 
Of  travelling  through  the  world  that  lay 
Before  me  in  my  endless  way. 


VII. 
THE  SOLITARY   REAPER. 

Bkhold  her,  single  in  the  field, 
Yon  solitary  Highland  Lass! 
Reaping  and  singing  by  herself; 
Stop  here,  or  gently  pass! 
Alone  she  cuts,  and  binds  the  grain, 
And  sings  a  melancholy  strain; 

0  listen!  for  the  Vale  profound 
Is  overflowing  with  the  sound. 

No  Nightingale  did  ever  chant 
More  welcome  notes  to  weary  bands 
Of  Travellers  in  some  shady  haunt. 
Among  Arabian  Sands: 
Such  thrilling  voice  was  never  heard 
In  spring-time  from  the  Cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking  the  silence  of  the  seas 
Among  the  farthest  Hebrides. 

Will  no  one  tell  me  what  she  sings? 

Perhaps  the  plaintive  numbers  flow 

For  old,  unhappy,  far-off  things, 

And  battles  long  ago: 

Or  is  it  some  more  humble  lay, 

Familiar  matter  of  to-day  ? 

Some  natural  sorrow,  loes,  or  pain, 

That  has  been,  and  may  be  again! 

Whatever  the  theme,  the  Maiden  sang 
As  if  her  song  could  have  no  ending ; 

1  saw  her  singing  at  her  work. 
And  o*er  the  sickle  bending;  — 
I  listened — motionless  and  still ; 
And  when  I  mounted  up  the  hill. 
The  music  in  my  heart  I  bore. 
Long  after  it  was  heard  no  more. 


VIII. 
ADDRESS 

TO 

KILCHURN-CASTLE  UPON  LOCH  AWE. 


wai  wild,  yet  ■tately—not  dkmaiitled  oFTrntm-^mik 
walls  broken  down,  though  obvkKMly  a  nmL" 

Extract  from  tkaJomrml^  my 


Child  of  lood-throated  War!  the  moantain  StrtM 

Roars  in  thy  hearing;  bot  thy  hour  of  mt 

Is  come,  and  thou  art  silent  in  thy  age ; 

Save  when  the  wind  sweeps  by  and  aoonds  are  ei^ 

Ambiguous,  neitlier  wholly  thine  ncv  theim 

Oh !  there  is  life  that  breathes  not ;  Pbwen  then  m 

That  touch  each  other  to  the  quick  in  modes 

Which  the  gross  world  no  sense  hath  to  peroeire. 

No  soul  to  dream  o£    What  art  Thoo,  from  care 

Cast  off — abandoned  by  thy  rugged  Sire, 

Nor  by  soft  Peace  adopted ;  tboogfa,  in  place 

And  in  dimension,  such  that  thou  might*st  seem 

But  a  mere  footstool  to  yon  sovereign  Lord, 

Huge  Cruachan,  (a  thing  that  meaner  Hills 

Might  crush,  nor  know  that  it  had  snfibred  hinn;) 

Yet  he,  not  loth,  in  favour  of  thy  claims 

To  reverence,  suspends  his  ovm ;  suhmittisg 

All  tliat  the  God  of  Nature  hath  oonferred, 

AH  that  he  has  in  common  with  the  Stars, 

To  the  memorial  majesty  of  time 

Impersonated  in  thy  calm  decay ! 

Take,  then,  thy  seat.  Vicegerent  onreproved! 
'  Now,  while  a  flirewell  gleam  of  evening  light 
I  Is  fondly  lingering  on  thy  shattered  front. 

Do  thou,  in  turn,  be  paramount ;  and  rule 

Over  the  pomp  and  beauty  of  a  scene 

Whose  mountains,  torrents,  lake*  and  woodsy  asto 

To  pay  thee  homage ;  and  with  these  are  joinei 

In  willing  admiration  and  respect. 

Two  Hearts,  which  in  thy  presence  might  be  etOai 

Youthful  as  Spring.     Shade  of  departed  Power, 

Skeleton  of  unfleshed  humanity, 
I  The  Chronicle  were  welcome  that  should  call 
I  Into  the  compass  of  distinct  regard 

The  toils  and  struggles  of  thy  in&ncy ! 

Yon  foaming  flood  seems  motionless  as  Ice; 

Its  dizzy  turbulence  eludes  the  eye, 

Frozen  by  distance ;  so,  majestic  Pile, 

To  the  perception  of  this  Age,  appear 

Thy  fierce  beginnings,  softened  and  subdued 

And  quieted  in  character ;  the  strife. 

The  pride,  the  fury  uncontrollable. 

Lost  on  the  aerial  heights  of  the  Crusades!* 

IX. 
ROB  ROY'S  GRAVE. 


«•  From  the  top  of  the  hill  a  moft  imprewive  scene  opened 
upon  our  view, —  a  ruined  Castle  on  an  Islaml  at  some  distance 
from  the  ihoro,  backed  by  a  Cove  of  the  Mountain  Cruachan, 
down  which  came  a  foaming  stream.  The  Castle  occupied 
every  foot  of  the  Island  that  was  visible  to  us,  appearing  to  rise 
out  of  the  Water,— mirta  rested  upon  the  mountain  side,  with 
spoli  of  sunhine;  there  was  a  mild  desolaticn  in  the  low 
froandi^  a  solemn  gruideur  in  the  moantaini,  and  the  Caatle 


The  history  of  Rob  Roy  is  sulliciently  known;  fail  Pji 
near  the  head  of  Loch  Ketterine,  in  one  of  those  flDsU] 
like  Burial-grounds,  of  neglected  and  desolate appeazanct,^ 
the  Traveller  meets  with  in  the  IligfalandB  of  SootltDi 

A  FAMOUS  Man  is  Robin  Hood, 
The  English  Ballad-singer's  joy ! 

•The  Tradition  is,  that  the  Cartle  wasbnilt bya  hdf^M 
the  absence  of  her  Lord  in  Palcstino. 
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MAland  has  i  Tliicf  ta  food, 

itlaw  of  lu  daring-  mood ; 

\a  her  brave  Rob  Rot! 

;leftT  the  weeds  troia  off  his  Gnvfl, 

't  ua  chant  a  pnasing  Stavei, 

our  of  tJiU  Hero  brave ! 

jpiTe  Rob  Rcy  ■  dauDtleeB  heart, 
drous  lenfrth  and  etr^ngth  of  arm ; 
ed  he  iDore  to  qneil  hie  Foea, 
leep  his  Friends  from  harm. 

Rob  Roj  ua  tout  as  brave; 
me  if  the  phrase  be  atroag ;  — 
rorth;  of  Rob  Roy 
t  Beam  a  Itmid  aong. 

I.  that  he  was  wite  lu  bnve ; 
in  tbouglil  13  bald  in  deed : 
le  principles  of  things 
ciaght  bis  moral  creed. 

erww  Rob,  "  Wh»t  need  of  Boob! 
the  Statutes  and   their  shelves; 
'  OS  up  against  our  Kind; 
worse,  against  Ourselves. 

a  paaaion,  mske  a  law. 
1  to  guide  ns  or  eontiol '. 
the  law  itself  we  fight 
ittemesB  of  aonl. 

zled,  blinded  thus,  we  lose 
ta  that  are  plain  and  few : 
id  I  graven  on  inj  heart: 
:  tells  tne  what  to  do^ 

kturefl  see  of  flood  and  Reld, 
1  that  travel  on  the  wind  ! 
m  no  strife  can  last;  they  live 
;ace,  and  peace  of  mind. 

T  — because  the  good  old  Rule 
them,  the  simple  Plan, 
;  should  lake,  who  have  the  power, 
they  should  keep  who  can. 

that  is  quickly  learned, 
this  which  all  can  see ! 
hing  here  provokes  the  Strong 
van  ton  cruelty. 

ishness  of  miod  Is  checked ; 
I,  who  foolishly  aspires; 

the  measure  of  his  might 

fashions  his  desires. 

I,  and  Crealnres,  stand  and  fall 
[Ih  of  prowess  or  of  wit: 

'a  appointment  who  must  sway 
who  is  to  aubuit. 


Since,  then,  the  rule  o 
And  longest  life  is  but 
To  have  my  ends,  mail 

I'll  take  the  short 
And  thus  among  these 
Through  summer  heat 
The  Eagle,  he  was  Lo 

And  Rob  was  l^tn 


*«.#/- 


So  was  it  —  noiJd,  at      -il 

But  through  unlowardti'       i 
For  Polity  was  then  to 

Ho  came  an  age  to.        ^ 
Or  shall  we  say  an  age  too  soon  '< 
For,  were  the  bold  Man  living  now, 
tlow  might  he  flourish  in  hie  pride, 

With  buds  on  every  bough ! 
Then  rents  and  Fnclors,  rights  of  choM, 
Sherifla,  and  Ijiirds  and  their  domaint, 
Would  all  have  seamed  but  paltry  thiogi, 

Not  worth  a  moment's   pains. 

Rob  Roy  had  never  lingered  here, 
To  these  lew  meagre  Vales  confined; 
But  thought  how  wide  the  world,  the 
How  Mrly  to  his  mind! 

And  to  bis  Sword  he  would  have  niJf 
"  Do  Thou  my  sovereign  will  enact 
From  land  lo  land  through  half  the  tintbl 
Judge  thou  of  law  and  fact ! 

'Tis  fit  that  we  should  do  our  part; 
Becoming,  tliat  mankind  should  leun 
That  we  are  not  lo  be  surpMOod 
In  fatherly  concern. 

Of  old  things  all  are  over  old. 
Of  good  things  none  are  good  enough 
We'll  show  that  we  can  help  to  (ran* 
A  world  of  other  stuC 

I,  loo,  will  have  my  Kings  that  lake 
From  me  the  sign  of  life  and  death : 
Kingdoms  shall  shift  about,  like  cloitia, 
Obedient  to  my  brcatli.*' 

And,  if  the  word  hid  been  fiilRIIed, 
As  might  have  been,  Ihcn,  thought  of  joy  I 
France  would  hare  had  li<>r  present  bout; 
And  we  our  own  Rob  Roy ! 

Oh!  say  not  so;  compare  them  not; 
I  would  not  wrong  thee.  Champion  hnve! 
Would  wrong  thee  nowhere ;  least  of  ill. 
Here  standing  by  thy  Grave. 

For  Thou,  although  with  some  «  Id  llwDght^ 
Wild  Chieftain  of  «  Ravage  Clan  I 
Hadst  this  lo  boast  of;  thon  didit  lore 
The  IiAerly  of  Man. 
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And,  bad  it  u3en  thy  lot  to  live 
With  us  who  now  behold  the  light, 
Thou  would'st  have  nobly  stirred  thyself. 
And  battled  for  the  Right. 

For  thou  wert  still  the  poor  Man*s  stay. 
The  poor  man*8  heart,  the  poor  man*s  hand; 
And  all  the  oppressed,  who  wanted  strength. 
Had  thine  at  their  command. 

Bear  witness  many  a  pensive  sigh 
Of  thoughtful  Herdsman  when  he  strays 
Alone  upon  Loch  Veors  Heights, 
And  by  Loch  Lomond's  Braes ! 

And,  far  and  near,  through  vale  and  hill. 
Are  faces  that  attest  the  same; 
The  proud  heart  flashing  through  the  eyes, 
At  sound  of  Rob  Rot's  name. 


COMPOSED  AT 


X.     ' 


nA 


CASTLE. 


DsoEHKRATB  Douglas !  oh,  the  unworthy  Lord ! 
Whom  mere  despite  of  heart  could  so  far  please, 
And  love  of  havoc  (for  with  such  disease 
Fame  taxes  him)  that  he  could  send  forth  word 
To  leve«  with  the  dust  a  noble  horde, 
K  brotherhood  of  venerable  Trees, 
Leaving  an  ancient  Dome,  and  Towers  like  these. 
Beggared  and  outraged !  —  Many  hearts  deplored 
The  fate  of  those  old  Trees ;  and  ofl  with  pain 
The  Traveller,  at  this  day,  will  stop  and  gaze 
On  wrongs,  which  Nature  scarcely  seems  to  heed : 
For  sheltered  places,  bosoms,  nooks,  and  bays, 
And  the  pure  mountains,  and  the  gentle  Tweed, 
And  the  green  silent  pastures,  yet  remain. 


XI. 


YARROW   UNVISITED. 


(See  the  Tariom  Poems  the  Scene  of  which  if  laid  upon 

the  Banks  of  the  Yarrow ;  in  particular,  the  exquisite  Ballad  of 

Hamilton,  beginning 

**  Bmk  ye.  hoA  jrv,  my  bonny,  bonny  Brkl*, 
Bn«k  ye,  baik  ye,  my  wineome  Marrow  !**— 


From  Stirling  Castle  we  had  seen 
The  mazy  Forth  unravelled; 
Had  trod  the  banks  of  Clyde,  and  Tay, 
And  with  the  Tweed  had  travelled ; 
And  when  we  came  to  Clovenford, 
Then  said  my  **  wvMome  Manvw^ 
**  Whate*er  betide,  we*ll  turn  aside, 
''And  see  the  Braaf  of  Yftnow.** 


**  Let  Yarrow  Folk,  frae  Selkirk  Tnn, 
*'Who  have  been  buying,  seUing, 
**Go  back  to  Yarrow,  'tis  their  oiwn; 
"Each  Maiden  to  her  Dwelling! 
**  On  Yarrow's  banks  let  herons  feed, 
"  Hares  couch,  and  rabbits  barrow ! 
^  But  we  will  downward  with  the  Tweed, 
*'Nor  turn  aside  to  Yarrow. 


**  There's  Galla  Water,  Leader  Han^^ 
"Both  lying  right  before  us; 
"  And  Dryborough,  where  with  the  chiming 
"The  Lintwhites  sing  in  chorus; 
"There's  pleasant  Tiviot-dale,  a  land 
"  Made  blithe  with  plough  and  harrow : 
"  Why  throw  away  a  needful  day 
"  To  go  in  search  of  Yarrow  1 

"What's  Yarrow  but  a  River  bare. 
That  glides  the  dark  hills  under? 


t( 


"There  are  a  thousand  such  elsewhere 
"  As  worthy  of  your  wonder." 
—  Strange  words  they  seemed  of  slight  an 
My  True-love  sighed  for  sorrow ; 
And  looked  me  in  the  face,  to  think 
I  thus  could  speak  of  Yarrow  f 

"Oh !  green,"  said  I,  "are  Yarrow's  Holi 
"  And  sweet  is  Yarrow  flowing ! 
"Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock*, 
"  But  we  will  leave  it  growing. 
"  O'er  hilly  path,  and  open  Strath, 
"  We  '11  wander  Scotland  thorough ; 
"  But,  though  60  near,  we  will  not  turn 
"  Into  the  Dale  of  Yarrow. 


"Let  beeves  and  home-bred  kine  partake 
"  The  sweets  of  Bum-mill  meadow; 
"The  swan  on  still  St  Mary's  Lake 
"Float  double,  swan  and  shadow! 
"  We  will  not  see  them ;  will  not  go, 
"To^ay,  nor  yet  to-morrow; 
"  Enough  if  in  our  hearts  we  know 
"  There 's  such  a  place  as  Yarrow. 


"Be  Yarrow  Stream  unseen,  unknown! 
"  It  must,  or  we  shall  rue  it : 
"  We  have  a  vision  of  our  own  ; 
"  Ah !  why  should  we  undo  it  1 
"  The  treasured  dreams  of  times  long  patf 
"We'll  keep  them,  winsome  Marrow! 
"For  when  we'ro  there,  although  'tis  &ir 
"  'T  will  be  another  Yarrow ! 

•  See  Hamilton's  BilM,  as  sbofTSb 
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with  freoBiog  ycBiB  should  come, 
Dderin^  seem  but  folly, — 
we  be  loth  to  Btir  frcxa  home^ 
t  be  meianchol J ; 
life  be  dull,  and  Bpirita  low, 

jtb  hsi  Kimethia^  yet  to  ehow, 
my  Ilolms  of  Yarrow  I" 


THE  PASS  OF  KILLICHANKY. 

JON  BEING  EXPECTED.  OCTOBER  1803. 

1  Veterans  practised  in  War's  game, 

at  Eillicrankj  were  arrayed 
■qua]  Hoflt  that  wore  llio  Plaid, 
nd  Herdsmen.  —  Like  a  whirlwind  eamo 
ideis,  the  alaugltter  spread  like  Same; 
Lhundering'  down  his  moiintalQ  road, 
.,  and  could  not  breathe  beneath  thi;  load 

bod  iea,  —  'T  was  a  day  of  ahame 

lom  precept  and  tlie  podantiy 

hanic  battle  do  enskve, 

e  hotir  of  tliat  Dundee, 

,  day  tbe  word  of  onset  gave ! 

It  would  the  Men  of  England  see ; 

B  find  a  like  inglorious  Grave. 


MATRON  OP  JEDBOROUGH, 

AND  HER  HUSBAND. 
^  my  companion  and  I  went  into  pniBls  Lodg. 
1^1 ;  and  lb«  bllowing  Venn  were  railed  bnh 
t  and  domatic  Biudon  of  our  iiiatem. 

le  thy  browB  with  fre^h  spring  flowers, 
L  train  of  laughing  Hoars ; 
lem  dance,  and  bid  them  ting; 

toO)  mingle  in  the  Ring ! 
ly  heart  a  new  delight; 
ke  merry  in  despite, 
I  ia  One  who  acoroa  thy  power;  — 
•  for  under  Jedborough  Tower, 

dwella,  who  though  she  bears 
1  oomplement  of  years, 
he  light  of  youthful  glee, 
rill  dance  and  sing  with  thee. 
.  not  at  that  Figure  —  there ! 
ia  rooted  to  his  chair! 
im  —  look  again  1  for  He 

been  of  thy  FVmily. 

Ibat  tnore  not,  if  they  can, 
■  uam,  a  Trunk  of  Han, 


A  Sight  to  make  a  stn 
Deaf,  drooping,  that  is 
His  world  is  in  this  sir 
la  this  a  place  for  mirt 
Can  merry-making  enie 

The  joyous  Woman  is 
Of  him  in  that  forlorn  > 
He  breathes  a  eubterrai 
But  bright  as  Vesper  al  s 
He  is  as  mute  as  Jedborouj 
She  jocund  as  it  was  of  yore, 
With  all  its  bravery  on ;  in  timee 
When  nil  alive  with  merry  chimes, 
Upon  a  sun-brighl  mom  of  May, 
It  roused  tlie  Vale  to  Holiday. 

I  praise  thee,  Malron!  and  thy  due 
Is  praise,  heroic  praise,  and  true! 
With  admiration  I  behold 
Thy  gladness  unsubdued  and  bold; 
Thy  looks,  thy  gestures,  all  present 
Tlie  picture  of  a  life  well  spent: 
This  do  I  see;  and  something  more; 
A  strength  untliought  of  heretofore ! 
Delighted  am  I  for  thy  sake; 
And  yet  a  higher  joy  partake. 
Our  Human-nature  throws  away 
Its  second  Twilight,  and  looks  gay; 
A  land  of  promise  and  of  pride 
Unfolding,  wide  aa  life  is  wide. 

Ah !  see  her  helpless  Charge  t  encloaed 
Within  himself  aa  eeenui  compoaed ; 
To  fear  of  losa,  and  hope  of  gain, 
Tbe  strife  of  happiness  and  pain, 
Ulteriy  dead  I  yet  in  the  guise 
Of  little  Infknta,  when  theit  eyea 
Begin  to  follow  to  and  fro 
The  persons  that  before  them  go, 
He  tracks  her  motions,  quick  <x  slow. 
Her  buoyant  Spirit  can  prevail 
Where  common  cheerfolneaa  would  lUl; 
She  strikes  upon  him  with  the  heat 
Of  July  Suns;  he  feels  It  sweet; 
An  animal  delight  though  dim  I 
Tie  all  that  now  remains  for  faiml 

The  more  I  looked,  t  wondered  more — 
And,  while  I  scanned  them  cTer  and  o'er. 
A  moment  gave  me  to  espy 
A  trouble  in  her  strung  black  eye: 
A  remnant  of  uneasy  light, 
A  Bash  of  aomelhing  over^tright! 
Nor  long  this  myitery  did  detain 
My  thoughts — she  told  in  pensive  stimia 
That  she  had  bone  a  heavy  yoke, 
Been  stricken  br  m  twrfcAd  ibute; 
21" 
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uid  had  pined 

And  jet  be  neither  inopei  nor  p 

menls  of  the  mind. 

Nor  hod  a  melancboly  mind ; 

t  pmise  BBcend 

For  God  took  pity  on  tbe  Boy, 
And  waa  his  friend ;  and  gave  hi 

ur  Lord  nod  Friend  t 
and  BulTering 

Of  which  we  nothing  kc 

leo  a  sccund  Spring; 
lat  gore  diatiem 

Hb  Mother,  too,  bo  doiAt,  aboie 

Her  other  Children  him  did  lo*e; 

Fur,  waa  she  here,  or  waa  afae  tb 

ma%  a  blUefal  state ; 

She  thought  of  him  with  ceaalant 

Hslancboly  Mate! 

And  laore  than  Mother't 

And  proud  ebe  waa  of  heart,  whei 

XIV. 

In  crinuDD  atockings,  tartan  plaid 

t,  By  to  Grasmere-dale, 

id  conie  by  this  day's  light; 

And  bonnet  with  a  feather  gay. 
To  Kiik  he  oa  the  aabbath  day 
Went  band  in  hand  wit! 

d  them  over  Retd  and  lieight ; 

ottsgehear  the  tale  i 

A  Dog,  too,  had  he;  not  Ibr  need 

of  joy  prevnil. 

But  one  to  ptay  with  and  to  feed 

und  with  frolic  might. 

Which  would  have  led  him,  if  bt 

Qt «  second  sight 

Of  company  or  friends,  and  kft 

good  that  elmll  not  fail;  — 

Without  a  better  guide. 

a  face  let  joy  appear; 

And  then  the  bagpipes  he  could 

teks'  solitudo  beguiled 

And  tJius  from  house  to  house  wi 

nifotd  and  dear. 

And  ell  were  pleased  to  hear  and 

ered  over  wood  and  wild, 

For  none  made  aweeler  melody 

now  with  bolder  cheer. 

Than  did  the  poor  blind 



Yet  he  had  many  a  restless  dreai 
Both  when  he  heard  the  Eagles  ! 

XV. 

And  when  he  heard  the  torrents 
And  heard  the  water  beat  the  abc 

D  HIGHLAND   BOY. 

Near  which  their  Cottagi 

E  FIHESIDB.  AFTER  BETUKNING 

TALE  OF  OHABMEBE, 

Bceide  a  lake  their  Cottage  stood, 

of  boisterous  joy, 

Not  small  like  ours,  a  peaceful  6 

■?h,  my  liiile  Boy! 

But  one  of  mighty  size,  and  strar 

ad  upon  my  breast, 

Tha^  rough  or  smooth,  U  full  of 

ng  your  etool  and  rest ; 

And  Btining  in  its  bed. 

ant  ia  your  own. 

Fot  to  this  Uhe.  by  i>igbt  and  di 

Beat,  and  let  me  «e 

The  great  Sea-water  finds  its  wa 

•d,  I  will  tell 
■nture  wliich  befel 

Through  long,  long  windings  of  t 

And  drinks  up  all  the  pretty  rills 
And  rivers  large  and  eta 

ind  Highland  Boy. 

—  why  call  him  so? 

Returns,  on  errand  aiill  ihe  nine 

ny  a  mountain  towers, 
an  these  1^  ours! 

This  did  it  when  the  earth  waa  i 

And  this  for  evennore  will  do. 

his  hirth  had  lired. 

As  long  as  earth  shall  I 

one  earthly  sigfat  J 

And,  with  the  coming  of  tiie  Tid 

;  the  B\jm,  the  night; 

Come  Boats  and  Ships  that  safblj 

y,  or  flower, 

Between  the  woods  and  lof^rocl 

OT  bird  in  bower. 

And  to  the  Shepherds  with  their : 

Ji.  man,  or  child. 

Bring  talea  of  dirtaU  h 
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lalee,  wbate'er  the;  wer^ 
>y  alwBjs  had  bis  ahsre; 
oighty  TawnB,  or  Va!e« 

nine  and  aofler  gales, 
vooden  of  the  Deep. 

pleased  him,  more  il  elirred, 
he  wster-skle  be  heard 
,  lad  [he  jolly  cheers, 


his  d^ireB  avail ', 
never  handle  eail ; 
e  masi,  nor  tow,  nor  float 
ip,  01  Fisher'e  boat, 
1  the  rocking  wavea. 

flen  diOQf^ht,  and  said, 
uld  be  upon  her  bead 

Bufler  this:  "My  Son. 

do,  leave  this  undone; 

danger  ia  BO  great." 

}  by  Loch  Leven'a  side 
'  with  the  sounding  tide, 
e  billowB  leap  and  dance, 
adow  of  aischmce, 
he  was  len  yeara  old. 

y  (and  now  mark  rae  well, 
know  how  lbi3  befel) 
1  of  bis  own, 
flood  ia  hurrying  down 
uda  the  mi^ty  Sea. 

k1  never  more 
'reature  leave  the  shore! 
way  he  should  atir,  ■/ 

jooT  blind  Mariner! 
Jeath  will  be  hia  doom. 

bears  him?  —  Ye  have  seen 
Bow,  bis  arrows  keen, 
ind  birds  with  plumage  bri^t ; 
or  wonder  or  delight, 
brooght  in  ships  from  tar. 

1  tfaoee  sea&ring  men 
that  Haven  in  the  glen; 
'chance,  might  have  its  own, 
oy  they  all  were  known; 
knew  and  prized  them  all. 

■a  •  Turtle  Shell 
m  Cbild,  had  studied  well; 
ople  size,  and  light 
'  Cw  of  Ampbitrite, 
.  ^oiive  Dolphins  drew. 
i^J  C^f  Ui^  M«,-i  rA.../. 


And,  as  a  Coraole  that  1 
On  Vaga's  breast  the  fit 
This  Shell  upon  tlio  dee 
And  gaily  lift  its  fearlcsi 
Above  the  [oesii 

And  this  the  little  blind 
And  he  a  elory  strange 
Had  heard,  how  in  a  Sh 
An  English  Boy,  O  Ibou, 
Had  stoutly  Uui 

Launched  Irom  the  margin  of  a  bay 

Among  the  Indian  Isles,  where  lay 
His  Father's  ship,  and  had  sailed  lar, 
To  join  that  gallant  ship  of  war, 
In  his  delightful  Shell. 

Our  Highland  boy  oft  visited 

The  house  which  held  this  prize;  and,  led 
Qy  choice  or  chance,  did  thither  come 
One  day  when  no  one  was  at  home, 

And  (bund  the  door  unbarred. 

Wltile  there  he  ente,  alone  and  blind, 
Thot  Story  flaBhed  upon  his  mind :  — 
A  bold  thongbt  roused  hjm,  and  he  ti 
The  Shell  from  out  its  secret  nook, 
And  bore  it  on  his  bead. 

He  launched  his  Veaeel  —  and  in  pride 
Of  spirit,  friim  Loch  Leven's  side, 
Slei^  into  it— bis  thoughts  all  free 
Ae  the  light  breezes  that  with  glee 

Sang  through  the  Adventurer's  hair. 

A  while  he  stood  upon  his  feet ; 
He  felt  the  motion  —  look  his  seat ; 
Still  better  pleased  as  more  and  more 
The  tide  retreated  from  the  shore, 

And  sucked,  and  sucked  him  m. 

And  there  he  is  in  face  of  Heaven. 
How  rapidly  the  Cbild  is  driven! 
The  fburth  part  of  a  mile,  I  ween. 
He  thus  had  gone,  ere  be  was  seen 
By  any  human  eye. 

But  when  he  was  first  seen,  oh  me. 
What  shriekbg  and  what  misery ! 
For  many  saw;  among  the  rest 
His  Mother,  she  who  loved  him  best. 
She  saw  her  poor  blind  Bc^. 

But  for  the  Child,  the  sigbtlen  Boy, 
It  is  the  triumph  of  his  joy  1 
The  bravest  Traveller  in  balloon. 
Mounting  as  if  to  reach  the  moon, 
Wu  never  b&lC  lo  Uewftd. 
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And  let  him,  let  him  go  bis  way, 
Alone,  and  innocent,  and  g&y! 
For,  if  good  Angels  love  to  wait 
On  the  forlorn  unfortunate. 

This  Child  will  take  no  harm. 

fiut  now  the  passionate  lament. 
Which  finxn  the  crowd  on  shore  was  sent. 
The  cries  which  broke  fiom  old  and  young 
In  Gaelic,  or  the  English  tongue, 
Are  stifled  —  all  is  still. 

And  quickly  with  a  sOent  crew 
A  Boat  is  ready  to  pursue; 
And  from  the  shore  their  course  they  take. 
And  swiftly  down  the  running  Lake 
They  follow  the  blind  Boy. 

But  soon  they  move  with  softer  pace; 
So  have  ye  seen  the  fowler  chase 
On  6rasmere*s  clear  unruffled  breast 
A  Youngling  of  the  wild-duck's  nest 
With  deftly-lifted  oar. 

Or  as  the  wily  Sailors  crept 
To  seize  (while  on  the  Deep  it  slept) 
The  hapless  Creature  which  did  dwell 
Erewhile  within  the  dancing  Shell, 
They  steal  upon  their  prey. 

With  sound  the  least  that  can  be  made. 
They  follow,  more  and  more  afraid, 
More  cautious  as  they  draw  more  near; 
But  m  his  darkness  he  can  hear. 
And  guesses  their  intent. 

^*  Lei'gha  —  Lei-gJuT  —  then  did  he  cry 
"  IjeUgha  —  Lei^hd^ — most  eagerly ; 
Thus  did  he  cry,  and  thus  did  pray. 
And  what  he  meant  was,  ''Keep  away. 
And  leave  me  to  myself!" 


Alas!  and  when  he  felt  their  hands 

You've  often  heard  of  magic  Wands, 
That  with  a  motion  overthrow 
A  palace  of  the  proudest  show. 
Or  melt  it  into  air. 

So  all  his  dreams,  that  inward  light 
With  which  his  soul  had  shone  so  bright. 


All  vanished ;  — 't  was  a  heartfelt  chmb 
To  him,  a  heavy,  bitter  loss, 

As  he  had  erer  known. 

But  hark !  a  gratulating  Toice, 
With  which  the  very  hills  rejoice: 
"Tis  from  the  crowd,  who  tremblingly 
Had  watched  the  event,  and  now  can  see 
That  he  is  safe  at  last 

And  then,  when  he  was  brou^t  to  land. 
Full  sure  they  were  a  happy  band. 
Which,  gathering  roand,  did  on  the  bank 
Of  that  great  water  give  God  thanks. 
And  welcomed  the  poor  Child. 

And  in  the  general  joy  of  heart 
The  blind  Boy's  little  Dog  took  part; 
He  leapt  about,  and  oft  did  kiss 
His  master^s  hands  in  sign  of  bliss. 

With  sound  like  lamentation. 

But  most  of  all,  his  Mother  dear. 
She  who  had  fainted  with  her  fear. 
Rejoiced  when  waking  she  espies 
The  Child ;  when  she  can  trust  her  eyo^ 
And  touches  the  blind  Boy. 

She  led  him  home,  and  wept  amain. 
When  he  was  in  the  house  again: 
Tears  flov/ed  in  torrents  from  her  eyes: 
She  kissed  him  —  how  could  she  ehastiiel 
She  was  too  happy  fiur. 

Thus,  after  he  had  fondly  braved 
The  perilous  Deep,  the  Boy  was  saved; 
And,  though  his  fancies  had  been  wild. 
Yet  he  was  pleased  and  reconciled 
To  live  in  peace  on  shore. 

And  in  the  lonely  Highland  Dell 
Still  do  they  keep  the  Turtle  Shell ; 
And  long  the  Story  will  repeat 
Of  the  blind  Boy's  adventurous  feat. 
And  how  he  was  presenred.* 

— I -     —   —     -  ■       ■  .  ^am^—  ^m^^mm^^^^^T' 

*  It  is  recorded  in  Dampier^t  Vo)rage»,  that  a  boy,  dbi 
Captain  of  a  Man-of-War,  wated  himaelT  in  a  IhulW  i 
floated  in  it  from  the  shore  to  his  Father's  ahip,  irlii 
anchor  at  the  distance  of  half  a  mile.  In  deference  to  d 
of  a  Friend,  I  have  substituted  such  a  shell  for  the  Ifli 
Vessel  in  which  my  Blind  Voyager  did  actualiy  entrai 
to  the  dangerous  current  of  Loch  Leven.  as  ^10  related 
an  eye-witness. 
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b]r  >  buutiriil  Ruin  upon  one  or  the  blandii  or  Loch 
am  ihi*  habilalion  ncqiurcd  ihe  name  or 

THE  BROWNIE'S  CELL. 
n  bcfllli.  Bad  qu iking  fea, 

of  labyrinthine  glen; 
trtcktcM  forest  ael 
ee,  whose  lofty  umbrage  met; 
earied  men  withdrew  of  yore,  — 
!  their  trnat,  and  Prayer  their  store;) 
lie  wildemeBB  were  bounJ 

apBrtment'!  as  they  found ; 

I  new  ambition  raised  ; 

d  might  Euitdbly  be  pmised. 

ged  tbe  rt'orrior,  like  a  bird  of  prey; 

e  broad  ivBtera  round  him  lay : 

wild  lUiin  is  no  ghost 

Bvices  —  buried,  lost! 

tiia  little  lonely  Isle 

ood  ■  coDsecmted  Pile; 

■pen  burned,  and  mass  was  aung, 

I  who»e  timid  Spirits  clung 

il  Mccour,  though  the  tomb 

d,  fb(  ever  fijted,  their  doom ! 

«e  ieirants  of  another  world 
adding  Power  her  bolts  had  hurled, 
bitatioo  abook;  —  it  fell, 

at  length,  a  Wretch  retired 
ther  grovelled  nor  aspired : 
^liog  in  the  net  of  pride, 
ro  acomed,  the  paat  defied ; 
pering,  from  the  unguilty  forge 
Moceit,  an  iron  scourge! 

smnant  wa<  he  of  a  fearless  Race, 
od  and  floarished  Ace  to  face 
lir  perennial  bills; — but  Crime, 
g  the  stem  decrees  of  Time, 
low  a  Power,  which  from  its  home 
lien  repose  grew  wearisome ; 
ing  impulse  from  the  sword, 
iking  ita  own  plighted  word, 
d,  in  ravage  widely  dealt, 
re's  bourn,  ita  travel's  belt! 


],  save  him  whose  smile 
lining  thraogta  this  lonely  lale ! 


No  right  bad  he  bat  what  be  made 
To  this  small  spot,  his  leafy  shade ; 
Ouit  tbe  ground  lay  withia  that  ring 
To  which  he  only  dared  to  cling  j 
Renouncing  here,  as  worse  than  dead. 
The  craven  few  who  bowed  the  head 
Beneath  the  change,  who  heard  a  claim 
How  loud!  yet  lived  in  peace  with  shame. 

From  year  to  year  this  shag-gy  Mortal  went 
(So  seemed  it)  down  a  strange  descent: 
Till  they,  who  saw  his  outward  frame, 
Fixed  on  him  an  unhallowed  name; 
Uim  —  free  from  all  malicious  taint, 
And  guiding,  like  the  Patmoa  Saint, 
A  pen  unwearied  —  to  indite. 
In  his  lone  Isle,  the  dreams  of  night; 
Impaesioned  dreams,  that  strove  to  spaa 
The  faded  glories  of  his  Clan  ! 

Sons  iliat  through  blood  their  western  harbour 

And  jlars  that  in  their  courses  fought, — 

Towers  rent,  winds  combating  with  woods  — 

Lands  deluded  by  unbridled  floods. 

And  bcafl  and  bird  that  fruin  tiie  epoll 

or  sleep  took  import  terrible, — 

These  types  mysterious  (if  the  show 

Of  battle  and  the  routed  foe 

Hod  failed)  would  furnish  an  array 

Of  matter  for  the  dawning  day  I 


the  Newt  and  Toad. 


How  disappeared  Hel- 

Inheritors  of  bis  abode 

Tlie  Otter  crouching  undisturbed. 

In  her  dank  cleft  —  but  be  thou  curbed, 

0  frowaid  Fancy  !  'mid  a  scene 

Of  B.°pect  winning  and  serene; 

For  Ibuee  oQ'enaive  creatures  shon 

The  inquisition  of  tbe  sun  ! 

And  in  this  region  flowera  delight. 

And  all  is  lovely  to  tbe  sighL 

Spring  6nd8  not  here  a  melancholy  breosti 
When  she  applies  her  annual  teat 
To  dead  and  living;  when  her  breath 
Quickens,  as  now,  the  withered  heath;  — 
Nor  flaunting  summer — when  be  throwi 
His  BDul  into  the  briar-Hwe; 
Or  calla  tlie  lily  from  her  aleep 
Prolonged  beneath  the  bordering  deep; 
Nor  Autumn,  when  the  viewlen  wren 
la  warbling  neoi  tbe  Baowmc's  Deo. 
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liteoua  as  the  cho«en  spot 
I  embelliahcd  Grot; 
Hf  Libyan  Jove, 
^tcroal  Lov?,) 
conveyed  —  to  lie 
me  Rhea'a  eye ; 
in,  and  fruitage,  glowed 
|id  the  labnt  God  ; 
e  liveliest  streak 
lial  check! 


)  AT  CORA  LINN, 

■f   WALLACE'S   TOWER. 


1  fough. 

orSBidiind.knihc 

fiiiin 

cl.  Jihp  0  n-ild  thwft. 

(;™i 

irv 

Icnihedfpd. 

■  rnn 

iiv 

r  ffiuma. 

hinri" 

Ckll 

lulHverbcinluk 
ih  B  tonJ   n,l 

■nd 

ler 

libeny."-MS. 

!  astounding  Flood ! 
in  this  thick  wood 
US  of  thy  power ; 
kvitb  hollow  moan; 
|ts  central  stone, 

I  the  rursi  scene ! 

■e,  haat  ever  been 

Ing; 

liing  den-8  to  steep 

■ng  flowers  that  peep 

9  among. 

e  tlieir  country,  lovo 
-delight  to  rove 

|ot-warrior'»  Shade, 

10  Heroes  laid 

t  dead  of  night, 
t  Wallaco  Wight ; 

f-like  vest, 
:  Moon's  pale  beam, 

Ihy  of  tlie  Stream, 

a  darkness  hide 
Itfiilly  descried:  — 


Less  thaa  divine  command  they 
But  this  we  froin  ths  mogntains 
And  this  the  valleys  show. 
That  never  will  thej  deign  to  hi 
Communion  where  the  heart  is 
To  human  weal  and  woe. 

The  man  of  abject  soul  in  vain 
Shall  walk  the  Marathonian  Pla. 
Or  tbiid  the  shadowy  gkmm, 
That  still  inverts  the  guaidian  ! 
Where  stood,  sublime,  Leonidaa 
Devoted  (o  the  tomb. 

Nor  deem  that  it  can  aught  an 
For  such  lo  glide  with  oar  or  m 
Beneath  llie  piny  wood. 
Where  Tell  once  drew,  by  UrTi 
His  vcDgclul  shafts — prepared  t 
Their  thirst  in  Tyrants'  bkiod. 


EFFUSION, 

L\  THE  PLEASUBE-GROCND  ON 

TIIE  BRAN,  NEAR  DDN! 


"The  wnlerfbll,  by  a  loud  inatiag,  warn 
cipFL'i  it.  We  were  llnl,  honerar,  eooduc 
mrnl  wlipre  ihe  CiTdenpr  detiiad  us  (o 
Oanan.  wliich,  while  he  nsa  telling  the 
A  nut  who  eipru[pd  the  work.  di«appeafe< 
illo— flying  lUunderBi  by  the  louchafma 
nl  Ihc  tnlmn™  uf  oiplendid  spBrtioent,  wt 
nnd  alive  wilh  wileriklla.  thU  (ambled  i 
Crrac  nurade.  oppoiite  ths  window,  whict 
Occled  in  iiinumcnible  mimn  upuD  the  et 
wtdli."  —  tLilmclfrim  Ac  Journal  cf  siy . 


What  Ho  —  who,  'mid  the  kindH 
Of  Heroes  that  inspired  his  song, 
Dolli  yet  frequent  the  bill  of  sta 
The  Stars  dim-twinkling  llirough 
What!  Osaian  here  —  a  painted 
Mute  fixture  on  a  stuccoed  wall 
To  serve — an  unsuspected  scree 
For  show  that  must  not  yet  be  i 
And,  when  the  moment  comes,  t 
And  vanish,  by  mysterious  art 
Head,  Harp,  and  Body,  split  asm 
For  ingress  ti>  a  world  of  wonde' 
A  gay  Saloon,  with  waters  danc 
Upon  the  sight  wherever  glancin 
One  loud  Cascade  in  firmt,  and  \ 
A  thousand  like  it,  white  as  sno 
Streams  on  the  walls,  and  torren 
As  active  round  the  hollow  dome 
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cnlarocU!  of  their  terrors 
ipped,  oor  voiceless  in  Ihe  Mirrors, 
Ltch  tLe  pogeaul  trout  the  Flood 
nng  adowo  a  rocky  wool! 
!  scene,  Iknlutlc  luid  uneaa; 
r  made  s  Maniac  dizzy, 
iiscnchaDled  &0Q1  Ihe  mood 
ves  on  eullen  thoughts  to  brood! 

re,  in  thy  chanceful  visions, 

11  all  thy  meet  abrupt  transit ioiiB, 

graceltjl,  tender,  oc  sublime, 
erse  to  Panlotniine, 
either  do  tbcy  know  nor  us 
rvanis,  who  can  trifle  thu9; 
rilj  the  sober  poverv 

that  trawna,  and  slrenm  that  roars, 

by  congenial  sway 
its.  and  the  undying  Lny. 
aiea  that  moulder  not  away, 
i.kened  sorae  redeerning  thought 
onhy  of  this  favoured  Spot; 
i  aome  feeling — to  set  free 
rd  from  such  indignity  1 

fligics  of  a  valiant  Wiiilit 
beheld,  a  Templar  Knight ; 
rtrale,  not  like  those  that  rest 
nhe,  with  palma  together  prest, 
Iptured  out  of  living  Etone, 
nding  upright  and  alone, 
nds  with  rival  energy 
d  in  Mtting  hia  aword  free 
I  dull  ifaeath — stem  Sentinel, 

0  gnard  Bt  Robert's  Cell ; 
tth  memoiy  of  the  affray 
ant,  when,  aa  legends  say, 

olu  of  FounlaiD'a  thronged  to  force 

1  dear  boine  the  Hermit's  corse, 
tbeir  keeping  it  might  lie, 

•n  tbeir  Abbey's  sanctity. 
they  mahed  into  the  Grot 
I  dea[Haed,  a  world  forgot, 
o  him  from  hie  loved  Retreat, 
Allu-fltone  and  rock-hewn  seat 
it  that  <]aiet  best  is  feund, 
'  the  lAving,  under  ground; 
old  Knight,  the  eelGsh  aim 
^,  put  the  Mcnks  to  shame, 
rhere  yon  see  hia  image  stand 
the  aky,  with  threatening  brand 
lingering  Nm  is  proud  to  show 
d  in  the  pool  below. 

ke  the  Men  of  Mrlieal  days, 
«•  Mt  fcnb  their  grateful  praise ; 

taiAi  oT  ilw  Rivar  Nid.  nor  Knamboniagb. 


Uncouth  the  workmanshi] 

But,  nursed  in  mountain  _ 

Might  some  aspiring  Art 

To  seize  whate'er,  tiirou| 

A  Ghost,  by  glimpses,  muy  ]         m 

Of  imitable  lincameDt, 

And  give  the  Phantom  such  array 

As  less  should  ecorn  the  abandoned  clay; 

Tlien  let  him  hew  with  pitiont  stroke 

An  Osaian  out  of  mural  rock. 

And  leave  the  figurative  Man 

Upon  thy  margin,  roaring  Bran! 

Fixed,  like  the  Templar  of  the  steep. 

An  everlasting  watch  to  keep; 

With  local  sanctities  in  trust, 

More  precious  Ihnn  a  Hermit's  dust; 

And  virtues  through  the  mass  infused. 

Which  old  Idolatry  abused. 

What  though  the  Granite  would  deny 

All  fervour  to  the  sightless  eye ; 

And  touch  from  rising  Suns  In  vain 

Solicit  a  Memnonian  strain; 

Yet,  in  some  fit  of  angor  sliarp, 

The  wind  might  force  the  deep-grooved 

To  utter  melancholy  moans 

Not  unconnected  with  the  tones 

Of  Boul-sick  flesh  and  weary  bones; 

While  grove  and  river  notes  would  lend. 

Less  deeply  sad,  with  these  to  blend ! 

Vain  Pleasures  of  Inxurious  life, 

For  ever  with  yourselves  at  strife ; 

Through  town  and  country  both  denmged 

By  affectations  interchanged. 

And  all  the  perishable  gatids 

That  heaven-deserted  Man  applauds; 

When  will  your  hapleaa  patrotu  learn 

To  watch  and  ponder  —  to  discern 

The  fi-eshness,  the  eternal  youth. 

Of  admiration  sprung  from  truth ; 

From  beauty  iafinitely  growing 

Upon  a  mind  with  love  o'erflowing  — 

To  sound  the  depths  of  every  Art 

That  seeks  ita  wisdom  through  the  heuti 

Thus,  (where  the  intrusive  Pile,  ill-graced, 
With  baublea  of  theatric  taste, 
O'erlooks  the  Torrent  breathing  showera 
On  motley  bands  of  alien  flowers. 
In  stiff  confiiaion  Mt  or  sown. 
Till  Nature  cannot  find  her  own, 
Or  keep  a  remnant  of  the  sod 
Which  Caledonian  Heroea  trod) 
I  mused ;  and.  thirsting  for  redren^ 
Recoiled  into  the  wildemesa. 
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IV. 

Irow  visited, 

■  8EFTBMBEK,  mt. 

I  YuTow  1  —  Thit  the  Streun 
w  lancy  cheriahed, 
a  wahing  drenn  1 

lat  hstb  perished '. 

I  MioBtrel's  b&rp  were  near. 

s  of  glRdnewi, 

a  sileocB  Irom  the  sir, 
\  heart  witb  ndnesa ! 

silvery  current  flowi 
tolled  meanderinga ; 
3  eyes  by  greener  hills 
in  all  my  wanderinga. 
I  her  depths,  Saint  Mary's  Lake 

^tore  of  those  hills 
Blighted. 


■hat 


I  o'er  Yarrow  vale, 
pearly  whiteness 


'ismg  sun  diiniEed, 

If  promise !  that  excludes 
I  dejection ; 

willing  here  to  admit 
Collection. 

I  that  the  lainotiB  Flower 
Vale  Iny  bleedingi 

was  yon  smooth  mouod 
t  herd  b  Teeding: 
71  this  crystal  pool, 
na  the  morning, 
aith  ascended  thrice  — 
f  doleful  warning. 

Ihe  Lay  that  sings 
f  happy  Lovers, 
t  leads  them  to  the  grove, 

a  that  covers  : 
IcLifies  the  veise 

strength  of  sorrow, 
lerahle  strength  of  love; 
I  rueful  Yarrow ! 


Meek  loveiineas  i*  nmitd  the> 
A  aoftneM  atiU  and  holy; 
The  grace  of  forest  cbanns  d 
And  pastoral  melanehaly. 

That  region  left,  the  Vale  m 
Rich  groves  of  lofty  itetuis. 
With  Yarrow  winding  throogi 
Of  cultivated  nature ; 
And,  rising  fran  those  lofly  | 
Behold  a  ruin  hoary! 
The  shattered  front  of  Newai 
Renowned  in  Border  Mory. 

Fair  scene:,  for  childhood's  opi 
For  sportive  youth  to  stray  in 
For  manhood  to  enjoy  bis  iln 
And  aga  to  wear  away  in ! 
Yon  Cottage  seems  a  bower  i 
A  covert  for  protectiMi 
Of  lender  thoughts  that  nestli 
The  brood  of  chaste  afiectioa 

Itow  sweet,  on  this  autumnal 
The  wild-wood  fruits  to  gaita< 
And  on  my  True-love's  Ibrebi 
A  crest  of  blooming  heather! 
And  what  if  I  enwrcathed  mj 
'T  were  no  offence  to  reason. 
The  sober  Hills  thus  deck  the 
To  meet  the  wintry  season. 

I  SVC  —  but  not  by  sight  slon 
Loved  Yarrow,  have  I  won  tl 
A  ray  of  Fancy  still  survives- 
Her  tninshinc  plays  upon  thee 
Thy  ever-youthful  waters  kee| 
A  co'irse  of  lively  pleasure; 
And  gladsome  notes  my  lipa  i 
Accordant  to  the  e 


The  vnpoiira  linger  round  the 
They  melt-'' and  soon  must  v 
One  hour  is  tlieirs,  nor  more 
Sad  thought,  which  I  would  I 
But  that  I  know,  where'er  I  | 
Thy  genuine  image,  Yarrow ! 
Will  dwell  witb  me— to  bel| 
And  cheer  my  mind  in  sorrow 


,^ 


MS  DEDICATED  TO  NATIONAL  INDEl 
AND  LIBERTY. 


PART   FIRST. 


of  Kvening,  Splendour  of  Iho  West, 

r  country  —  on  the  lioriion's  brink 

^fst,  stooping,  sa  might  seem,  to  sink, 

\i'B  boaoia ;  yet  well  pleased  to  rest, 

:,  and  be  to  her  a  glorious  crest 

IS  lo  the  Nations.     Thou,  I  think, 

e  my  Country's  emblem ;  and  shouids't  wink, 

r !  with  laughter  on  her  banners,  dreat 

h  beauty.     There '.  that  dusky  spot 

lee,  it  ta  England ;  there  it  lies. 

le  on  you  both !  one  hope,  ono  lot, 

oe  glory  '.  I  with  many  a  fear 

u  Country,  many  heartfelt  siglis, 

;n  who  do  not  love  her,  Ijnger  here. 


CALAIS,  AUGUST.  1802. 
d  that's  shaken  by  the  wind, 
I  it  that  ye  go  Ibrth  to  see ! 
iryera,  Staleamen,  Squires  of  low  degree, 
ti,  and  men  unknovrn,  Sick,  Lame,  and  Blind, 
rd  all.  like  Creatures  of  one  kind, 
fruit  oflefings  crowd  to  bend  the  knee 
before  the  new-bom  Majesty. 
Ihu*.     Ye  men  of  proetrale  mind ! 
reverence  may  be  paid  to  power; 

lor  springing  with  a  transient  shower : 
th.  when  sense,  when  liberty  were  down, 
Iship  had  it  been  to  wait  an  hour? 
you,  feeble  Heads,  to  slavery  prone ! 


m. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 
I  HKAR  CALAIS,  ON  TUB  ROAD  LEADING  TO 

bile  from  Calais  southward  you  and  I 
r  accordant  sli-pa  this  public  Way 
willi  the  pomp  of  a.  loo-credulous  day,* 


When  fijiih  was  pledged  to  new-t"  jr : 

A  hotneless  sound  of  joy  was  i 

The  antiquated  Earth,  as  one  i 

Beat  like  the  heart  of  Man ;  songs,  garland 

Banners,  and  hoppy  fncea,  fnr  and  nigh ! 

And  DOW,  sole  register  that  these  things  were. 

Two  solitary  greetings  have  I  heard, 

Good  morrow,  Citizen  .'"  a  hollow  word. 
As  if  B  dead  Man  spake  it  I  Vet  despair 
Touches  me  not,  though  pensive  as  a  Bird 
Whose  vernal  coverts  winter  bath  laid  bare. 


IV. 

1801. 

I  oBicvBD  for  Buonaparte,  with  a  vain 
And  a.n  unthinking  grief!  for,  who  aspires 
To  genuine  greatness  but  from  just  desires. 
And  knowledge  such  as  he  could  never  gain  1 

not  in  battles  that  from  youth  we  train 
The  Governor  who  must  be  wise  and  good. 
And  temper  with  the  sternness  of  the  brain 
Thoughts  motherly,  and  weak  as  womanhood. 
Wisdom  doth  live  with  children  round  her  knees : 
Books;,  leisure,  perfect  freedom,  and  tlie  talk 
Man  holds  with  week-lay  man  in  the  hourly  walk 
Of  the  mind's  business:  these  are  the  degrees 
By  which  true  sway  doth  mount ;  this  is  tlie  stalk 
True  Power  doth  grow  on ;  and  her  rights  are  thcM 


CALAIS,  AUGUST  IS,  1803. 
FESTivALa  have  I  seen  that  were  not  names: 
This  is  young  Buonaparte's  natal  day. 
And  his  is  henceforth  an  established  sway. 
Consul  for  life.     With  worship  France  proclaim! 
Her  approbation,  and  with  pomps  and  games. 
Heaven  grunt  that  other  Cities  may  be  gay  ! 
Calais  is  not:  and  I  have  bent  my  way 
To  the  sea-coast,  noting  that  each  man  frames 
His  business  as  he  likes.     For  other  show 
My  youth  here  witnetiscd,  in  a  prouder  time  -, 
The  Benselcssnesa  of  joy  was  then  Bublime ! 
Happy  is  he,  who,  caring  not  for  Pope, 
Consul,  or  King,  can  sound  himself  to  know 
The  destiny  of  Has,  eind  live  in  hope. 
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vr. 

II. 

TION  OF  TBE  VENETIAN 

8EPTEMBEE  1. 

EPUBLIC. 

Amnni  tin  etvHiNDai  sMi  of  TrnDBf  i 

«t.lh«M)«l>(or>UN«|TiH  froB  rniie 

ilof  the  West:  the  worth 

n*Bt :  us  bul  ■  FcUoir  puBDiM  who  w. 

1  below  her  birth. 

Driter  from  the  soil  of  Prance,  a 

]ld  of  Liberty. 

From  Calais  with  us,  tailliani  in  i 

ly,  bright  and  free ; 

A  Negro  Woman,  like  ■  Udy  gi 

force  could  violate; 

Yet  downcast  as  a  Woman  fewini 

unto  herself  a  Mate, 

Meek,  destitnle,  as  seemed,  of  bo; 

everlasting  Sea. 

She  sate,  from  notice  taming  Dot 

men  those  glories  fade. 

But  on  all  ptoflered  intereoarM  di 

tid  that  Btrenglh  decay ; 

A  weight  of  languid  speech,  or  ■ 

of  regret  be  paid 

Was  silent,  motionles  in  eye*  u> 

nth  reached  ita  final  day: 

Meanwhile  thow  eye*  retoined  th 

t  grieve  when  even  the  Shade 

Which,  burning  independent  of  li 

08  great  is  passed  away. 

Joined  with  the  lustre  of  her  rich 
To  mock  the  Outcast —0  ye  Hn 

—^ 

And  feel,  thou  Earth,  &r  thn  affli 

VIL 

NO  OF  SWEDEN. 

om  distant  lands  shall  caU 

X, 

lull  hail  the  crowned  Youth 

of  unbending  Truth, 

COMPOSED  IN  THE  VALLE 

aet  forth  to  all 

ON  THE  DAY  OF  L 

y  may  stand ;  or  fall. 

Here,  on  our  native  sail,  we  bnw 

w,  whither  doth  it  tend  1 

The  Cock  that  crows,  the  Smoke 

his  shall  be  the  end ! 

Of  Bells,  —  those  Boys  who  io  yo 

hich  neither  can  appal 

e  illustrious  Swede  hath  done 

Of  the  wsves  breaking  on  the  chi 

t  tobe;  He  Etsnds  oboM 

All,  all  are  English.     Oft  have  I '. 

rk  he  hath  begun 

With  joy  in  Kent's  green  vales; 

,  and  love 

Myself  so  satlaSed  in  heart  before 

Ancestors  approve : 

Europe  is  yet  in  bonds ;  but  let  tfa 

him  their  rightful  Son. 

Thought  for  another  moment.  T 
My  country!  and  'tis  joy  enongh 

<:. 

For  one  hour's  perfect  hliae,  to  tre 
Of  England  once  again,  and  bear 

vm. 

VINT  L'OUVERTURE. 

nhappy  Man  of  Men  I 

g  Rustic  tend  his  plough 

r  thy  head  be  now 

XI. 

dungeon's  earless  den ;  — 

1   where  and  when 

SEPTEMBER,  1 

el     Vetdienot;  do  thoo 

LtijiND,  within  a.  hollow  vale,  I  et 

ids  a  cheerful  brow; 

And  saw,  while  sea  was  calm  and 

.  never  to  rise  again, 

The  Coast  of  France,  the  Coast « 

„    Thou  host  left  behind 

Drawn  almost  into  frightful  neigh 

for  Ihcc ;  sir,  earth,  and  skies ; 

I  shrunk,  lor  verily  the  barrier  f)o 

^  of  (he  common  wind 

Was  like  a  Lake,  or  River  bri^t 

ihou  hast  great  allies; 

A  span  of  waters ;  yet  what  powo 

lions,  agonies. 

What  mightiness  Ibr  ovil  and  (bt  | 

>*i^ 

Even  so  doth  God  protect  n^  if  wi 

r\ 

/"^ 

POEMS  OP  THE  IMAGINATION. 


il  wise.     Winds  blow,  aod  Waters  roll, 
the  brave,  BniJ  Power,  and  Deity, 

laelves  are  nottiing !     One  decree 
lo  ihtm,  and  aiid  thai  by  the  Soul 

•tioiis  sitiil  be  great  and  free.* 


«  are  there  ^  one  ia  of  the  Sea, 
Mouotsitw;  ouch  a  mighty  Voicer 
m  age  to  age  Thou  didat  rejoice, 
t  thy  chosen  Music,  Liberty '. 
le  ■  Tyrant,  ami  with  holy  glee 
hl'at  against  Him ;  but  hast  vainly  Etriv 
I  ihy  Alpine  holds  at  length  art  driven, 
[  a  Lorrent  murmurs  heard  by  thee, 
^p  bliss  thine  ear  hath  been  bereft ; 
re,  O  cleave  lo  that  which  sCilI  is  left; 
KNited  Maid,  what  sorrow  would  it  be 
slain  Floods  ^ould  thunder  aa  belbre, 
Q  bellow  firotn  hie  rocky  shore, 
er  awful  Voice  be  beard  by  theel 


XIII. 
^«  in  LONDON,  SEPTEMBER,  1803. 
!  I  know  not  which  way  I  must  look 
rt,  being,  as  I  am,  oppreat, 
:hal  now  our  Life  is  only  drest 
;  mean  handy-work  of  crafUman,  cook, 
!  —  We  must  run  glittering  like  s  Brook 
•n  EURshioe,  or  we  are  unblest; 
Uiieit  man  among  us  is  the  best : 
eur  now  in  nature  or  in  book 
la.     Rapine,  avarice,  expense, 
olalryi  and  Iheae  we  adore: 
ng  and  high  thinking  are  no  more : 
!ly  beauty  of  the  food  old  cause 
oar  peace,  our  (earful  innocence, 
nli^on  breathing  liousehold  laws.f 


And  give  us  manners,  virtue,  fi 
Thy  soul  was  like  a  Star,  and  ' 
Thou  hadgt  a  voice  whotte  soul 
re  aa  ilie  naked  heavens,  dm 
didst  thou  travel  on  life's  cc 
In  cheerful  godlinea;  and  yet 
The  lowliest  dulies  on  herself 


XV. 


Gkgat  Men  have  been  among 

And  tongues  that  uttered  wisd 
The  later  Sidney,  Marvel,  Ua 
Young  Vane,  and  others  who  ■ 

These  Moralists  could  act l  ■ 

They  knew  how  genuine  glory  v 
Taught  us  how  rightfully  a  natiou  buuuo 
In  splendour:  what  strength  was,  that  wc 
But  in  magnaninious  mccknoida.    France, 
Hath  brought  forth  no  such  souls  as  we  ha- 
Perpclual  emptiness !  unceasing  change  I 
No  single  Volume  paramount,  no  code. 
No  master  spirit,  no  determined  road ; 
But  efiuolly  a  want  of  Books  and  Men ! 


XVI. 

It  is  nol  to  be  thought  of  that  the  Flood 

Of  British  freedom,  wliich  to  the  open  Sea 

Of  the  world's  praise  from  dark  antiquity 

Hath  flowed,  "  with  pomp  of  waters  unwithslood," 

Roused  though  it  be  full  often  to  a  mood 

Which  spurns  the  chock  of  salutary  bands. 

That  this  moat  famous  Stream  in  Bogs  and  Sandt 

Should  perish ;  and  lo  evil  and  to  good 

Be  loet  for  ever.    In  our  Halls  is  hung 

Armoury  of  the  invincible  Knighta  of  old : 

We  must  be  free  or  die,  who  speak  the  tongue 

That  Shakspeare  spake;  the  thith  and  morals  bold 

Which  Milton  held.  —  In  every  thing  we  aifiBpning 

Of  EarOi's  Grel  blood,  have  titles  manifold. 


XiV. 
LONDON,  laos. 
thou  thould'st  be  living  at  this  hour: 
halb  need  of  thee :  slie  is  a  fen 
ant  waters:  altar,  sword,  and  pen, 
the  heroic  wealth  of  hall  and  bower, 
feiled  Iheir  ancient  English  dower 
■d  happincsB,     We  are  selSsh  men : 
e  us  up,  relurn  to  us  again ; 


Sat  Note. 


t  S««  Noie, 


XVII. 

Won  I  have  borne  in  memory  what  Iioa  tamed 
Great  Nations,  how  ennobling  thoughts  depart 
When  men  change  Sworda  for  Ledgers,  and  desert 
Tlic  Student's  bower  for  gold,  some  fears  uimamed 
I  had,  my  Country!  — am  I  to  be  blamed  1 

I  But  when  I  think  of  Thee,  and  what  Thou  art 

I  Verily,  in  the  bottom  of  my  heart, 
-  I  Of  those  unlilial  fears  t  am  ashamed. 

I  But  dearly  tnust  we  pri^e  thee ;  we  who  End 


^^H 
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cause  of  mea ; 

^^^^^^^^H 

beguiled: 

XXL 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

}w  and  thee, 

Enol>;<d  !  the  time  is  come  when  tbou  abouM'A  n 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

nU  of  hi8  Diind, 

Thy  heart  from  ila  emasculating  (bod; 

^^^^1 

r  8  Cliild  ■ 

Fair  seed-lioie,  better  harvest  might  have  been 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

VIII. 

But  for  thy  treapasBea  ;  and,  at  Uiis  day. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

5ER,  1803. 

If  for  Greece,  Egypt,  Itidia,  Africa, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

tural  miseries 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ade  of  it  a  Innd 

Englanii:  all  nationa  in  thb  charge  agree, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

one  groat  Band 

But  worse,  more  ignorant  in  love  and  hate. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

rlh  to  dwell  at  ease. 

Far,  far  more  abject  i*  ihiue  Enemy : 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Therefore  the  wise  pray  for  thee,  though  the  liei^ 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

I  wurksare  there; 

Of  tiiy  offences  be  a  heavy  weight: 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

hout  care ! 

Oh  grief,  that  Earth's  best  hopes  rest  til  with  -Jwe 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

t  cun  soothe  and  pleasei 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

re  Bhould  be  such  dcartl> 

e  myriads  should  unite 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

essuch  fell  despite: 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

nd  in  drunken  mirlh. 

XXII. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

nly  light 

^^^H 

as  on  Earth ! 

OCTOBER.  1W3. 

WsEM,  looking  on  the  present  state  of  thin^ 
I  sec  one  Man,  of  Men  the  meanest  too! 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ax. 

Rai$«d  up  to  svray  the  world,  to  do,  undo. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

,  far  worse,  lo  bear 

With  mighty  Nations  Ibr  his  Underhnga. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

roof,  and  floor,  and  wall, 

Tlie  great  events  with  which  old  story  rings 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

y  Thrall ; 

Seem  vain  and  hollowi  I  find  nothing  great: 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

in  the  open  air. 

Nothing  is  left  vi-hich  I  can  veneralo; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ceforth,  must  wear 

So  that  almost  a  doubt  wittam  me  springs 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

9.     For  who  couid  be. 

Of  Proviilence.  such  emptiness  at  Jeogtli 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ch  coiiiiition.  free 

Seema  nt  the  heart  of  all  things.     But,  gietl  Gd.' 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ch  which  he  must  shnre 

1  measure  back  the  steps  which  I  have  trad; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

evcrbeitourE 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ly  it  will  ehine. 

Of  such  poor  Instruments,  with  thoughts  euUiDM 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ingE,  manly  Powers, 

I  tremble  at  the  sorrow  of  the  time. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

gth.  must  droop  and  pine. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

asant  fruits  and  tIower« 

^^^^^^^H 

lon'g  decline. 

^^^^^H 

XX. 

XX  III. 

^^^^^^^^H 

3ER,  1803. 

TO  THE  MEN  OF  KENT.-OCTOBER,  !«' 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ed  Worldlings  with  dismay : 

Vawuabd  of  Liberty,  ye  Men  of  Kent, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

Mlure,  taint  the  air 

Ye  Children  of  a  soil  that  doth  advance 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

on  and  despair: 

Her  haughty  brow  against  the  coast  of  France, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

hinking  on  t!ie  Rflray. 

Now  is  the  time  to  prove  your  hardlmenl! 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

for  the  day 

To  France  be  words  of  invitation  sent! 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

intilled  are  given. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

f  the  God  of  Heaven. 

Of  your  fierce  war,  may  ken  Uie  glittering  ianw, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Sun  m  May. 

And  heir  you  shouting  forth  your  brave  intent 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

but  firmer  faith 

Left  single,  in  bold  parley.  Ye,  of  yore. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

rigin 

Did  from  the  Norman  win  a  gallant  wreath; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

s  perpetual  breatli ; 

Confirmed  the  chnrtera  that  were  yonrfl  befiwe;  — 

^^^^^^H 

es  within 
s  are  a  km 

No  parleying  now  ■     In  Britain  is  one  breath; 
We  all  are  with  you  now  from  Shore  to  Shore;— 

^^1 

ardice,  and  death ! 

Ye  Men  of  Kent,  "t  is  Victory  or  Death ! 

^           J 
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nClPATION.  — OCTOBER,  1803. 
&  mightj  Victorj  is  won ! 
ground  the  Invaders  are  laid  low; 
of  Uoaven  bos  drifted  them  like  enow, 
em  lying  in  tlie  silent  £un, 
iae  again !  —  ibe  work  is  done ! 
I,  ye  Oid  Men,  now  in  pcoceful  show 
yoar  Sons  1  dnima  bent  and  Iniinpets  blow  I 
ry.  Wive«!  ye  little  Childten,  Etna 
damea'  eac^  with  pleasure  or  your  noise : 
ila,  cUp  jour  hands !    Divine  rauBl  be 
i|^  when  the  rery  worst,  the  pain, 
the  proepect  of  our  Brethren  slain, 
thing  in  it  which  the  heart  enjoys:  — 
ill  they  sleep  and  endless  sanctity. 


NOVEMBER,  1806. 
year !  —  another  deadly  blow ! 
lighiy  empire  overthrown ! 
,re  let),  or  Ehall  be  lefl,  alone; 
tiat  dare  to  attuggle  with  the  Foe. 
!  from  this  day  forward  we  shall  know 
irselvei  our  safely  must  be  sought; 
iir  own  right  hand  it  must  be  wrought, 
nuet  tttaiHl  unpropped,  or  be  laid  low. 
I  whom  such  foretaste  doth  not  cheif  r : 
exult,  if  They  who  rule  the  land 
itio  hold  Its  many  blessings  dear, 
ight,  valiant;  not  a  servile  Band, 
to  judge  of  danger  which  lliey  fear, 
ur  which  they  do  nut  understand. 


1. 

isM  on  the  banks  of  Seine, 

B  ber  templea  with  the  civic  wreath? 

'  to  read  the  promise  of  her  mien  1 

■et  to  rest  Her  wide-spread  wings  beneath ! 

But  they  ire  ever  playing. 

And  twinkling  in  the  light, 

And,  if  a  bieeie  be  straying. 

That  breeze  she  will  invite; 
ids  OD  tiptoe,  conscious  she  is  fair, 
I  a  look  of  love  into  her  face, 
•di  ber  anna — as  if  the  general  air 
uld  Htisfy  her  wide  embrace. 

Ptificipalitiea,  beGire  ber  melt  I 
>y«  hailed — her  wrath  have  felt! 

tbnugb  many  a  change  of  form  bath  gone, 
lis  amidst  you  now,  an  armed  Creature, 
fwopljr  IS  Dot  a  thing  put  on, 
2H 


llie  live  scales  of  a  porte 
That,  having  wrought  its  wa] 
Stalks   round  —  abhorred  by 
Earth! 

2. 
1  marked  the  breathings  of 
My  Soul,  a  sorrowful  Interpn 
In  many  a  midnight  vision  bo 
Before  the  ominous  aspect  of 
Whether  the  mighty  Beam  it 
Threatened  her  foes,  or  pomp 
Seemed  to  bisect  her  orbed  si 
As  stretches  a  blue  bar  of  sol 
Across  the  setting  Sun,  and  t 


So  did  she  daunt  the  Earth,  and  God  defy  I 

And,  wheresoe'er  she  spread  her  sovereignty, 
;ion  tainted  all  that  was  most  pure. 
ve  we  not  known  — and  live  we  not  to  tell 
That  Justice  seemed  to  hear  her  final  knell  ^ 
Fn  ith  buried  deeper  in  her  own  deep  breast 
Her  stores,  and  sighed  to  find  them  insecure '. 
And  Hope  was  maddened  by  the  drops  that  fell 
From  shades,  her  chosen  place  of  short-lived  rest : 
Shame  followed  ahame  —  and  woe  supplanlcd  woe 
la  tins  the  only  change  that  time  can  sliow^ 
How  long  shall  vengeance  sleepT    Ye  patient 

how  longi 
—  Infirm  ejaculation  !  Irom  the  tongue 
Of  Nations  wanting  virtue  to  be  strong 
Up  to  the  measure  of  accorded  might. 
And  daring  not  lo  feel  the  majesty  of  right! 


Weak  Spirits  are  there  —  whu  would  ask 
Upon  the  pressure  of  a  paintiil  tUin^', 
The  Lion's  sinews,  or  the  Eagle's  wing ; 
Or  let  their  wishes  lose,  in  forest  glade, 

Among  the  lurking  powers 

Of  herbs  and  lowly  flowers. 
Or  seek,  from  Saints  above,  miraculous  aid ; 
That  Man  may  be  accomplished  for  a  task 
Which  his  own  Nature  hath  enjoiiled  —  and  why ! 
If,  when  that  interference  hath  relieved  him. 

He  must  sink  down  to  languish 
In  worae  than  former  helplessness  —  and  lie 

Till  the  caves  roar,— and,  imbecility 

Again  engendering  anguiah. 
The  same  weak  wi^  retumi^  that  had  before  deceived: 

5. 
Bui  Tboo,  Supreme  Diapoeer !  may'st  not  speed 
The  course  of  things,  and  change  the  creed. 
Which  bath  been  left  aloR  before  Men's  sight 
Since  the  6m  fivning  of  sorieties, 
22' 
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Whither,  aa  Baida  have  told  in  ancient  song, 
Built  up  by  soft  seducing  harmonies; 
Or  prest  together  by  the  appetite, 

And  by  the  power,  of  wrong ! 


PART  SECOND. 
I. 

ON  A  CELEBRATED  EVENT  IN  ANCIENT  HISTORY. 

A  Roman  Master  stands  on  Grecian  ground. 
And  to  the  Concourse  of  the  Isthmian  Games 
He,  by  his  Herald's  voice,  aloud  proclaims 
Thb  Libebtt  of  Greece  :  —  the  words  rebound 
Until  all  voices  in  one  voice  are  drowned ; 
Glad  acclamation  by  which  air  was  rent ! 
And  birds,  high  flying  in  the  element, 
Dropped  to  the  eurth,  astonished  at  the  sound ! 
— A  melancholy  Echo  of  that  noise 
Doth  something  hang  on  musing  Fancy's  ear : 
Ah !  that  a  Conqueror* $  word  should  be  so  dear : 
Ah !  that  a  boon  could  shed  such  rapturous  joys ! 
A  gift  of  that  which  is  not  to  be  given 
By  all  the  blended  powers  of  Earth  and  Heaven. 


II. 

UPON  THE  SAME  EVENT. 

Wren,  far  and  wide,  swift  as  the  beams  of  mom 

The  tidings  passed  of  servitude  repealed. 

And  of  that  joy  which  shook  the  Isthmian  Field. 

The  rough  iEtolians  smiled  with  bitter  scorn. 

**  'T  is  known,**  cried  they,  **  that  he  who  would  adorn 

His  envied  temples  with  the  Isthmian  Crown, 

Must  either  win,  through  efibrt  of  his  own. 

The  prize,  or  be  content  to  see  it  worn 

By  more  deserving  brows.  —  Yet  so  ye  prop. 

Sons  of  the  Brave  who  fought  at  Marathon ! 

Your  feeble  Spirits.    Greece  her  head  hath  bowed. 

As  if  the  wreath  of  Liberty  thereon 

Would  fix  itself  as  smoothly  as  a  cloud, 

Which,  at  Jove^s  will,  descends  on  PeIion*s  top.** 


With  unabating  eSbrU  bob,  the  palm 

Is  won,  and  by  all  Nations  shall  be  wom! 

The  bloody  writing  is.for  ever  torn. 

And  Thou  henceforth  ahalt  have  «  good  Ifan^cdl 

A  great  Man*s  happiness;  thy  zeal  shall  find 

Repose  at  lengthy  firm  Frieiid  of  hamui  kind! 


III. 

TO  THOMAS  CLARKSON, 

ON  THE  FINAL  PASSING  OF  THE  BILL  FOR  THE  ABOLI- 
TION OP  THE  SLAVE  TRADE,  MARCH.  1807. 

Clarkbon  !  it  was  an  obstinate  Hill  to  climb : 
How  toilsome  —  nay,  how  dire  it  was,  by  Thee 
Is  known,  —  by  none,  perhaps,  so  feelingly; 
But  Thou,  who,  starting  in  thy  fervent  prime, 
Didst  first  lead  forth  this  pilgrimage  sublime. 
Hast  heard  the  constant  Voice  its  charge  repeat, 
AVhich,  oat  of  thy  young  heart*s  oracular  seat, 
irst  roused  thee.  --  O  true  yoke-fellow  of  Time 


IV. 

A  PROPHECY.— FEBRUARY,  1807. 

High  deeds,  O  Germans,  are  to  come  fram  yoa! 
Thus  in  yoor  Books  the  record  shall  be  fimnd, 
"  A  watohwoid  was  pronounced,  a  potent  ■oaad, 
ARMiNnTs ! — all  the  people  quaked  like  dew 
Stirred  by  the  breeze  —  they  roee,  a  Natioii,tiM^ 
Tnie  to  herself — the  mighty  Germany, 
She  of  the  Danube  and  the  Northern  sea. 
She  rose,  and  off  at  once  the  yoke  she  threw. 
All  power  was  given  her  in  the  dreadfiil  truiee; 
Those  new-bom  Kings  she  withered  like  a 
— Woe  to  them  all !  but  heaviest  woe  and 
To  that  Bavarian  who  did  first  advance 
His  banner  in  accursed  league  with  France, 
First  open  Traitor  to  a  sacred  name ! 


V. 

Clouds,  lingermg  yet,  extend  in  ecdid  faua 
Through  the  gray  west;  and  lo!  these 
By  breezeless  air  to  smoothest  polish,  yield 
A  vivid  repetition  of  the  stars: 
Jove  —  Venus — and  the  roddy  crest  of  Uan^ 
Amid  his  fellows  beanteonsly  revealed 
At  happy  distance  from  earth's  groaning  fieU, 
Where  ruthless  mortals  wage  incessant  wara 
Is  it  a  mirror  ?  — or  the  nether  sphere 
Opening  to  view  the  abyss  in  which  it  fiseds 
Its  own  calm  fires?  —  But  list !  a  voice  is  neu ; 
Great  Pan  himself  low-whispering  throogb  the  i 
**  Be  thankfiil,  thou ;  for,  if  unhdy  deeds 
Ravage  the  world,  tranquillity  is  here!** 


VI. 

Go  back  to  antique  Ages,  if  thine  ejm 
The  genuine  mien  and  character  woold  tiaee 
Of  the  rash  Spirit  that  still  bdds  her  place. 
Prompting  the  World's  audacious  vanities ! 
See,  at  her  call,  the  Tower  of  Babel 
The  Pyramid  extend  its  monstrous 
For  some  Aspirant  of  our  short-lived  race. 
Anxious  an  aery  name  to  immortaliie. 
There,  too,  ere  wiles  and  pdlttie  dispute 
I  Grave  specious  colouring  to  aim  and  act. 


rOEMS   OF   THE    IMAGINATION. 


might;  Hunter  !e»»e  the  brule  — 
nkind,  witli  men  in  armiex  packed 
pastime,  high  nnd  absolute, 
i\odge  his  gsme,  cities  are  racked  ! 


}  World's  rain  objects  !  tliat  enslave 
n  SodI,  — that  World  whcwe  vaunted  skill 
eresl  perverts  the  will, 
ma  lesdaslray  thewiee  snd  brave  ; 
but  in  dark  trood  and  rocky  cave. 
wave  which  fiiaminF  torrents  fill 
iTMent  mannur  ae  they  rave 
itwp  beds,  thai  never  diaJl  be  still : 
f  Nature!  in  this  school  suhlime 
bopes  sod  rears  of  iialTerin^  Spnin : 
ntt  the  aqguries  of  time, 
the  bDman  heart  explore  my  way, 
i  listen  — gatherbg,  whence  I  may, 
I  Iboug^  no  bondage  can  re«traiii. 


J  pen;  —  and  listened  to  the  wind 
tree*  up-tom  and  vessels  toet; 
lanaony,  and  wholly  l(*-t 
al  sense  of  men  by  chains  confined 
care,  or  plcnsure,  —  or  resigned 
ep.     Thought  I,  the  impassioned  strain, 
)ut  aid  of  numbers,  I  sustain. 
tioo  from  the  World  will  End, 
h  apprehensive  ear  shall  drink 
atly  breathed  o'er  sorrows  past. 
tendaut  promise  will  sive  heed  — 
'.—like  that  of  this  wild  hlnsi, 
•■  it  makes  the  heart  with  radness  shrink, 
bright  calms  that  slutll  succeed. 


ndFFER. 

rents  is  the  Hero  bom 
ut»dauoted  Tyrolese  are  ledT 

I  great  Spirit,  ftom  the  dead 

iniautc  an  age  Forlorn  ? 

9  PbiEbug  llirongh  the  gates  of  mon 
darkness  is  discomfited 
modest  state  T  upoo  hta  head, 

ires^  a  heron's  plume,  is  moriL 

icy  stagger  at  the  shock ; 

I*  are  agba« ;  they  slrive  to  flee, 


And  half  their  Host  is  burie 
Descends:  —  beneath  this  g 
Hills,  Torrents,  Woods,  omt 
The  Tyrant,  and  confound  h 


AovAscB— come  forth  from  ounil 

Dear  Liberty  1  alem  Nympb    . 

Sweet  Nymph,  O  rightly  of     e  _ 

Through  the  long  chain  of  / 

And  o'er  the  eternal  snows,  . 

Like  Echo,  when  the  Hunte:  -i^m,. 

Have  roused  ber  ftom  hers!    ip;  ai 

Cliffi,  woods,  and  coves,  her  .         » 

And  babbie  of  her  pastime !  —  di 

With  such  invisible  niotion  sp^^~  .,ij  „ 

Through  hanging  clouds  from  craggy  heignt  to  1 

Through  Ihe  green  vales  and  through  Uie  Hoidi 

bower. 
That  all  tile  Alps  may  gladden  in  thy  might. 
Here,  there,  and  in  all  places  at  one  hour. 


XL 
FEELINGS  OF  THE  TYROLESF- 
Tbb  Land  we  fnrni  our  Fathers  had  in  trust, 
And  to  our  Children  will  traoBuiit,  or  die : 
Tbb  is  our  maxim,  this  our  piety ; 
And  God  and  Nature  say  that  it  is  just. 
Thnt  which  we  would  perform  in  arms  —  wo  must! 
We  read  the  dictate  in  the  Infant's  eye  ; 
Id  the  Wife's  smile ;  snd  m  the  placid  sky ; 
And.  at  our  feet,  amid  the  silent  dust 
Of  them  that  were  before  as,  sing  aloud 
Old  songs,  the  precious  music  of  the  heart! 
Give,  Herds  and  flocks,  your  voices  t«  the  wind ! 
While  we  go  forth,  a  self-devoted  crowd, 
With  weapons  in  the  fearless  hand,  to  assert 
Our  virtue,  and  to  vindicate  mankind. 


Xll 

AiAB !  what  boots  the  long  laborious  quest 

Of  moral  prudence,  sought  through  good  and  HI; 

Or  pains  abstruse  —  to  elevate  the  will, 

And  lend  us  on  to  that  transcendent  rest 

Where  every  passion  shall  the  sway  attest 

Of  Reason,  seated  on  her  sovereign  htll ; 

What  is  it  hut  a  vain  and  curious  skill, 

If  sapient  Germany  must  lie  deprepi,  ™ 

Beneath  the  brutal  sword  *    Tier  hsugtily  Schooll 

Sbnl)  blush  1  and  may  not  we  with  sorrow  say, 

A  few  strong  inrtincls  and  a  few  plain  Toles^ 

Among  the  hcrtlKmon  of  the  Alps,  have  wroa{;fat 

More  for  mankind  at  this  unhappy  day  — 

Than  all  the  pride  of  intellect  aad  thought  T        y 
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XIIL 

And  is  it  among  rude  untutored  Dales, 
There,  and  there  only,  that  the  heart  is  true? 
And,  rising  to  repel  or  to  snhdue. 
Is  it  by  rocks  and  woods  that  man  prevails? 
Ah,  no !  though  Nature's  dread  protection  fails, 
There  is  a  bulwark  in  the  soul.    This  knew 
Iberian  Burghers  when  the  sword  they  drew 
In  Zaragoza,  naked  to  the  gales 
Of  fiercely-breathing  war.    The  truth  was  felt 
By  Palafox,  and  many  a  brave  Compeer, 
Like  him  of  noble  birth  and  noble  mind ; 
By  Ladies,  meek-eyed  Women  without  fear ; 
And  Wanderers  of  the  street,  to  whom  is  dealt 
The  bread  which  without  industry  they  find. 


XIV. 

0*ER  the  wide  earth,  on  mountain  and  on  plain. 

Dwells  in  the  affections  and  the  soul  of  man 

A  Godhead,  like  the  universal  Pan, 

But  more  exalted,  with  a  brighter  train : 

And  shall  his  bounty  be  dispensed  in  vain. 

Showered  equally  on  city  and  on  field. 

And  neither  hope  nor  steadfiist  promise  yield 

In  these  usurping  times  of  fear  and  pain  ? 

Such  doom  awaits  us.    Nay,  forbid  it  Heaven ! 

We  know  the  arduous  strifb,  the  eternal  laws 

To  which  the  triumph  of  all  good  is  given, 

High  sacrifice,  and  labour  without  pause. 

Even  to  the  death :  —  else  wherefore  should  the  eye 

Of  man  converse  with  immortality  ? 


XV. 


ON  THE  HNAL  SUBMISSION  OF  THE  TYROLESE. 

It  was  a  moral  end  for  which  they  fought ; 

Else  how,  when  mighty  Thrones  were  put  to  shame, 

Could  they,  poor  Shepherds,  have  preserved  an  aim, 

A  resolution,  or  enlivening  thought  1 

Nor  hath  that  moral  good  been  vainly  sought ; 

For  in  their  magnanimity  and  fame 

Powers  have  they  left,  an  impulse,  and  a  claim 

Which  neither  can  be  overturned  nor  bought 

Sleep,  Warriors,  sleep !  among  your  hills  repose ! 

We  know  that  ye,  beneath  the  stem  control 

Of  awful  prudence,  keep  the  unvanquished  soul. 

And,  when  impatient  of  her  guilt  and  woes 

Europe  breaks  forth,  then.  Shepherds !  shall  ye  rise 

For  perfect  triomDh  o*er  your  Enemies. 


XVL 

Hail,  Zaragoza !    If  with  onwet  eye 
We  can  approach,  thy  sorrow  to  behold, 
Yet  is  the  heart  not  pitiless  nor  cold ; 
Such  spectacle  demands  not  tear  or  sigb. 
These  desolate  Remains  are  trophies  high 
Of  more  than  nuirtial  courage  in  the  breast 
Of  peaceful  civic  virtue  ^  they  attest 
Thy  matchless  worth  to  all  posterity. 
Blood  flowed  before  thy  sight  without  remone: 
Disease  consumed  thy  vitals ;  War  upheaved 
The  ground  beneath  thee  with  Tolcanie  inee; 
Dread  trials !  yet  encountered  and  soslamed 
Till  not  a  wreck  of  help  or  Yuage  remained. 
And  Law  was  finom  neeetfily  received. 


XVIL 

Sat  what  is  Honour  1  —  *T  is  the  finest 
Of  justice  which  the  human  mind  can  fiims. 
Intent  each  lurking  firailty  to  disclaim, 
And  guard  the  way  of  life  from  all  ofience 
Sufi!ered  or  done.    When  lawless  violeBce 
A  Kingdom  doth  assault,  and  in  the  scale 
Of  perilous  war  her  weightiest  Annies  fiu!. 
Honour  is  hopeful  elevation  —  whence 
Glory,  and  Triumph.    Yet  with  politic  skill 
Endangered  States  may  yield  to  terms  uigat, 
Stoop  their  proud  heads,  but  not  unto  the  dost, 
A  Foe's  most  fiivourite  purpose  to  fulfil : 
Happy  occasions  ofl  by  self^mistrust 
Are  forfeited ;  but  infamy  doth  kill. 


xvra. 

The  martial  courage  of  a  day  is  vain. 
An  empty  noise  of  death  the  battle's  roar. 
If  vital  hope  be  wanting  to  restore, 
Or  fortitude  be  wanting  to  sustain. 
Armies  or  Kingdoms.    We  have  heara  a  strain 
Of  triumph,  how  the  labouring  Danube  boie 
A  weight  of  hostile  corses :  drenched  with  fian 
Were  the  wide  fields,  the  hamlets  heaped  witi  ih 
Yet  see,  the  mighty  tumult  overpast, 
Austria  a  Daughter  of  her  Throne  hath  sold ! 
And  her  Tyrolean  Champion  we  behold 
Murdered  like  one  ashore  by  shipwreck  cast. 
Murdered  without  relief.    Oh !  blind  as  bold. 
To  think  that  such  assurance  can  stand  fiut ! 


•See  Noes. 


xrx. 

chill !  by  ietlh  delivered,  take  \hy  flight 

isbib's  Umid  reo^bo.     Go,  anJ  test 

roes,  'mid  the  Islands  of  Ihe  Blest, 

'.  Fields  of  emj>;reui  lig-lit 

r  wert  thou  in  a  darksome  night ; 

I  tti;  namr,  cmspicaoue  and  sublime, 

the  qacious  Urmonicnt  of  time, 

ft  star:  euch  glory  is  thy  righL 

may  not  be :  for  earllily  ftine 

le's  frail  Depeodtnt;  yet  there  lives 

who,  as  man  ckims  by  merit,  gives; 
9  all- pondering  mind  a  noble  aim, 
f  kept,  is  as  a  noble  deed ; 

pure  sight  all  virtue  doth  surceed. 


XX. 

the  royal  Swede  unfortunate, 
er  did  to  Forlane  bend  the  knee; 
hted  fear,  rejected  ateadlaatly 
on;  and  whose  kingly  name  and  stale 
eridied  by  bie  choice,  and  not  bis  fate !" 
res  He,  to  his  inner  self  endeared ; 
;e,  wherever  virtue  is  revered, 
more  exalted  Potentate, 
in  the  hearts  of  men.    Should  Heaven  ordab 
great  Servant  of  a  righteous  cause 
I  hare  sad  or  vexing  thoughts  to  endure, 
a  Eympathising  spirit  pnuse. 
led  b;  these  truths,  and  quench  all  pain 
ii)  joy  and  gralulalion  pore.* 


XXI. 
T  on  that  Adventurer  who  bath  paid 
'  to  Fortune ;  who,  in  cruel  slight 
los  hope,  of  liberty,  and  right, 
jwed  wheresoe'er  a  way  was  made 
ind  Goddess; — ruthlesR,  undismayed; 
ith  gained  at  length  a  prosperoua  Height, 
liich  the  Elements  of  worldly  might 
lus  haughty  feel,  like  cloudts  are  laid. 
I  power  that  stands  by  lawless  force '. 


■ad  ■  tbrmBr  Soanct.  in  hunnitr  of  (he  aame  Sovereign, 
Dideniood  u  a  Poet  availing  hinuciriif  iIid  tiluoLinn 
Khjg  of  Sweden  orciipied,  nncl  of  iho  principla 
ha  maml(iitCK*i :  SB  la>'ing  hold  of  dicse  advaniAgoi 
iqxas  of  emtndyin;  mnml  truilu.  Tha  renmrk 
lapa.  u  wot]  have  brcn  mpprcHed ;  for  In  Ihow  who 
qrmpsihy  with  ihp  ooune  of  Ihwo  Pocra>,  il  will  be 

■  ;  ind  will,  I  fenr,  be  Ihitiwn  away  upim  ihal  oUier 

■  biwilled  ad  miration  of  the  inloiiisied  deapol  here 
finlrul  wiih  him,  b  Ihe  ram  melancholy  evidence 
lim  in  Bhiitb  feeling  and  inlellecl  which  Ihe  rimce 


Curses  are  his  dire  portion, 
InleranI  darkness  and  unqui 
And,  if  old  judgmenU  keep 
Ilim  from  that  Hei^t  shall 
By  violent  and  ignominioui 


XX 


I*  there  a  Power  that  can  s 
The  cuptive  ChieAain,  hy  n  j; 
Forced  to  descend  alive  into  his  tam 
A  dungeon  dark  1  where  he  mutt  wast' 
And  lie  cut  oS*  from  all  his  heart  hnldf 
What  time  his  injured  Count"  " 
Whereon  deliberate  Valour  , 

Of  tigbteous  vengeance  side  oy  nae  , 

Filling  from  morn  to  night  the  heroic  scene 
With  deeds  of  hope  and  everlasting  praise : 
Sny,  can  be  tliink  of  this  with  mind  serene 
And  silent  fetters!  Yes,  if  visions  bright 
Sliine  on  his  sout,  reflected  from  the  days 
When  he  hiniHelf  was  tried  in  open  light. 


XXIIL  — 1910. 
Ah  1  where  is  Palafosi    Nor  tongue  nor  pen 
Reports  of  him,  his  dwelling  or  his  grave  1 
Does  yet  the  unheard-of  Vessel  ride  the  wave! 
Or  is  she  swallowed  up,  remote  from  ken 
Of  pitying  human-nalure!     Once  again 
Melhinks  tlmt  we  shall  hail  tbce,  Cbampion  bravo. 
Redeemed  to  ballle  that  imperial  Slave, 
And  tlirough  all  Europe  cheer  dosponding  men 
With  new-burn  hope.     Unbounded  is  the  mighl 
Of  martyrdom,  and  lortitude,  and  right. 
Hark,  how  lliy  Country  triumphs!  —  Smilingly 
The  Eternal  looks  upon  her  sword  that  gleams. 
Like  his  own  lightning,  over  mountains  high. 
On  rampart,  and  tlie  banks  of  all  her  eireamB. 


XXIV. 
In  due  observance  of  an  ancient  rite, 
The  rude  Biscayane,  when  their  Children  lie 
Dead  in  the  sinless  time  of  infancy, 
Attire  the  peaceful  Corse  in  vestments  white ; 
And,  in  like  sign  of  cloudless  triumph  bright. 
They  bind  the  unoffending  Creature's  brows 
W*ith  happy  garUnds  of  the  pure  white  roee: 
This  done,  a  festal  Company  unite 
In  choral  song;  and,  while  the  uplifled  Cross 
Of  Jesus  goes  before,  the  Child  is  borne 

)vered  to  his  grave.     Her  piteous  loss 
The  lonesome  Mother  cannot  choose  but  mourn 

matt  by  Christian  btth  is  grief  subdued, 
And  Joy  attends  upon  hei  foitila^Q. 
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XXV. 

FEEIiNGS  OF  A  NOBLE  BISCAYAN  AT  0N£  OF 
THESE  FUNERAI^  — 18ia 

Yvr,  yet,  Biscayans !  we  roast  meet  our  Foes 
With  firmer  soul,  yet  labour  to  regain 
Our  ancient  freedom ;  else  't  were  worse  than  vain 
To  gather  round  the  Bier  these  festal  shows. 
\  garland  fashioned  of  the  pure  white  rose 
Becomes  not  one  whose  Father  is  a  slave : 
Oh,  bear  the  Infant  covered  to  his  Grave ! 
These  venerable  mountains  now  enclose 
A  People  sunk  in  apathy  and  fear. 
If  this  endure,  farewell,  for  us,  all  good ! 
The  awful  light  of  heavenly  Innocence 
Will  fail  to  illuminate  the  Infants  bier ; 
And  guilt  and  shame,  from  which  is  no  defence, 
Descend  on  all  that  issues  from  our  blood. 


XXVI. 

THE  OAK  OF  GUERNICA. 

The  ancient  oak  of  Guernica,  nys  LAborde  in  hu  account  of 
Biicay,  ia  a  moat  venerable  natural  monument  Ferdinand  and 
babella,  in  the  year  1476,  alter  hearing  mam  in  the  Church  of 
Santa  Maria  de  la  Antigua,  repaired  to  this  tree,  under  which 
they  fwore  to  the  Biscayana  to  maintain  their/ueron  (privilege!.) 
What  other  interest  belongs  to  it  in  the  minds  of  this  People  will 
appear  from  the  following 

BUPPOeED  ADDRESS  OF  THE  SAME.— 18ia 

Oak  of  Guernica !  Tree  of  holier  power 
Than  that  which  in  Dodona  did  enshrine 
(So  &ith  too  fondly  deemed)  a  voice  divine, 
Heard  from  the  depths  of  its  aerial  bower. 
How  canst  thou  flourish  at  this  blighting  hour  1 
What  hope,  what  joy  can  sunshine  bring  to  thee, 
Or  the  soft  breezes  from  the  Atlantic  sea, 
The  dews  of  mom,  or  April's  tender  shower  1 
Stroke  merciful  and  welcome  would  that  be 
Which  should  extend  thy  branches  on  the  ground. 
If  never  more  within  their  shady  round 
Those  lofly-minded  Lawgivers  shall  meet. 
Peasant  and  Lord,  in  their  appointed  seat. 
Guardians  of  Biscay's  ancient  liberty. 


XXVIL 
INDIGNATION  OF  A  HIGH-MINDED  SPANIARD^  1910. 

Wk  can  endure  that  He  should  waste  our  lands. 
Despoil  our  temples,  and  by  sword  and  flame 
Return  us  to  the  dust  from  which  we  came ; 
Such  food  a  Tyrant's  appetite  demands : 
And  we  caa  hrook  the  thought  that  b?  his  hands 


Spain  may  be  overpowered,  and  he 
For  his  delight,  a  solemn  wilderness, 
Where  all  the  brave  lie  dead.    But,  when  of  \uk 
Which  he  will  break  for  us  he  dares  to  speak, 
Of  benefits,  and  of  a  future  day 
When  our  enlightened  minds  shall  Uea  his  smj, 
Then^  the  strained  heart  of  fortitude  ptotes  weik; 
Our  groans,  our  blushes,  our  pale  cheeks  dednt     ' 
That  he  has  power  to  inflict  what  we  kek  sbcegAl 
bear.* 


xxvm. 


At  AUNT  all  specious  pliancy  of  mind 

In  men  of  low  degree,  all  smooth  pretence ! 

I  better  like  a  blunt  indifierence 

And  self-respecting  slowness,  disinclined 

To  win  me  at  first  sight :  and  be  there  joined 

Patience  and  temperance  with  this  high  reserve^ 

Honour  that  knows  the  path  and  will  not  swerve; 

Afifections,  which,  if  put  to  proo^  are  kind ; 

And  piety  towards  €rod.    Such  If  en  of  old 

Were  England's  native  growth ;  and,  throoghont  8pi 

Forests  of  such  do  at  this  day  remain : 

Then  for  that  Country  let  our  hopes  be  bold ; 

For  matched  with  these  shall  policy  prove  fain, 

Her  arts,  her  strength,  her  iron,  and  her  gold. 


XXIX  — 1810. 

O'erweeniho  Statesmen  have  full  kng  relied 

On  fleets  and  armies,  and  external  wealth: 

But  from  within  proceeds  a  Nation*s  health ; 

Which  shall  not  fail,  though  poor  men  cleave  with  |iii 

To  the  paternal  floor ;  or  turn  aside. 

In  the  thronged  City,  from  the  walks  of  gain, 

As  being  all  unworthy  to  detain 

A  Soul  by  contemplation  sanctified. 

There  are  who  cannot  languish  in  this  strife, 

Spaniards  of  every  rank,  by  whom  the  good 

Of  such  high  course  was  felt  and  understood; 

Who  to  then*  Country's  cause  have  bound  a  Iifi% 

Erewhile  by  solemn  consecration  given 

To  labour,  and  to  inrayer,  to  nature,  and  to  Heavenf 


*[The  vtudent  of  English  Fbetiy  will  call  to  umd  Ond^ 
impassioned  expreation  of  the  indignation  of  a  Brilon  OBltf  I 
deprearion  of  disasten  Bomewhat  amilar : 

**Let  rather  Rnmao  eome  ar«ia» 
Or  Saxon.  Nonnaa,  or  the  Dane : 
In  all  the  bonds  we  ever  bore. 
We  wiimyred,  we  siffhed,  we  wept;  im  tuMr  Umakfi i^^fara.* 

*DUcour9e  on  the  Chvemment  tf  OUwer  CnmtoA*^VL 

t  See  Loborde's  Character  of  the  Spaniah  Psopis:  tai  1 
the  wntiment  of  theae  last  two  tinea  k  ttktn 


SSCa  AND  THE  SPANISH  GUERILLAS. 

id  sultr;  beat,  and  nipping  blaal 
hill-top,  and  length  of  march  by  night 
nvy  swamp,  or  over  aiow-cltul  height, 
ships  ill  eusiained,  these  dangers  past, 
Spanish  Bands  are  reached  at  last, 
nd  dispersed  like  ronm :  but  as  a  flight 
d  quails  by  eigns  do  reunite, 
-and,  heard  of  once  aguin,  are  chased 
inations  of  long-practined  art 
-kindled  hope;  but  they  are  fled, 
ley,  viewiess  as  the  hurled  dead ; 
F 1  —  Their  sword  is  at  the  Foeman's  heart ! 
twi  year  to  year  his  walk  they  thwart, 
ike  dreams  around  his  guilty  bed. 


xxxin,  -  _ 

Herk  pause:  the  poet  claim 
That  virtuous  Liberty  bath  b 
Of  Ilia  pure  song,  which  did 
In  the  worst  moment  of  Uies 
From  hope,  the  paramount  d\  ; 

its  own  honour,  on  mon'i  ^n,i 

Never  may  from  our  souis  oin,  .. 
That  an  accvried  thing  it  is  to  ga^e 
On  prosperous  Tyrants  with  a  dazzled  eye ; 
Nor,  touched  with  due  abhorrence  of  their  ifuilt 
For  whose  dire  ends  tears  flow,  and  blood  is  spill. 
And  Justice  labours  in  extremity, 
Forget  thy  weakness,  upon  which  is  built. 
ATetched  Man,  the  Throne  of  Tyranny ! 


XXXI. 
SPANISH  GUERILLAS.  1911. 

,  ttv  sought ;  to  daily  battle  led, 
thongh  &r  outnumbered  by  tlieir  Foes, 
ive  leamt  to  open  and  to  close 
of  grim  War ;  and  at  their  head 
IS  such  as  erst  their  Country  bred 
,  seir-Bnpported  Chiefs,  —  like  those 
ly  Rome  was  tearful  to  opprae. 
lerate  shock  the  Cnrthnginlan  fled, 
lived  unknown  a  Shepherd's  life, 
Virialus  breathes  again ; 
nourished  in  the  studious  shade, 
freat  Leader*  vica,  who,  sick  of  strife 
led,  longed  in  quiet  (o  be  laid 
ren  Inland  of  the  western  main. 


xxxn.  — 1^11. 

of  Armies  is  a  vloible  thing, 
1  circumscribed  in  time  and  space ; 
e  limits  of  that  power  shall  trace 
vre  People  into  light  can  bring 

will,  —  for  Freedom  combating 
enge  inflamed  ?     No  foot  may  cliai«, 

follow,  to  n  fatal  place 
-,  that  spirit,  whether  on  the  wing 
rong  wind,  or  sleeping  like  the  wind 
awful  cave?.  —  Prom  year  to  yenr 
1  indigenous  produce  (hr  and  nf'ar 
is  subtle  element  can  hind, 

water  &om  the  soil,  to  And 
ok  ■  lip  that  it  may  eheer. 


Till:  FRENCH  ARMY  IN  RUSSIA— 1818-13. 
M.A.1ITT,  delighting  to  behold 
A  fond  reflection  of  her  own  decay. 
Hath  painted  Winter  like  a  Traveller  —  old, 
Propped  on  a  staff  ^  and,  through  the  sullei 
In  hooded  moDtte,  limping  o'er  the  Plain, 
As  though  his  weakness  were  disturbed  by  pain' 
Or,  if  a  juster  fancy  should  allow 
An  undisputed  symbol  of  command, 
\  The  chosen  eceptre  is  a  witiiered  boUL'ii. 
Infirmly  grasped  within  a  palsied  hand. 
These  emblems  eull  the  helpless  and  forlorn. 
Bill  inlghly  Winter  the  device  shall  scorn. 

For  he  It  was  —  dread  Winter!  who  beset. 
Flinging  round  van  and  rear  his  ghastly  net. 
That  boat,  —  when  from  the  regions  of  tlie  Pole 
They  shrunk,  iusane  ambition's  barren  goal. 
Tint  Host,  as  huge  and  strong  as  e'er  defied 
Their  God,  end  placed  their  trust  in  human  pride! 
Kb  fathers  persecute  rebellious  sons. 
He  smote  tho  bloesomB  of  Iheir  warrior  youth ; 
He  called  on  Frost's  inexorable  tooth 
Lile  to  consume  in  manhood's  firmest  hold; 
Nor  spared  the  reverend  blood  thai  feebly  runs; 
For  why,  unless  for  liberty  enrolled 
And  sacred  homo,  ah !  why  should  hoerj-  Age  be  bold,' 

Fleet  the  Tarlar'a  reinless  steed. 
But  fleeter  fiir  the  pinions  of  the  Wind, 
Which  from  Siberian  cavea  the  Monarch  freed. 
And  sent  him  forth,  with  squadrons  of  his  kind, 

I      t  [-  Whni  an  awful  duly,  whni  0  nuiw  of  all  olhor,  Iho  ftliwl 
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r  ample  baclu  bestride, 

fn^H  a  hnit, 

iiilt; 
liumbed,  tnJ  blind, 

e  icBlant,  find 
IT  them  — ond  descry, 
licath  the  rleir  blue  sky, 
Ickless  vacancy ! 


■ame  occasion. 

Ipraiecs  af  your  King! 

a  sunn;  clime, 
|ill.  ^vhile  Father  Time 

n  festnl  riiig', 
Viiiter'ii  triumph  sing ! 
Kowned,  and  fruits,  and  ftnwcr?, 
Iharged  with  sleety  sliowers, 
I  his  hoary  wing! 

n  tlie  soft  green  grass ; 
llooks,  lipe,  rppoit  your  gain ; 
Ts  of  the  main. 
is  they  pass, 
—  lie  hath  slain 
Ired  all  your  bounties  vain ! 


That  through  the  texture  oT  yon  amr 
Cleaves  its  glad  way,  t  cry  of  batvea' 
Uttered  to  Heaven  in  ecstasy  devout ! 
The  barrier  Rhine  hbth  fluhed,  throu 
On  men  who  gaie  heart-vnittea  by  tl 
As  if  all  Germany  bad  fblt  ths  shock 
Fly,  wretched  GiuU !  ere  they  the  cl 
Who  have  seen  (themselve*  delivered 
The  unconquerable  Stream  his  goqtk 


NOVEMBER,  1813 
Now  ihnt  all  bcBTts  are  glad,  all  &ca 
Our  aged  Sovereign  aits;  to  the  ebb  i 
Of  atotea  and  hingdoma,  to  tlieir  joy  i 
In.'cnsible ;  he  sits  deprived  of  eight, 
And  lamentably  wrapt  in  twofold  nigl 
%V!iom  no  weak  hopes  deceived ;  whi 
Through  perilous  vrar,  with  regal  for 
Peace  that  should  claim  respect  from 
Dread  King  of  king?,  vouchaafe  a  ray 
To  his  forlorn  condition !  let  thy  giac 
Upon  his  inner  soul  in  mercy  Bhine; 
Permit  his  henrt  to  kindle,  and  embn 
(Though  it  were  only  for  a  moment'a 
The  triumphs  of  tliis  hour ;  for  they 


Itxxvi, 

1  Russian  blood 
lesperale  hnrdihood  ; 
0  claims  shall  raise 
'e  of  just  praise 

Pledges  sure 
e  and  pure 

it  tread  the  beaten  ways 
Kw  did  the  Most  High 
;  — to  (]uell  that  Host 
nifest  Ally ; 
L  confounded  tlie  proud  boost 

:,  Snow,  and  Frost, 
lliest  Victory ! 


■IE  HEIGHTS  OF  HOCKIIEIH. 

Btrife;  — the  field  throughout 

Inch  Warrior  atood, 
III  deed  of  blood, 
e  a  listening  Scout 

llotlier  of  a  shout 


^^ 


Dfab  Rcliriues '.  from  a  pit  of  vilest  i 
Uprisen  —  to  lodge  among  ancestral  \ 
And  to  inflict  shame's  salutary  atinga 
On  the  remorseless  hearts  of  men  gn 
In  a  blind  worship;  men  perversely  t 
Even  to  this  hour;  yet  at  this  hour  t} 
And  some  Iheir  monstrous  Idol  shall 
If,  to  the  living,  truth  was  ever  told 
By  aught  surrendered  from  the  holloi 
O  murdered  Prince!  meek,  loyal,  pio 
The  power  of  retribution  once  was  g 
But  'tis  a  ruefiil  thought  that  willow- 
So  often  tie  the  thunder-wielding  bai 
Of  Justice  sent  to  earth  from  highest 

*  Theflvenl  h  Ihm  rocoided  Id  Iba  journali 
the  Aiiiuiana  took  Mockhcim.  in  ona  port 
They  gof  lo  Ihe  bmworttie  hill,  i«'h«ic« 
view  of  the  Rhitw.  The;  imlwuly  halt) 
lireiJ  —  nol  ■  mice  hcatd :  they  Hood  gaan 
ihiw  fwiingi  which  Ibfl  eveaii  of  Ihe  Inn 
rnllnl  up.  rrinre  Schwam«D)ierg  rods  a) 
I  of  this  iiiddon  «op ;  they  then  gave  three 
I  ihc  eneoif .  and  drote  them  into  Itie  woMr.' 


"Df    THE    IMAGINAflO^ 


QNED  BY  THE  a\TTLE  OF  WATF.RLOa 
rtt  ImM  tU  H^H  irlrtiti  far  an  Hxriflla,.) 

rEOHUARV.  IdlA. 
KHiB  of  Alluaa  !  not  b;  jou 
fiised ;  oh  no,  Ihe  epacioua  euth 

a  mce  who  held,  by  right  of  birth, 
ibjectE  to  which  love  is  due: 
not  life  —  to  God  and  Nature  true ; 

becDoiiiig  death,  is  dearer  lar, 
J  bids  joa  bleed  in  open  war : 
Ji  jour  prowess  quelled  (hat  impious  crew, 
ia  inelant  mcrificc  prepared, 
with  ardour,  and  on  triumph  bent 
t  ahocin  of  morlal  aceidcnt, 
10  fell,  and  you  whom  slaughter  snared, 
the  Iktlen,  and  consummalo  the  event, 
itiy  rears  this  escied  Monument! 


FEBRUA  RY,   1816. 
odlinp  touch  of  that  pu>%  Same 
ig^l  the  oScring  of  song  to  rise 
lone  bower,  beneath  Italian  akics, 
iCAiA !    With  celestial  aim 
hy  ninlly  rapture  to  proclaim, 
m  the  imperial  City  stood  released 
ace  threatened  by  the  emhaltled  East, 
tendom  respired  ;  from  guilt  aod  shnnie 
,  from  miaenible  fear  set  free 
f's  feat,  one  mighty  victory. 
he  Deliverer's  praise  in  every  tongue  ! 
shall  spread,  the  crescent  hath  waxed  dim. 
Ting,  aa  in  Earth  and  Heaven  was  sung, 
attno  THUotJOH  Con,  asd  God  at  him.* 


ZASIONED  BY  THE  SAME  BATTLE. 

februabV.  leic. 

whose  floul  is  meek  as  dawning  day, 
d  to  judgments  righteously  severe ; 
[  conversant  with  holy  (bar, 
sing  one  Almighty  sway: 


J  8  ch'  lo  griilo  e  gridon 


'  Jho  Rnafi,  B  per  ff  cirk  Iddio^ 

»  C«i£me>  addmsRl  to  John  Sobiorki.  kmc  of  Po- 
H  railing  the  liege  of  Viennn.  Thi>,  nnd  hii  oihrr 
mniB  occonina,  Breffiiperiorprrhofa  m  nny  lyriflil 
onioninniry  evma  hsve  rvfi  given  hlrlh  to,  Ihme 
WW  ScTtpiunt  alone  ein^pMd. 
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He  whose  eTperieuced  eye 
Of  past  events,  —  to  whoB 
The  aspiring  heads  of  tuti 
liike  mountain-tops  wiioso 
Aasoiled  from  all  encunibrau 
He  only,  if  such  breatlie,  in  a 
Shall  comprehend  this  vict 
And  worthily  rehearse  the 
Which  the  blast  Angels,  (nu 
Beholding,  welcomed  with  a  cuom 


xun. 

Enpibobb  and  Rings,  how  '  - ' 

With  impious  thanksgiving,  luo 

How  oft  above  their  Altars  have  been  I  ^» 

Trophies  that  led  the  Good  and  Wise  t 

Triumphant  wrong,  battle  of  bottle  bom, 
And  sorrow  that  to  fruitless  sorrow  clung! 
Now,    from    Heaven-sanctioned    Victory,    Peace    i> 

sprung ! 
In  this  iirm  hour  Salvation  litis  ber  bom. 
Glory  to  arma !  but.  conscious  tliat  the  nerve 
Of  popular  Reaaon,  long  mistrusted,  freed 
Your  thrones,  ye  Powers!  from  duly  fear  to  e 
Be  just,  be  grateful ;  nor,  the  Oppressor's  cre._ 
Reviving,  heavier  chastisement  Reserve 
Ttian  evor  forced  unpitied  hearts  to  bleed. 


XLIV. 

ODE 

COMPOSED   IN  JANUARY,   1816. 


Non  incbu  Doti*  mumora  puldirb. 
Per  qDB  ipiiiiui  si  vita  redit  bonis 

lamloj,  luam Piefid«;  npque, 

McTTcdom  tiilerii. Hon- Cur,  6.  Li 


Whek  the  Foft  hand  of  sleep  had  cloeed  the  latch 
On  (be  tired  household  of  corporeal  sense, 
And  Fancy,  keeping  unreluctont  watch, 
Was  free  ber  choicest  fevours  to  dispense ; 

',  in  wonilrouB  perspective  displayed, 

A  landscape  more  august  than  happiest  shill 

Of  pencil  ever  clothed  with  light  and  shade; 

iterminglcd  pomp  of  vole  and  hill, 


^H 
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While  fitwa  the  crowd  bntvto  fimh  a 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

eljio  wild  deer  rare; 

By  the  cloud-capt  hBU  retorti 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

nilet,  dunk;  towns. 

And  a  throng  rf  nwy  boys 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ma  of  a*pect  bright; 

Id  loose  Aahien  tail  their  joyi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

tween  tlie  pasloral  dowm^ 

And  gray-baired  Sires,  oa  sUffi  aapp 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

>d  upon  the  sight. 

Look  lound—ud  by  their roUiiiffi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Brilain  only  shows ! 

Thus  strives  a  gntefiil  Country  to  di 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ro  could  be  bo^o 

The  mighty  debt  which  nothmg  on 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

t,  that,  in  deep  rejxw. 

a 

onely  (uid  serene. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Eh  a  portal  in  tlie  sky 

Anon  before  my  si^t  a  palace  n 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

loop-hole  in  a  etorm. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

And  exquisite,  that  sleep  alone  bM 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

a  glorious  Form  '. 

Ability  like  spiendonr  to  endure : 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

th  a  swift  dei<cent : 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

bis  Visitant  may  be; 

I  saw  the  banquet  spread  beneath  a  I 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

d  ask  on  what  intent 

A  lofty  Dome,  that  dared  to  emohl 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

of  humanity. 

The  Heaven  of  sable  night 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

card,  that  vivified 

With  sUnr  lustre;  and  had  power  t 

^^^H 

1  —  aloud  it  cried  — 

Solemn  efliilgence,  clear  as  solai  li 
Upon  a  princely  Company  below, 
While  the  Vault  nng  with  eboial  I 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

my  celestial  Itome. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

bn,  armed  1  comei 

—  No  sooner  ceased  that  peal,  than  ( 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

he  dragon  crest. 

Of  exultation  bnng  a  di^e. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

cross  on  my  breast ; 

Breathed  IVom  a  soft  and  lonely  iiu 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

n  of  this  Land, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

«•  of  toilBOmc  duty  — 

Of  agonised  afibctiona; 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

was  that  commaml,      . 

And,  though  some  tears  the  strain 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

days  of  festive  beauty  ; 

The  mournful  passion  ended 

^^^^^^^H 

•  —  the  floivcra  which  summer 

In  peace  of  spirit,  and  sublime  cm 

^^^^^^^1 

in  tlie  fifld ; 

4. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

^  plcnleously  shal!  yield 

—  But  garlands  wither,  —  feMal  al 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

or  the  Bnivc. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

,  if  hyyuu  entwined; 

Albeit  of  effect  profound, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

—  and  you,  ye  Matrons  grave. 

It  was— and  it  is  gone! 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Hithtulneas  of  mind. 

Victorious  England !  bid  the  silent  A 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

hat  yc  find 

Reflect,  in  glowing  hues  that  shall  n 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

wild  holly  boughs. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

efenders'  modest  brows! 

With  second  life  tbe  deed  oT  Maiath 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ifla  prepare, 

Upon  Athenian  walls: 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ined  a  worthier  meed  j 

So  may  she  labour  for  thy  civic  ha 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

me  shall  share 

And  be  the  guardian  spacce 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ran  thine  wreaths 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Countrymen  decreed. 

As  nobly  graced  by  Sculptnre'a  pati 

^^^^H 

lastini;  freshness  breathes !" 

Fired  in  the  depths  of  this  courage 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

2. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

And  competent  to  shed  a  spark  div 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Into  the  torpid  breast  of  daily  life ; 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

niiocenUy  gleaming. 

Records  on  which  the  morning  sun  n 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

spacious  plain 

As  changeful  ages  flow, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

nlnubted  bauds. 

With  giatulatioD  thoroughly  benign 

^^^^^^^H 

n  ehaplelfl  from  the  tUDds 

g^ 

^^^^^^H 

Mil*  — diglit 

And  ye,  Pierian  Sisters,  epmng  fri 

^^^^^^H 

iljiijrwbito,— 

And  rngt^f^^^—m  long  di 

^^^^^^^1 

^rf^l^^l 

\ 
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—  exiled  all  too  long 
Hollowed  stream  and  grove, 
gioiu  where  ye  wont  to  rove, 
atrii)^  heroes  the  resvafd 
er-djing  song! 

igh  Truth  descenJing  Trom  above 
I  summit  hath  destroyed  for  nye 
Deities,  ye  live  and  move, 
HDbt&ined  a  generous  sway) 
largia  or  sorae  spotless  fountain, 
of  UDinoleGted  mountain, 

the  ootilesl  of  your  lyres, 
lenl  meet  my  eoul's  deeiree! 
le  more  &voured  Bnrd,  niaj  hear 
Mial  Alaida !  have  often  sung 
sts,  —  may  catch  it  with  rapt  ear, 
treasure  to  our  British  tongue  '. 
Iisractcrs  of  tliat  proud  page 
might;  theme  Irom  age  to  age ; 
sert  places  of  the  earth, 

future  empires  have  given  birth, 
suple  gather  uiid  believe 
It  tTmosferred  to  every  clime; 
;  world,  not  envious  but  admiring, 

the  like  aspiring, 
progeny  of  thlf  fair  Isle 
lofty  actions  to  achieve 
rmed  in  Man''s  heroic  prime; 
then  their  fortitude  had  held 
r,  and  the  fbe  was  quelled, 
jg  virtue  to  beguile 
LrpOise  of  wide-wasting  Time; 
in  Ihey  laboured  to  secure, 
t  deeds,  perpetual  memory, 
irgely  spread  as  land  and  sea, 
|>irit  high  and  passion  pure  '. 


XLV, 
lANKSGIVING  ODE. 
JANUARY  18,  1816. 


ADVEBTISEMEXT. 


iwoTthy  of  touching  npon  the  roomentoos 
reated  would  that  Poet  be,  before  whose 
ent  distresses  under  which  thb  kingdom 
interpose  a  veil  sufficiently  thick  to  hide, 
cute,  the  splendour  of  this  great  moral 
the  author  has  given  way  to  exultation, 
these  distressee,  it  might  he  sufficient  to 
rom  a  charge  of  ineensihility.  should  be 
belief  that  the  tufleriogs  will  be  transi- 
wudom  of  a  very  large  majority  of  the 
tested  that  generosity  which  poured  out 
c^  thia  country  for  the  delivennce  of 


Europe :  and  in  the  some  mlii 

in  time  of  peace  over  an  eneri 

which  has  been  displayed  in  wai 

courage  a  firm  hope,  timt  the  cu 

gradually  replenished.     There 

few  ready  to  indulge  in  rcgreis 

feed  a  morbid  Batisfaction,  by  * 

thens  in  imagination,  in  order  «■ 

Gdeatly  prophesied,  as  it  has  not 

their  sagacity  allotted  to  it,  may  ,.i 

poBdible  under  anotlier.      But  thci  ouay  ot  111 

will  not  quarrel  with  the  gain,  because  it  mij 

been  purchased  at  a  less  price :  and,  acknowlea 

these  sulTerings,  which  they  feel  to  have  bee 

degree  unavoidable,  a  consecration  of  their  n 

[hey  will  vigonuisly  apply  themselves  to  remeuj 

evil. 

Nor  is  it  nt  the  expense  of  rational  patriotism,  or  in 
disregard  of  sound  philosophy,  that  the  author  hath 
given  vent  to  feelings  tending  to  encourage  a  martial 
spirit  in  the  bosoms  of  his  countrymen,  at  a  time  when 
thereisageneraloutcryagninst  the  prevalence  of  [hew 
dispositions.  The  British  army,  both  by  its  skill  and 
valour  in  the  field,  and  hy  the  discipline  which  hint 
rendered  it  much  less  formidable  thou  the  armies  of 
other  powers  to  the  inhsbitanls  of  the  several  countries 
where  its  operations  were  carried  on,  has  perl!)rmed 
services  that  wril  not  allow  the  language  of  gratitude 
and  admiration  to  be  suppressed  or  restrained  (whatever 
be  the  temper  of  the  public  mind)  through  aecrupulous 
dread  lest  the  tribute  due  to  the  past  should  prove  an 
injurious  incentive  for  the  future.  Every  man  deserv- 
ing the  name  of  Briton  adds  his  voice  to  the  chorus 
which  extols  the  eaploils  of  hia  countrymen,  with  a 
consciousness,  at  times  overpowering  the  effort,  that 
they  transcend  all  praise,  —  But  this  particular  senti- 
ment, thus  irresistibly  elicited,  is  not  sufficient.  The 
nation  would  err  grievously,  if  she  euHered  the  abuse 
which  other  states  have  made  of  military  power,  to 
prevent  her  from  perceiving  that  no  people  ever  wan, 
or  can  be,  independent,  tree,  or  secure,  much  leas 
great,  in  any  sane  application  of  the  word,  without 
martial  propensities  and  an  assiduous  cultivation  of 
military  virtues.  Nor  let  it  bo  overlooked,  that  the 
benefits  derivable  from  these  source*  are  placed  within 
the  reach  of  Great  Britain,  under  conditions  peculiarly 
favourable.  The  same  insular  poeilion  which,  by  ren- 
dering territorial  incorporatioQ  impossible,  utterly  pre- 
cludes the  desire  of  conquest  under  the  most- seductive 
shape  it  ran  assume,  etiables  her  lo  rely,  for  her  d(.'fence 
against  foreign  foe^  chiefly  upon  a  species  nf  armnd 
force  from  which  ber  own  liberties  have  nothing  tn 
fear.  Euch  are  the  privilege*  of  her  tituation ;  and, 
by  permitting,  they  invite  her  to  givo  way  In  tho 
courageous  instinct*  of  human  nature,  and  to  strengthrii 
and  tn  rf'fino  them  by  culture.  But  lome  have  niont 
than  insiniulcd  that  a  design  exicls  lo  mihvert  tlio  civil 
character  cf  ttw  IngXA  peopte  V(  iu»m*Jto\»wii  »^ 
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W^ 


of  military  power, 
of  Eiich  B  de«igT), 
xlbC.  would  be  ^illy  of  [he 
■h.  upon  ihis  planet,  can  be 
irustiij^  that  this  apprehen- 
Lve  influenccB  of  an  honour- 
it   the   mnrtial   qunlitiea   he 
ed  by  adhering  to  those  frood 
has  aanctioned;  and  by 
leans  of  iudippu table  promise: 
possible 
inaeler-epring  ia  a  hahit  of 
iiibordi nation  1  —  by  imparling 

.11  classes  of  the  pommunily, 
Ibc  prepared  and  accomplished 
■hose  protection  its 
|lded,  and  its  riches  acquired  i 

all  orders  of  tlie 
log'  tnunpled  upon,  courage  may 
ireably  upon  lis 
nn,  persona!  self-respect ;  — 
permanent  honours,  conterrcd 
by  encouiaging  athletic  ex- 
the  peasantry  of  the 
to  provide  and  support 
time  of  peace, 
youth  of  the  country  may  be 


\o  add,    that   he   should  feel 

ig  to  tlie  world  these  limited 

of  his  country,  if  he 

lubject,  which  it  has 

only  in  the  mate,  will 

Irnted  in  that  detail  which  its 

'hich  will  allow  opportiiniliea 


In  aakod  eplendour,  clear  from  mm 
Or  cloud  approaching  to  divert  the 
Which  even  in  deepest  winter  leal 
Thy  power  and  majesty. 
Dazzling  the  vision  that  premmes 

—  Well  docs  thine  aspect  oaber  in 
As  aptly  suits  therewith  that  timid 

Submitted  to  tlie  chains 
Thai  bind  thee  to  the  pelh  which  i 

That  thou  shnlt  trace. 
Till,  with  the  hnxvenx  and  earth,  t 
Nor  leas,  the  stillness  of  these  froe 
Their  utter  stillness,  and  the  silent 
Of  yon  ethereal  summits  white  wi! 
(Whose  tranquil  pomp  and  spotless 

Report  of  sIomiB  gone  by 

To  ns  who  tread  below) 
Do  with  the  service  of  this  Day  ac 

—  Divinest  Object  which  the  uplifl 
or  mortal  man  is  suJTered  to  befaoh 
Thou,  who  upon  yon  snow-clad  He 
SJoek  splendour,  nor  forgel'at  the  [ 
Thou  who  dost  warm  Earth's  unisi 
And  fur  thy  bounty  wort  not  unado 

By  pious  men  of  old ; 
Once  more,  heart-cheering'  Sun,  I 
Bright  be  thy  course  to-day,  let  ool 


'Mid  the  deep  quiet  of  this  mom 
All  nature  seems  to  bear  me  whUe 
By  feelinga  urged  that  do  not  vainl 
Apt  knirun^'c  ready  as  the  tuneful 
That  stream  in  blithe  succeesitni  ^ 

Of  birds  in  leafy  bower. 
Warbling  a  Eirewell  to  a  vernal  sh 
—  There  is  a  mdiant  but  a  short-lii 
That  bums  for  Poeta  in  the  dawnin 
And  otl  my  soul  hath  kindled  at  thi 
Wlien  the  captivity  of  sleep  had  ci 
But  he  who  fiKcd  immoveably  the  I 
Of  the  round  world,  and  built,  fay  1 

A  solid  refu^  for  distrea* 

The  towers  of  righteousn 
He  knows  that  from  a  holier  altar  i 
The  quickening  spark  of  this  day's 
Knows  that  the  Fource  is  nobler  wl 

The  current  of  this  matii 

That  deeper  far  it  lies 

Than  an^ht  dependent  on  the  fickl 


Have  we  not  conquered  7  —  By  I 
Ah  no,  by  dint  of  Ma^animity  : 
That  curbed  the  baser  pasions,  ani 
A  loyul  band  to  follow  their  liege  I 
Clear-sighted  Honour  —  and  his  itt 
unnatural  yi 


Irw^iWAunna 
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f,  Bpotleaa  aa  the  crystal  beads 
iw  opoa  tbe  unlroiidea  meads, 
lied  above  the  starry  spbercs. 

munDurs  of  sji  cartlily  string 

Britoa's  acts  wouli!  ain^. 
enraptured  voice  will  Icll 

spirit  no  reverse  could  quell : 
nitl  tbe  fajltng  never  ^lled ; 
w  Britain  struggled  and  prevailed 
t  ber  laboaring  wiili  an  eye 
ircuinspect  buraanity ; 
w  ber  clothed  with  Btrengtb  and  skill, 
d  duties  to  TuiS! ; 
:  in  stationary  li^Ul; 

I  as  the  lightnbg's  j^lcam ; 
nd-gtte  barsling  in  the  nig-hl 
ricked  from  their  giiAy  dream  — 

II  that  face  her  in  the  field  1 
ay  not  be,  and  cannot  yield. 


is  tniseed  the  aoie  true  frtnrf 

belong  to  human  story ! 

thfy  only  shall  arrive 

11^  the  ftbyss  of  wcnknesa  dive. 

ilest  are  too  proud  of  heart ; 

day  ia  rightly  set  apart 

fteth  up  and  layeth  low ; 

;hty  God  to  whom  we  owe, 

e  have  vanquished — but  that  we  su 


il  tbe  dominion  of  the  impure ! 

«  SDDi^  be  tardy  to  proclaim 
power  unbounded  could  not  tame 

vil  —  which,  from  Hell  let  loose, 

Mtonisbed  world  with  such  sbinw 

atience  only  could  endure? 

d  regions — cities  wrapped  in  flame  — 
feals,  may  lift  a  streaming  eye 
who  never  saw,  may  heave  a  sigh ; 

tion  af  our  nature  ehakea, 

ifinile  pain  the  spirit  aches, 

A  countiies,  towns  on  fire, 

nt  tbe  avowed  attirs 

Sed  with  desperate  mind 

a  of  virtue  in  mnnkind ; 

illing  without  ruth 

litadelBof  tnilh; 

>le  forest  of  civility 

erish.  to  the  last  lair  tree  \ 


Opposed  to  dark,  deep  plola  of  p 
to  celerities  of  lawless  forci 
Which,  spurning  God,  had  flung 
What  could  they  gain  but  shade 

—  So  bad  proceeded  propagating  ■ 
And  discipline  was  passion's  din 
Widens  the  fiital  web,  lis  lines  e 

And  deadlier  poisons  in  tbe  chalice  oien' 
Wlien  will  your  trials  teach  jou  to  be  \ 

—  O  prostrate  Lands,  consult  your  ag 


No  more  —  tbe  guilt  is  banished, 
And,  witli  the  Guilt,  tJie  Shame  is  fied ; 
And,  with  the  Guilt  and  Shame,  tlie  Woe  bath  vaniat; 
Sliukiiig  the  dust  and  afihes  fh>ra  her  head ! 

lo  more  —  these  lingerings  of  distress 
Sully  the  limpid  stream  of  thankfulness. 
What  robe  can  Gratitude  employ 
So  seemly  as  the  radiant  vest  of  Joy  \ 
What  steps  so  suitable  as  those  that  move 
In  prompt  obedience  to  spontaneous  measures 
Of  glory  —  and  felicity  —  and  love, 
Surrendering  the  whole  heart  to  sacred  plensures } 


I^nd  of  our  lathers '.  precious  unio  me 
Since  the  first  joys  of  thinking  infancy  ; 
When  of  thy  gallant  chivalry  I  read,  ,  . 

And  hugged  the  volume  on  my  sleeplesa  bed  1       ' ,  , 
O  England !  — dearer  far  than  life  is  dear. 
If  I  forget  thy  prowess,  never  more 

!  ihy  ungrateful  Son  allowed  to  hear 
Thy  green  leaves  rustle,  or  thy  torrents  roar ! 
But  how  can  He  be  faithless  to  the  past. 
Whose  soul,  intolerant  of  base  decline, 

in  thy  virtue  a  celestial  sign. 
That  bade  him  hope,  and  to  his  hope  cleave  fast! 
The  Nations  strove  with  puissance ;  —  at  length 
Wide  Europe  heaved,  impatient  to  be  cast. 
With  aU  her  living  strength, 
Witli  aU  her  armed  Powers, 
Upon  the  offensive  shores. 
The  trumpet  blew  a  universal  blast ! 
But  Thou  art  foremost  in  the  field  :  —  tliere  stand : 

!ivc  the  triumph  destined  lo  tliy  Hand ! 
All  Stales  have  gloriHed  themselves;  —  their  claims 
weighed  by  Providence,  in  balance  even ; 
now,  in  preference  lo  tbe  mightiest  names. 
To  Thee  the  exterminating  sword  is  given. 
Dread  mark  of  approbation,  justly  gained  ! 
Exulted  ofEce,  worthily  sustained ! 


purpose  —  a  distracted  will  — 
ten  tlial  [Aliened  upon  scorn, 

whose  ever-wixing  bom 

bt  of  earthly  power  could  fill ; 


Imagination,  ne'er  before  content. 

But  aye  ascending,  restless  in  her  pride. 
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perfonnince  coold  presect, 
in^  deed  niag;iii  Scent, 
embrace  is  taticGed. 

whatever  help  je  claim, 
lortd  thcM  tiding  of  delight! 
MoDths,  have  borne  Ihem,  in  the 

ig  haler  than  the  shower, 
^tretche*  from  the  sea, 
leodouiB  to  devour; 
scattered  ecstasy, 
ipe  blened  the  healing  power. 

—  the  Adwrtariet  bleed — 
\ph* !  — EorfA  «  freed  I 
suddenly  vrent  forth  — 
of  the  sluggiBh  North  — 
m  the  ridge 
Igulfa  became  its  bridge — 
iddene  wilb  the  freight — 

is  bestowed  — 
Bhapea  a  willing  road, 
juming  brenat, 

from  the  Wert ! 
ikes  and  lions  breed, 

thick  as  stars  appear 
gathered,  and  where'er 
:eives  the  hopeful  seed  — 

the  shades  of  night — 
hath  pursued  its  flight! 
1  thankfully  give  heed, 
fkling  progrciw  rend 
from  her  bondage  freed '. 
of  kinijdoms  won, 
>ed  to  learn  iJiat  mighty  feats  are 

from  who^e  distracted  borders 
launched  in  air, 
'ranee,  amid  her  wild  disorders, 
shall  the  truth  declare 
to  rejoice, 
ith  sadly-plausive  voice. 


Upon  the  inward  victories  dt  mc 
Her  hope  of  lasting  gloi7  far  tbe 
—  Yet  might  it  well  becooM  tbtl 
Into  whose  breast  the  lidea  of  gn 
To  whom  all  penecated  men  nt 
If  a  new  Temple  lift  her  votive 
Upon  the  shore  of  silver  Tfaomei 
The  peaceful  guest  advancing  frc 
Bright  be  the  distant  Fabric,  u  i 
Fresh  risen — and  beautiful  with 
Dependence  infinite,  proportion  j 
— A  Pile  that  Grace  apptovee^  tli 
With  his  most  ncred  wealth,  hei 

II. 

But  if  the  valiant  <A  thi 

In  reverential  roodeatf  demand 

That  all  observance,  due  to  them 

Where  their  serene  progenilon  ■ 

Kings,  warriors,  high-souled  poel 

England's  illustrious  sons  of  long 

Be  it  not  unordained  that  aolemn 

Within  U)e  circuit  of  thoee  Gotli 

Shall  be  performed  at  pregnant  ii 

Cummcmomtion  holy,  that  unites 

The  living  generations  with  the  < 

By  the  deep  aonl-moviii 

Of  religious  eloquence^ 

By  visual  pomp,  and  bj 

Of  sweet  and  threatenii 

Son  notes,  awful  as  th 

Of  destructive  tempesti 

And  escaping  from  tha 

Into  elevated  gladoeosj 

While  the  white-robed  i 

Under  mouldering  banni 

Provoke  all  potent  symphonies  to 

Songs  of  victory  and  pr 

For  them  who  bravely  stand  anhti 

With  medicable  wounds,  or  fband 

Upon  the  battle-field,  or  under  oc 

Or  were  conducted  home  in  singl 

And  long  proeemon — there  to 

Where  their  sons'  sons,  and  all  pi 

Unheard  bj  them,  their  deeds  aba 

12. 

Nor  will  the  God  of  pes 
Such  martial  service  dia 
He  guides  the  Pestilenc 
or  locusts  travels  on  hit 
The  region  that  in  hope 

His  drought  consumes,  his  mildev 
He  springs  the  bu^ed  Volca 

He  puts  the  Earthquake  on  her  st 
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(faking  towns  and  cities,  bUII  cud  drink 

and  towns  —  'tis  Thou  —  Iho  work  is  Thine! 

I  fierce  Tornado  sleeps  wilhin  Ihj  eourla  — 

He  hears  the  word  —  he  flies  — 

Aud  navies  perish  in  their  ports; 
two  BTt  Bcigry  with  thine  eacmies  I 

For  these,  and  for  our  errora 

And  sins,  that  point  their  terror?, 
nv  our  heads  hefbre  Thee,  ftnd  we  laud 
st^ift  thy  name.  Almighty  God ! 

Bui  thy  most  dreaded  instnimenl 

In  working  out  a  pure  intent, 

Is  Man  arrayed  lor  mutual  skughter, 

Yea,  Carnage  is  thy  dauifhter! 
elalli'tt  the  wicked  in  their  dazzling  mail, 
ly  thy  just  permission  they  prevail  j 

Thine  arm  from  peril  guards  the  coasts 

Of  them  who  in  thy  laws  delight; 
iresence  Innu  the  scale  of  doubtful  li^ht, 
endotis  God  of  battles,  Lord  of  Hosts  1 

13. 
To  TnBfi— TO  Thee  — 
is  appointed  day  shall  tlianks  ascend. 
Thou  h«at  broug'ht  our  warfare  to  an  end, 
hat  we  need  no  second  victory  '. 
(hat  a  ghastly  sight  kt  man  to  see  i 

0  the  heavenly  saints  in  peace  who  dwell, 

For  a  brief  moment,  terrible ; 

i>  tby  aorereign  penetration,  fair, 

•  irhom  all  ihin^  are,  that  were, 

(JgnjentB  that  have  been,  or  e'er  shall  be; 

in  the  chain  of  thy  tranquillity  ! 

the  bosom  of  this  favoured  Nation, 

le  Thou,  this  day,  a  vital  undulation ! 
Let  all  who  do  this  land  inherit 
Be  conscions  of  Thy  moving  spirit ! 

wa  goodly  Ordinance, — the  sight, 

^  sprung  from  bleeding  war,  is  one  of  pure  de- 

Thoa  the  hour,  or  ere  the  hour  arrive, 

1  a  whole  people  shall  kneel  down  in  pmyer, 
at  one  moment,  in  one  rapture,  strive 

lip  and  heart  to  tell  their  gratitude 

For  Thy  protecting  care, 
Klemn  joy — praiaing  the  Eternal  Lord 

nr  tynnnr  aubdaed. 


And  for  the  sway  of  equity 
For  liberty  confirmed,  and  [ 


14. 

But  hark  —  the  BUmmona  —  the 

Floats  the  soft  cadence  of  the  Lowei 

Bright  sliinc*  the  Sun,  as  if  '■  if  ,  raiie 

The  tender  bsecta  sleeping 
Bright  shines  the  Sun  —  an>.  mu>.  c      osim  u 
The  drops  that  tip  the  melting  IcIli.^ 

(K  tmttr  nou)  hit  Irmfle  gate ! 
Inviting  words  —  perchance  already  flung, 
(As  the  crowd  press  devoutly  down  the  aisle 
Of  some  old  Minster's  venerable  pile} 
From  voices  into  xcabus  passion  etung. 
While  the  tubed  engine  feels  the  inspiring  blast, 
And  has  begun  —  its  clouda  of  sound  to  ca«t 

Towards  the  empyreal  Heaven, 

As  if  the  fretted  roof  were  riven. 
(f»,  humbler  ceremonies  now  await; 
But  in  the  bosom,  with  devout  respect, 
The  banner  of  our  joy  we  will  erect. 
And  strength  of  love  our  souls  shall  elevate : 
For  to  a  few  collected  in  his  name. 
Their  heavenly  Father  will  incline  an  ear 
Gracious  to  service  haJIowod  by  ita  aim ;  — 
Awake  I  the  majesty  of  God  revere ! 

Go — and  with  Ibreheftds  meekly  bowed 
Pr«Pnt  your  prayers  —  go  —  and  rejoice  aloud  — 

The  Holy  One  will  hear ! 
And  what,  'mid  silence  deep,  with  faith  sincere, 
Yc,  in  your  low  and  undisturbed  estate. 
Shall  simply  feel  and  purely  meditate 
Of  warnings —  from  the  unprecedented  might, 
Which,  in  our  time,  the  impious  have  disclosed ; 
And  of  more  arduous  duties  thence  imposed 
Upon  the  future  advocates  of  right ; 

Of  mysteries  revealed. 

And  judgments  unrepealed, — 

Of  earthly  revolution, 

And  final  retribution,  — 
To  his  omniscience  will  appear 
An  offering  not  unworthy  to  find  place, 
On  this  high  D*»  of  Thanu,  beGjra  the  Throne  of 
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|AL  PIECES  TO  POEMS  DEDICATED  TO  NATION 
PENDENCE  AND  LIBERTY. 


llE  EXPECTED  INVASION. 

I(w)iich  Heaven  avertl)  the  land 
^t  strife,  would  take  jiour  stand, 
hd,  by  the  monarch's  lidc, 

lake  loyalty  jour  pride  — 
It  less  zealoiio,  might  dbplaj 
Hivith  regal  away, 
I  and  Millons  of  that  day, 
^ould  live  in  sounder  health 

s  head  to  Commonwealth  — 
piscredilable  fear 

«  with  many  a  fmltlesd  tear, 
Ihoose  and  how  to  steer  — 

il  mistake  for  sober  sense 

e  plea  of  indolence  — 

f  your  creed  —  O  waken  all, 
r,  Bl  your  country's  call ; 

■id  perish  to  a  man. 
Id  land  from  every  lord 
liid  the  British  awonl. 


lAME  OCCASION. 

ftberi  barely  could  defy 

I  babes,  muHt  foreign  hordes, 

re  befooled  by  words, 
■Engiiah  breasts  the  anarchy 


Of  terror,  bear  us  to  the  gronad,  ■ 
Our  hands  behind  our  backs  with  I 
Vields  every  thing  to  discipline  of 
Id  man  aa  gooi  as  man,  none  low, 
Nor  diuipline  nor  valour  can  with 
Hie  shock,  nor  quell  the  iuevitabli 
When  in  some  great  estremitj  br 
A  people,  CO  their  own  beloved  lai 
Ri«en,  like  one  man,  to  combat  in 
Ut  a  just  Gud  for  liberty  and  right 


THE  EAGLE  AND  THI 
Shade  of  Caractacua,  if  spirila  loi 
The  cause  they  fought  tor  in  their 
To  see  the  Eagle  ruffled  by  the  D 
May  soothe  thy  memory  of  the  ch 
These  children  claim  thee  Rir  thei 
Of  thy  renown,  froin  Cambrian  M 
A  flame  within  them  that  despises 
And  glorifies  the  truant  youth  of  ' 

With  ihy  own  scorn  of  tyrants  thi 
But  truth  divine  has  senctified  the 
A  silver  cross  enchased  with  flowc 
Their  badgo.  nitoils  the  holy  fight 

The  shrill  defiance  of  the  young  ( 
Their  veteran  foes  mock  as  an  idli 
But  unto  faith  and  loyalty  cornea  ■ 
From  Ileaveu,  jfiganlic  force  to  b( 


■ONNETS  DEDICATED  TO  LIBERTY  AND  ORDER. 


ns  arc  severing  link  by  link; 
e  levelled  down  —  the  poor 

Vain  boast '.  for  these,  the  mor 
must  low  and  lower  sink 
Btung,  thcj  fear  to  think; 
0  the  tjTant  few 
rach  other  to  undo, 
Blliey  themselves  must  drink, 
p  country !  cense  to  cry, 

me  frnm  the  threatened  wue." 
anes  more  thou  know, 
inj;  as  far  would  fly 
s  they  dared  to  go, 
I  heavier  penally. 


Reluctut  call  it  was;  the  rite  d 
And  in  the  Senate  Boiiie  tliere  wei 
The  last  of  their  humanity,  and  k 
At  providential  jodgmenta  undismi 
By  their  own  daring.     But  the  pei 

[•From  "La  Prtile  Cjhwaniun'f  e> 
tfgt  BrrlBit  Sam  VEmpirt.  par  A.  F. 
p.  fiS.  Thone  ataniaa  were  a  conlribuli 
j  10  M.  Rio'i  inlerewing  narralive  of  ibi 
(he  royiliBl  Mudems  ofthe  College  nf 
ihsir  battle*  with  ihe  soldiers  of  tl 


r\ 
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J 


ne  voice ;  their  flinty  heart  grew  so 

teolial  sorrow,  and  aloft 

it  moualed,  ctyini,''.  "  God  us  aid '" 

itli  B«pirslioQa  inore  intiMisp, 

by  w;If-«bttsemenl  more  profoiind, 

l«,  once  BO  happy,  eo  renowned 

t,  would  seek  from  God  defence 

IT  heatier  ill,  the  pestilence 

tioD,  impiously  noboand  1 


y  to  Cowardice  and  Fraud, 

id  Treachery,  in  clouc  council  met, 

ground,  in  Pluto's  cabinet, 

if  Gngl&nd's  pride  will  soon  be  tiiawedj 

c^n  brow  that  overawed 

i;  the  &ith  and  honour,  never  yet 

lope  encountered,  be  upset; — 

urat  m;  bendt^  and  cry,  applaud '" 

■pad  she,  "The  bill  is  carrying  out!"' 

and,  starting  up,  the  brood  of  ntgbt 

ds,  and  ahook  with  glee  their  malted  locks; 

nd  places  that  abhor  the  light 

I  tniQiiport,  echoed  back  Iheir  shout, 

■  hugginff  his  ballot-bo:( !  • 


man  be,  whose  mind's  uneeltiih  will 

a  ease  amoog  grand  thoughts :  whose  eye 

ATI  from  magnanimity. 

itanol;  nor  the  humbler  skill 

,  disentangling  good  and  ill 

E  care.     What  tho'  assaults  run  high, 

not  him  who  holds  hii  ministry, 

aJI  haiardB,  to  fulfil 

-prompt  to  move  but  firm  lo  wait,— 

inga  rashly  sought  arc  rarely  found; 


That,  for  the  functions  of  an  a 
Strong  by  her  charters,  free  bi 
Servant  of  Providence,  not  si  a 
Perilous  is  sweeping  change,  i    > 


mei  originally  appeared  in  iho  following  nole 
e  Volume  of  Sonnets. 

1  ihis  notice  alluded  only  in  gcncml  lerma  to 
■hich,  in  my  opinion,  iha  Ballot  would  bring  , 
.  without  especially  branding  ila  inunornl  und  ' 
tndency.  (for  which  no  poliiicnl  ndvaniages,  | 
hoUHod  tiniM  greater  than  those  pretumed 
«  a  compcnsBiion,)  I  have  been  impelled  lo 
tobation  of  it  apon  that  score.  In  no  pert  of  | 
(Mve  I  menlioaed  the  name  of  any  coiempo- 
Baonaparta  only  excepted,  but  for  the  ptir- 
7;  and  iberefore,  aa  in  the  concluding  verae 
wi,  there  is  a  deviation  from  ibu  rule,  (for 
U  be  euily  filled  up)  I  have  excluded  this 
be  body  of  the  collection,  and  placed  it  here 
icotd  of  my  detastaiion,  boib  as  a  man  and  a 

a  propDHd  contrivance. " 

time,  I  may  add,  that  Mi,  Gtote'i  polilicai 
in  advocala  for  Iha  ballot  has  been  merged 
ipqtaiion  ha  baa  already  acqnirad,  sa  probably 
jnaot  modem  historiaa  of  aneiaal  Graace. 

3£ 


PoBTENTOce  change  when  1 

Aa  the  cool  advocate  of  foul  u. 

Reckless  audacity  extol,  and      n 

AI  consciences  perplexed  wi».  jcruplea  nice! 

They  who  bewail  not,  must  abhor,  the  sneer 

Barn  of  Conceit.  Power's  blind  Idolater; 

Or  haply  sprung  from  vaunting  cowardice 

Betrayed  by  mockery  of  holy  fear. 

Haih  it  not  long  been  said  the  wrath  of  man 

Works  nol  the  righleousness  of  God !     O"- 

Bend,  ye  perverse  1  to  judgincniG  from  on 

Laws  that  lay  under  Heaven's  perpetual  a 

All  principles  of  action  thai  transceiul 

The  mcred  limits  of  humanity. 


Wbo  pondera  National  events  shall  Rnd 

An  awful  balancing  of  low  and  gain, 

Joy  based  on  sorrow,  good  with  ill  combined, 

And  proud  deliverance  issuing  out  of  pnin 

And  direful  throes;  as  if  the  All-ruling  mind. 

With  whose  perfection  it  consists  to  ordain 

Volcanic  burst,  earthtiuake,  and  hurricane. 

Dealt  in  like  sort  with  feeble  human  kind 

By  laws  immutable.     But  woe  for  him 

Who  thus  deceived  shall  lend  an  cs^'er  hand 

To  social  havoc.     Is  not  Cutiscience  ours. 

And  Truth,  whose  eye  guilt  only  can  make  dim; 

And  Will,  whose  office,  by  divine  command, 

Is  to  control  and  check  disordered  Powetal 


CONCLUDED. 

Ix>NO-rjiTOURED  England  >  be  not  than  miisled 
By  nwostroUB  Ihct^rjes  of  alien  growth. 
Lest  alien  frenzy  seize  thee,  waxing  wroth, 
Self-smittan  till  thy  garments  reek  dyed  red 
With  thy  own  blood,  which  teus  in  torrents  shed 
Fail  to  wash  out,  lean  flowing  er«  thy  troth 
Be  plighled,  not  to  ease  bat  sullen  sloth. 
Or  wan  despair  —  the  ghost  of  6lse  hope  fled 
Into  a  shameful  gnve.    Among  thy  yoath, 
Uy  country !  if  such  warning  be  held  dear. 
Then  shall  a  veteran's  heart  be  thrilled  with  joy  , 
One  who  would  gather  from  eternal  truth, 
For  titne  and  Muoa,  nilea  that  work  to  cheer — 
Not  scou^,  to  mn  tbt  people — not  dertroy. 
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n  World !  ia  Ftte'a  dark  book 
Iprobrioua  lesTM  of  dire  portent! 
^tish  aDCMtora  fbrsook 
I,  for  outrage  provident; 
ma  necks  the  bridle  shook 
|de<ceiuliuiti^  freer  vent 

iona  turbulent, 
fty  a  deadlier  lookl 
T  sofl  BB  the  south  wind's  breath, 
I  atormf  surface  of  the  flood 

>nt  flawing  undemeath ; 
ftleas  springs  of  silent  good ; 
f  be  better  understood, 

it  brighten  strong  in  faith.* 


■  E  FENNSVLVAKIAKS. 

ff  luxury  or  sloth, 

ra  grave  and  slaid, 
•B  with  cheerfulnese  obeyed, 

n  growth  — 
\  with  bounteous  nature's  aid, 
rullilessly  betrayed 
e  measure  of  your  troth !  — 
e  memory  of  Peon 

n  whose  wild  woods  his  name 
d  with  a  virtuous  aim, 
Idoned  by  degenerate  mea 
ir  black  as  ever  came 

'a  loalhsoiee  den. 


D  several  yeare  ago,  whon  re- 
HrueliieB  Gommilled  in  many  pans  of 
fiking  a  law  of  ihcir  own  pasaiuns.  A 
g  a  more  doliberale  mischief, 
I  [hose  Slalea,  which  have  lately  bro- 
f  bUc  credilor  in  a  manner  so  infamous. 
It  look,  at  boih  evils  under  a  similar 
Igood,  and  hope  ihat  the  lime  ia  nol 
n  of  the  West  wilt  wipe  off  this 


mftkc  Wi,t 


1   World," 

|lhal  this  aitl  icipation  ia  already  partly 
eproBch  addresaed  to  iho  Pennsyl. 
ist  is  no  longer  applicable  to  ihnm. 
r  Blatea  to  which  it  may  yet  apply 
mple  now  ael  them  in  Philadelphia, 
with  the  world.  IMO. 
I  ia  on  ■  fly-leaf  at  the  end  of  ihe 
lion,  which  wna  completed  only  a 
uel'a  df'nlh.  1l  contains  probably 
oaed  by  him  for  the  press.  It  was 
1  in  CDnaequencD  of  a  suggestion 
I  addreased  •'  Tg  i'mniyliuanat" 


Ab  why  deceive  ouraelvea!  by  nc 
Of  sudden  paaBJon  ntused  ■ball  ni< 
True  freedom  where  for  agea  the; 
Bound  in  a  dark  abominable  jHt. 
With  life's  best  sinew*  more  aad 
Here,  there,  a  banded  few  who  la 
May  rise  to  break  it:  eSbrt  wotM 
For  thee,  O  great  Italian  natioa,  i 
Into  Ihoee  jarring  fractions. — Le 
Be  one  fixed  mind  for  all ;  thy  ri| 
To  thy  own  conscieuce  gradualljr 
Lcam  to  make  Time  the  &tber  a 
Then  trust  thy  t»uae  to  the  arm  i 
The  light  of  Knowledge,  tuid  the 


CONTINUED. 

HAROIask!  exclaim  the  undiKip 
On  patients  coupled  with  such  si 
That  long-lived  servitude  must  la 
Perish  ttic  grovelling  few,  who,  ; 
Wrongs  aed  the  terror  of  redreai 
Atilliooa  from  glorious  aims.  Ou 
Let  us  break  forth  in  tempest  noi 
What,  ia  there  then  no  space  for  , 
And  grodiiai  progressl  —  Twiligf 
And,  even  within  the  burning  loi 
The  hastiest  sunrise  yields  a  lamj 
The  Eoflest  breeze  to  fairest  flowt 
Think  not  that  prudence  dwells  i 
She  scans  tlie  future  with  the  eyi 


oned  II 


inith  ai 


As  leaves  are  to  the  tree  whereon  t 
And  wither,  every  human  generatic 
Is  to  the  being  of  a  mighty  nation. 
Locked  in  our  world's  embrace  thra 
Thought  that  should  teach  the  xeal 
Rash  schemes,  to  abjure  all  sel&h  i 
And  seek  through  noiseless  pains  ai 
The  unblomislied  good  they  only  ca 
Alas!  with  most,  who  weigh  futurii 
Against  time  present,  pasion  holda 
Hence  equal  ignorance  of  both  pret 
I  And  nations  sink ;  or,  struggling  to 
I  Are  doomed  to  flounder  on,  like  wm 
:  Tossed  on  the  bosom  of  a  stormy  se 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


'  Bnoi^Kti  —  what  is  then  bccotiie  of  Did 
IT  Old  England !     Think  Ihoy  ebe  ia  dead, 
•a  the  very  name  1     Preaumption  fed 
ipty  air !     That  name  will  keep  its  hold 

true  filial  boaom's  inmost  fold 

-er.  —  The  Spirit  of  Alfred,  al  the  head 

who  fbr  her  rigtila  watched,  toiled  and  bled, 
1  tbal  thia  prophecy  is  not  l4xi  hild. 
—  bow !  shall  she  submit  in  will  mod  deed 
udleBB  boys  —  an  imitative  race, 
•mm  ftcia  of  a  Gallic  breed ! 
Uolherl  if  thou  mtar  tby  steps  retrace, 
lere  at  least  meek  innocency  dwells; 
\bf»  and  sDcklinga  be  thy  oracles. 


Feel  for  the  wrongs  to  ui 
Daily  exposed,  woe  lliai  v 
And  Eeek  the  suETeror  in  h 
Whether  conducted  to  tlu 
And  moanings,  or  he  dwe 
Taught  him  coQcealmenl] 
In  silence  and  the  awful  : 
Of  sorrow;  — fee!  for  all. 
Rest  not  in  hope  want's  i( 
By  casual  boona  and  tbrmi 
Learn  to  be  Just,  just  ihra 
Far  as  ye  may,  erect  snd 
And,  what  ye  cannot  renc 
Each  from  his  IbuDtain  of 


SONNETS  UPON  THE  PUNISHMENT  OF  DEATH. 

IN    6KBIK8.* 


I. 
JTKD  BT  THE  VIEW  O 

(OK  THE  BOAD  FROM  THE  SOtmiO 
iC  at  once  anfolding  sight  so  fair 
nd  land,  with  yon  grey  towera  that  still 
IS  if  to  lord  it  over  air  — 
otbe  in  human  breasts  the  sense  of  ill, 
D  it  out  of  memory ;  yea,  might  fill 
rt  with  joy  and  gratitude  to  God 
is  bounties  upon  man  bestowed : 
m  it  then  the  name  of  "  Weeping  HiU  V 
ia,  H  tomjrd  yon  old  Lancastrian  Towers, 
'■  crown,  tioDg  this  way  they  past 
ering  durance  or  quick  death  with  ahame, 
ia  bare  eininenee  thereon  have  cast 
M  look  —  blinded  ne  tears  tell  in  showers 
tbeir  cbaioa;  and  hence  that  doleful  name. 


IL 

LT  do  wa  feel  by  Nature's  law 

It  offenJera:  though  the  heart  will  heave 

dignation,  deeply  moved  we  grieve, 

thought,  br  bim  who  stood  in  awe 

of  God  nor  man,  and  only  a.w, 

Hch,  a  horrible  device  enthroned 

d  temptations,  till  the  victim  groaned 

be  ateel  his  band  bad  dared  to  draw. 

«atnin  compassioii,  if  its  course, 

e&la,  prev^it  or  turn  aside 

ala  and  aims  and  acta  whose  higher  source 

tlby  with  the  unfbtewamed,  who  died 

an  ctcetUnt  commsnluy  on  ihia  aeriea  of  Poems. 
7  Taylor,  E»q.,  author  of  "  Phihp  Van  Arts- 
He.,  al  iha  close  of  ■  Critical  Etisy  from  his  pen, 
ipeatad  in  the  Quarterly  Review  for  December, 
fa.  W7,  p.  W.  — H.  B.] 


IBIaraelcss — with  them  that  shuddered  o'er 
'  And  all  who  from  the  law  firm  safety  crave 


HI. 
The  Roman  Consul  doomed  his  mis  to  die 
Who  had  betrayed  their  country.     The  stem  W 
Afforded  (may  it  through  all  time  afford) 
A  theme  lor  praise  and  admiration  high. 
Upon  the  surface  of  humanity 
He  rested  not ;  its  depths  his  mind  explored ; 
He  felt ;  but  his  parental  bosom's  lord 
Was  duty,  — duly  calmed  his  agony. 
And  some,  we  know,  when  they  by  wilful  act 
A  single  human  lite  have  wrongly  taken, 
Pan  sentence  on  themselvee^  confess  the  fict, 
And,  to  atone  fbr  it,  with  soul  onshaken 
Kneel  at  the  feet  of  Justice,  and  &r  ftith 
Broken  with  all  mankind,  solicit  death. 


IV. 

Is  Death,  when  evil  against  good  has  fbaght 
With  such  fell  mastery  that  a  man  may  dare 
By  deeds  the  blackest  purpose  to  lay  bare  1 
Is  Death,  fbr  one  to  that  condition  brought. 
For  him  or  any  one,  the  thing  that  ought 
To  be  mosr  dreaded  1    I^wglvera,  beware, 
Lest  capital  pains  remitting  till  ye  spare 
The  murderer,  ye,  by  sanction  to  that  thought 
Seemingly  given,  debase  the  general  mind; 
Tempt  the  va^e  will  tried  standards  to  disown, 
Nor  only  palpable  restraints  unbind, 
iSut  upon  Honour's  head  disturb  the  crown. 
Whose  absolute  rule  permits  not  to  withstand 
In  the  weak  love  of  lift  his  least  comnand. 
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I  i  til  J  deaigned, 

1  ilaelf  it  be, 
Irh  depravity, 


■rth 


re,  is  oft  most  kind ; 

■\en.\  powers  he  bleDds, 
P&leniBl  mind, 
in  show  bDmiDe, 
would  derogate 
functions  of  the  State  i 
ijeitj,  ordsin 
bang  upon  her  breath 
Life  or  Death. 


VI. 

—  Spectres!  that  frequent 
Ji  walk,  and  haunt  his  bed  — 
I  yet  beneficent 
Igela  wheu  they  spread 

iconic ious  Innocent  — 
Br  the  land  to  share 
I  but  impair 
Icrinie,  and  ao  prevent 

erpent-like  about 
l]CB,  "  Murder  will  out," 
It  warning!  work  for  good 
tiilherlo  have  shown. 


lljiat  require 


fe  borne. 


e  of  youth 
reak, 
and  looth  for  tooth, 

but  aa  of  day-break. 
A  Master  meek 
!red  by  that  rule, 
ifiering  hi*  acbool, 
all  through  peace  must  see 
who  strain 
b  impulBe  to  controul 
lirstingB  from  the  soul, 
heir  BCheme, 
o  inflict  a  pain, 


VIIL 
knonJ  code 
Jl  the  State's  embrace, 

d  terrors  in  the  road 


Of  wnogful  acta.  Downwaid  it  ■ 
And,  the  main  kmt  oaet  doomed  ta  t 
Fmi  oftcner  then,  bad  aibtriag  won 
Blood  would  be  spilt  that  in  hit  dark 
Crime  mizht  lie  better  hid.  And,  d 
.  Take  ln»n  the  horror  due  to  a  CmI  d 
'  Punuit  and  evidence  lO  &r  nniat  &il 
I  And,  guilt  escaping,  paaaioo  then  mi 
In  angry  apirila  for  her  old  free  nag 
And  the  "wild  jiMice  of  revenge  "  ] 


I  IX. 

TiincoB  to  give  timely  warning  and 
Id  one  great  aim  of  penalty,  extend 
Thy  ntenlal  vision  fiirther  and  aaceni 
Far  higher,  else  full  surely  dialt  tho 
What  ia  a  State  t  The  wise  bebdd 
A  creature  bom  of  time,  that  keep*  i 
Fixed  on  the  Hatutcs  of  Eternity, 
To  which  her  judgments  reveieDtl;  < 
Speaking  through  Law's  dispassional 
Endues  her  conscience  with  exteraal 
And  being,  to  preclude  or  quell  tbc  ■ 
Of  individual  will,  to  elevate 
The  grovelling  mind,  the  erring  to  f 

j  And  ftfftify  the  moral  senae  of  all. 

i 


Ul'k  bodily  life,  some  plead,  that  life 
Of  an  immortal  spirit  is  a  gift 
So  aacred,  so  informed  with  light  dii 
That  DO  tribunal,  though  most  wise  I 
l>ced  and  intent,  should  turn  the  beii 
Into  that  world  where  penitential  lea 
May  not  avail,  nor  prayer  have  for  G 


-that  w 


For  earthly  sight,  "  Eternity  and  T 
TAey  urge,  "have  interwoven  clainii 
Not  Co  be  jeopardised  through  foulest 
The  sentence  rule  by  mercy's  heavei 
Even  80 ;  but  measuring  not  by  Quilt 
Infinite  Power,  perfect  Intelligence. 


]  XL 

Ab,  think  bow  one  compelled  for  Ufa 
Locked  in  a  dungeon  needs  must  eat 
Out  of  his  own  humanity,  and  pert 
With  every  hope  that  mutual  cares  p 
And,  should  a  less  unnatural  doom  co 
In  life-long  exile  on  a  savage  coast. 
Soon  the  relapsing  penitent  may  bow 
Of  yet  more  heinous  guilt,  with  fierc 


rx 


boughtful  Mercy,  Merc;  sa^  and  pura, 
la  the  fbrfeitare  ihat  I^w  demands, 
the  final  iesue  in  Hit  liands 
[oodoess  knows  no  change,  whose  love  ia  sure, 
sg^fcresees;  wbocannot  judge  amiss, 
!la  at  nill  the  contrite  soul  to  bliss. 

XII. 
Coodemiicd  alone  within  his  cell 
stnte  at  some  moment  when  remorse 
)  the  quick,  anil,  with  resistless  force, 
llie  pride  she  strove  in  vain  to  quell. 
uk  him,  him  vcho  could  so  long  rebel, 
n«  coafesBed,  a  kneeling  pcniient 
be  Altar,  where  the  Sacrament 
hia  heart,  till  from  his  eyes  outwcll 
'  nJvBtion.    Welcomo  death !  while  Heaven 
this  change  eiceedingly  rejoice; 
et  the  solemn  heed  Iho  Stale  hath  given 
.m  lo  meet  the  hist  Tribunal's  voice 
which  fresb  offences,  were  he  cast 
cmptations,  might  for  ever  blast. 

XIII. 

C0KCL0S1ON. 
Kigh  he  well  may  tremble  at  the  sound 
iwn  voice,  who  from  the  judgment-seat 
be  pale  convict  to  his  last  retreat 
l;  though  listeners  ahudder  all  around, 


They  know  the  dread  requital 

Nor  is,  they  feel,  its  wisdom  o 

{Would  iliat  it  were!)  (he  sac 

For  Christian  Faith.     But  ho[ 

The  social  rights  of  man  brea 

Jleligion  deepens  her  prevent! 

Then,  moved  by  needless  fear  oi  paai  abuse. 

Strike  Dot  Irom  Iaw's  hrm  hand  that  awful  rod. 

But  leave  it  thence  to  drop  tor  lack  of  use : 

Oh,  speed  the  blessed  hour,  Almighty  God ! 


.  Tre  formal  world  relanea  her  cold  chain 
I  For  one  who  speaks  in  numbers;  ampler  scope 
I  His  utterance  linds;  and,  conscious  of  the  gain. 
Imagination  works  with  balder  hope 
The  cause  of  grateful  reason  to  sustain  \ 
I  And,  serving  Truth,  the  heart  more  strongly  beal 
Against  all  barriera  which  his  labour  meets 
In  lufly  place,  or  humble  life's  domain. 
I  Enough :  —  before  us  lay  a  painful  road, 
\  And  guidance  have  I  sought  in  duteous  love 
1  From  Wisdom'6  heavenly  Father.     Hence  hi 
Patience,  with  trust  that,  whatsoe'er  the  way 
Each  takes  in  this  high  matter,  all  may  move 
I  Cheered  with  the  prospect  of  a  brighter  day. 
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MEMORIALS  OF  A  TOUR  ON  THE  CONTINENT,   1820. 


DEDICATION. 


Dkar  Fellow-travellers !  think  not  that  the  Muse 

Presents  to  notice  these  memorial  I^ays, 

Hoping  the  general  eye  thereon  will  gaze. 

As  on  a  mirror  that  gives  back  the  hues 

Of  living  Nature;  no — though  free  to  choose 

The  greenest  bowers,  the  most  inviting  wa3r8, 

The  fiiirest  landscapes  and  the  brightest  days, 

Her  skUl  she  tried  with  less  ambitious  views. 

For  You  she  wrought ;  ye  only  can  supply 

The  life,  the  truth,  the  beauty :  she  confides 

In  that  enjojrment  which  with  you  abides. 

Trusts  to  your  love  and  vivid  memory ; 

Thus  fiur  contented,  that  for  You  her  verse 

Shall  lack  not  power  the  **  meeting  soul  to  pierce  !** 

W.  Wordsworth. 
Rtdal  Mount,  Jmuory,  1822. 


FISH.WOMEN.— ON  LANDING  AT  CALAI& 

'T  IS  said,  fiintastic  Ocean  doth  enfold 
The  likeness  of  whate*er  on  Land  is  seen ; 
But,  if  the  Nereid  Sisters  and  their  Queen, 
Above  whose  heads  the  Tide  so  long  hath  rolled, 
The  Dames  resemble  whom  we  here  behojd, 
How  terrible  beneath  the  opening  waves 
To  sink,  and  meet  them  in  their  fretted  caves, 
Withered,  grotesque — immeasurably  old. 
And  shrill  and  fierce  in  accent !  —  Fear  it  not ; 
For  they  Earth's  fairest  Daughters  do  excel ; 
Pure  undecaying  beauty  is  their  lot ; 
Their  voices  into  liquid  music  swell. 
Thrilling  each  pearly  cleft  and  sparry  grot — 
The  undisturbed  Abodes  where  Sea-nymphs  dwell ! 


IL 
BRUGES. 

Bevgu  I  saw  attired  with  golden  light 
(Streamed  ftom  the  west)  as  with  a  robe  of  power: 
*T IS  past:  and  now  the  grave  and  sunless  hour, 
That,  slowly  making  way  fixr  peaceful  night. 
Beat  Baits  with  Mien  giudeor,  to  my  sight 


Offers  the  beanty,  the  magnifieence^ 
And  all  the  graces,  left  her  fer  defence 
Against  the  injuries  of  Tixao^  the  spite 
Of  Fortune,  and  the  desolating  stomis 
Of  future  War.    Advance  not — spue  to  ludi^ 
O  gentle  Power  of  Darkness !  these  mOd  haai; 
Obscure  not  yet  these  silent  avenues 
Of  stateliest  Architecture,  where  the  ftnns 
Of  Nun-like  Females,  with  soft  motkm,  ^ide! 


IIL 

BRUGES.* 

Thb  Spirit  of  Antiquity  —  enshrined 

In  sumptuous  Buildings,  vocal  in  sweet  Sqb^ 

In  Picture,  speaking  with  heroic  toogne, 

And  with  devout  solemnities  entwined— 

Strikes  to  the  seat  of  grace  within  the  mini: 

Hence  Forms  that  glide  with  twan-like  em  ak^ 

Hence  motions,  even  amid  the  mlgar  thmg , 

To  an  harmonious  decency  confined ; 

As  if  the  Streets  were  consecrated  gnmnd, 

The  City  one  vast  Temple  —  dedicate 

To  mutual  respect  in  thought  and  deed ; 

To  leisure,  to  forbearances  sedate; 

To  social  cares  from  jarring  passions  freed ; 

A  nobler  peace  than  that  in  deserts  found ! 


IV. 

AFTER  VISITING  THE  FIELD  OF  WATERI0 

A  wiNofeo  Goddess,  clothed  in  vesture  wroqght 
Of  rainbow  colours ;  one  whose  port  was  bold, 
Whose  overburthened  hand  could  scarcely  bold 
The  glittering  crowns  and  garlands  which  it  bRH| 
Hovered  in  air  above  the  fiir-famed  Spot 
She  vanished  —  leaving  prospect  blank  and  eoM 
Of  wind-swept  com  that  wide  aroond  cs  nlled 
In  dreary  billows,  wood,  and  meagre  cot. 
And  monuments  that  soon  must  disappear: 
Yet  a  dread  local  recompense  we  (band ; 
While  glory  seemed  betrayed,  while  patriot  Ma 
Sank  in  our  hearts,  we  felt  as  Men  sftoiiU  M 
With  such  vast  hoards  of  hidden  earaage  nev 
And  horror  breathing  fixm  the  silent  groond  \ 

•See  Mote. 


POEMS   OF   THE   IMAGINATION. 


RY  BCTWCEN  NAMUH  AND  UECE. 
iCT  bome  could  gentle  Fancy  chouse ! 
treaot,  wbos?  cities,  heights,  and  plains, 
rite  plafgTQUnd,  are  with  criineon  Btaioa 
the  Morn  with  pearly  dewsl 
hat  now,  ataog  the  silver  itlECSE, 
ii  peaceful  enaigna,  caJb  the  Sumina 
r  ailent  boate  and  ringing  wains, 
boii|;h  whose  mellow  fruit  beitrews 
f  corn  beneath  it.     As  mine  eyes 
le  fortified  and  threatening  hill, 
he  proepect  of  yon  watery  ginite, 
y  rodcB  clustering  b  penaive  shade, 
like  old  monaatlc  turrets,  rise 
M(h  m^dow-ground,  serene  and  still ! 


VL 
AIX-LA-CBAPELLC 
wncbanC  and  to  undo. 
rooched  the  Scat  of  Cliarlemainci 
im  many  an  old  roiriMtic  strain 
hich  no  devotion  may  rt^new ', 
lb  puny  Church  present  to  view 
umns!  and  that  scanty  Chair? 
that  One  of  our  weak  tiines  might  wear 
Jae  pretence,  or  meanly  true ! 
avellet*a  fortnne  I  might  claim 
lemofial  of  tliat  day, 
!  seek  the  Pyrenean  Breach 
jot  cloce  witli  huge  two-handed  Bway, 
aormouB  labour  Icfl  his  name, 
sitting  lioeta  the  rocky  Crescent  bleach.' 


raE  CATHEDRAL  AT  COLOGNE. 
tip  of  Angels  to  complete 
J  —  Angels  governed  by  a  plan 
ily  pQTSued  by  daring  Man, 

:  Ht  might  not  disdain  the  seat 
in  Heaven!  But  that  inspiring  heat 
and  now,  ye  Powers  I  whose  gorgeous 

aspect  yon  embiazonings 
■icture,  't  were  an  office  meet 


1  of  nMki  b«  imagined  rnun  ihree  lo  lii  binKlred 
■od  niof  bpIiTeea  Prance  and  Sinin.  to  a>  phf- 
vEe  die  fvo  kingdnzv- — lot  ut  &ruy  Ihii  wall 
oonnt.  with  iia  oonvcilt^  lowardi  Fnn«i, 
nppae.  Ihal  in  ibe  lery  middle  of  the  nail,  a 
MA  wide  hu  been  beaten  down  by  ihe  fjunoto 
I  maf  have  ■  pnd  iiiei  of  wbtl  the 
PC  DI  RoijtSll.' " 


For  you,  on  tbeae  unfinished 
The  midnight  virtues  of  yoni 
This  vast  Defign  might  temp 
Straius  that  call  forth  upon  « 
Immortal  Fabrics —  rising  lo 
Of  penetrating  harps  sud  vol 


IN  A  CARRIACH:  UPON  THEriANHS  i 

Ahid  this  dance  of  objects,  sadi: 

O'er  the  defrauded  heart  —  w''''         ■• 

As  in  a  fit  of  Thespian  jolli  ' 

Bcnealh  her  vine-leaf  crown 

Backward,  in  rapid  evanescei 

The  venerable  na^anirv  nf 

Bach  beetlini:         ipori.  _  i  ,> 

And  what  the  Dell  unv  y  reveals 

Of  lurking  cloistral  arc, jugh  trees  espied 

Near  tho  bright  River's  edge.     Yet  why  repine  1 
Pedestrian  liberty  shall  yet  be  mine 
To  mLise,  to  creep,  to  halt  at  will,  to  gaze : 
Freedom  which  youth  with  copious  hand  supplied. 
May  in  fit  measure  bless  my  later  daya. 


IX. 
HYMN, 

roa  THE  BOATMEN.  AB  THE7  APPROACH  THE  RAriDfl 
UNDF.lt  THE  CASTLK  OF  HEIDELBUBO. 
Jxav!  bless  our  alender  Boat, 

By  the  current  swept  along; 
Loud  its  threatenings — 'let  ihem  not 

Drown  the  music  of  a  Song 
Breathed  thy  mercy  to  implore, 
Where  these  troubled  waters  roart 
Saviour,  in  thy  image,  seen 

Bleeding  on  that  precious  Rood; 
If,  while  through  the  meadow>  green 

Gently  wound  the  peaceful  flood. 
We  forgot  Thee,  do  not  Thou 
Disregard  thy  Suppliants  now  \ 
Hither,  like  yon  ancient  Tower 

Watching  o'er  the  River's  bed. 
Fling  the  shadow  of  thy  power, 

Else  we  sleep  among  the  Dead ; 
Thou  who  trodd'rt  the  billowy  Sea, 
Shield  us  in  our  Jeopardy  t 
Guide  our  Bark  among  the  waves; 

Through  the  rocks  our  passage  smooth; 
Where  llio  whirlpool  frets  and  raves 

Let  thy  love  its  anger  soothe; 
All  our  hope  is  placed  in  Thca ; 
Miserere  Domine  !* 
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fcCE  OF  THE  DANUBE.' 
I  compeem,  indigiumtly 

!    The  wandering  Stmin 
to  the  CreKeol'a  glekm         I 
IreaBl)  with  inlsat  glee 
n  walla ;  tuid  Fancy,  tree 
Ick  of  Bilver  light, 
Mg,  and  with  a  moment'i  fliglit 

re  of  that  gloomy  bca  | 

Orphean  lyre  forbad  to  meet  | 

Irough  winds  forgot  their  jars  I 

■progeny  of  Greece ;  j 

ailed  (or  the  Golden  Fleece —      i 

I  that  daring  feat 

:r  ahapa  distinct  with  stard.  I 


I  MEMORIAL, 


■a  FRKCffnea 

I    MDCCCXflJt." 


J  and  woody  hill 
I  pathway  trearting, 

itive  Stone  that  bears 
fcf  Aloys  Rediog. 

f  the  Friend  who  placed  it  lliere 
I  and  protection ; 
Iwith  a  finer  care 


ftgards  it  from  the  West; 
Biimmer  glory 
inking  yields  a  type 
■letic  story: 


'  of  ihe  Black  Farnt  won  inhnbitEil, 
Inube  might  bite  auggealeil  aome  or 
licb  ArniBtrong  baa  so  fia<i]y  ie- 
contrast  li  moBI  striking.  The 
DUB  stone  basin  in  TroBl  of  a  Dutal 
-ground  opposite;  then  psssing 
>  ihc  forni  of  a  little,  clear,  bright, 
,  barely  wide  fuaugh  to  tempt  the 
I  years  old 


And  oft  be  tempts  the  patri 
Amid  the  glove  to  lii^ier; 
Till  ail  is  dim,  we  tfaia  br 
Touched  by  hit  gvlden  fingi 


Doomed  aa  we  are  our  Dtti 
To  wet  with  maiiy  a  bitter 
It  ill  be&ls  iw  to  diadain 
The  altar,  to  deride  the  fan 
Where  simple  Sufierers  ben 
To  win  a.  happier  hour. 

I  lore,  where  spreads  the  r 
Upon  Bome  knee-wom  cell 
Hail  to  the  Brm  tinmoviag  i 
Aloft,  where  pines  their  bn 
And  to  Ihe  chapel  &r  witbc 
That  lurks  by  lonely  ways! 


,  sftcr 


e  of  a  few 


iindred 


rnnniilenible  ihan  itself.     The 
it  Danackingai  mus)  haTO 
Ixting  named  Iho  Source  of 


Where'er  » 

or  Rhine  — or  by  the  w 
Through  Alpine  vale,  or  cbi 
Whate'er  we  look  tm,  at  on 
Be  Charity!  — to  bid  ua  thi 
And  feel,  if  we  would  bnon 

AFTER.THOUGH 
Oh  Life!  without  thy  cheque 
Of  right  and  wron^,  of  weal 
Success  and  (iiilure,  could  a  j 
For  msfnanimily  be  found ; 
For  faith  'mid  ruined  hopes,  t 
Or  whence  could  virtue  flow 

Pain  entered  through  a  gbasi 
Nor  while  sin  lasts  must  e&bi 
HeavHQ  upon  earth's  an  emp 
But.  for  the  bowers  of  Eden  1 
Mercy  has  placed  withm  oui 
A  portion  of  God's  peac«. 


Uttebed  by  whom,  or  how  inspired 
For  what  strange  oerrice,  doei  this  < 
Our  ears,  and  near  the  dwellings  of 
'Mid  fields  familiarized  lo  human  spi 
No  Mermaids  warble  —  to  allay  the 
Driving  some  vessel  toward  a  dange 
More  thrilling  melodies;  Witcb  ana 
To  cbatint  a  love-epell,  never  interti 
Notea  Bbrill  and  wild  with  art  more 
Alaa !  that  from  the  lips  of  abject  W 


t- 


POBM8  OP  THE  IMAGINATION. 


S8t 


■I  wim 


■iiklithlipu%tUi 


DM  mUBf  to  <DUH1ll| 

pilyhunt 


XIV. 
nB  FALL  or  THE  AAR-HANDIXX 

dB  fince  aipeek  of  thk  River  thiowing 
Bifim  body  o*er  the  rtaep  rockV  brinks 
hdk  k  MtonMimimt  and  Ibtr  we  jAuink : 
kl^  gndodly  e  ctlmer  look  beetowing, 
Rmmm  we  eipf  beeide  tbe  torrent  growing ; 
Rtone  dni  peep  firtb  ftem  nmnj  a  deft  and  chink, 
kit  fivB  the  whirlwind  ef  his  anger,  drink 
ke  ever  fieih,  in  rocky  fortrow  blowing: 
fkf  iaek»  fteei  braath  that  threatening  to  destroy, 
baora  benigBaiC  than  the  dewy  eve, 
baaly,  aai  liiib  ud  aotioBs  as  of  joy : 
far  doobt  bat  Hb  to  whom  yon  Pine-trees  nod 
Wr  heads  k  fl«n  of  wonhipk  Natore*8  God» 

bnisMei  adoratkm  will  receive. 


XV, 

8CBIIB  Oil  THE  LAKE  OF  BRIENTZ. 

*  What  know  we  of  the  blest  above 
Bet  thai  they  Bing  and  that  they  love?** 
Tet,  if  they  ever  did  inspire 
A  mortal  hymn,  or  shaped  tbe  choir, 
Now,  where  those  harvest  Damsels  float 
Homeward  in  their  nigged  Boat, 
(While  all  the  ruffling  winds  are  fled, 
Etdi  slombering  on  some  mouDtain's  head,) 
Now,  sorely,  hath  that  gracious  aid 
Been  felt,  that  influence  is  displayed. 
Pupils  of  Heaven,  in  order  stand 
Hie  mstic  Maidens,  every  hand 

*  "Tlie  Sbmb'lMich**  it  a  nsrrow  Stream,  which,  after  a  long 
^Um  oa  die  beighti,  oomea  to  the  aharp  edge  of  a  somewhat 
^erhaognf  prodpies,  overieapa  it  with  a  hoand,  and,  after  a 
H  of  9S0  list,  ftnoi  sgain  a  rivulet  The  vocal  powen  of 
ist  iMJcsl  Bsggais  may  aeem  to  be  exaggerated ;  hut  this 
Id  and  mvage  air  w«i  utterly  unlike  any  tounda  I  had  ever 
aid ;  the  notes  reached  me  from  a  distance,  and  on  what 
aainn  fhey  were  sung  I  could  not  gueas,  only  they  seemed 
bekng,  m  aons  way  or  odier,  to  die  Waterfiill — and  fe- 
nded as  of  raligioaisenrioes  chanted  to  Streams  and  Foun- 
M  in  Vagan  iibmbs.  Mr.  Soothey  has  thus  accurately  cha- 
teriaed  the  peculiarity  of  this  music :  «*  While  we  wen  at  the 
ilefftll,  some  ball^eoore  peasants,  chiefly  women  and  girls, 
ambled  juat  out  of  reach  of  the  Spring,  and  set  up,->snrely, 
wfldcaC  cboma  that  ever  was  heard  by  human  ean,  —  a 
f  nol  of  srticnlate  aoonds,  but  in  which  the  voice  was  used 
I  wmn  htiaaicBt  of  music,  more  flexible  than  any  which 
flooU  pradoes.— sweeC  powerful,  and  dirilUng  beyond  de- 
iplion"    8seNol8ito''ATaleof  Puagosy." 

2L 


Upon  a  Sistei^  shoulder  laid,^ 
To  chant,  as  glidea  the  boat  along', 
A  aimple,  bat  a  toochm^.  Song; 
To  chant,  as  Angels  do  above, 
The  melodies  of  Peace  m  love! 


XVL 
ENGELBERO,  THE  HILL  OF  ANGEL&t 

Foe  gentlest  uses,  oft-times  Nature  takes 

The  work  of  Fancy  ftom  her  willing  hands ; 

And  such  a  beautiful  creatkm  makes 

As  renders  needless  spells  and  magic  wanda. 

And  for  the  boldest  tale  belief  oommandsL 

When  first  mine  eyes  beheld  that  ftmoos  Hill 

The  sacred  EmiKLUBo^  celestial  Bande, 

With  intermingling  motions  soft  and  still, 

Hung  round  its  top^  on  wings  that  changed  thehr  hoee 

atwUL 
Clouds  do  pot  name  tboee  Visitants;  they  were 
Tlie  very  Angels  whose  authentic  lays,  ' 
Song  from  that  heavenly  gmund  in  middle  air« 
Made  known  the  spot  where  piety  dioald  raise 
A  holy  Structure  to  the  A1migbty*8  praise. 
Resplendent  Apparition !  if  in  vain 
My  ears  did  listen,  'twas  enough  to  gaxe; 
And  watch  the  slow  departure  cif  the  train, 
Whose  skirts  the  glowing  Mountain  thirsted  to  detam. 


xvn. 

OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SNOW. 

Meek  Virgin  Mother,  more  benign 
Than  fairest  Star,  upon  the  height 
Of  tliy  own  mountaint,  set  to  keep 
Lone  vigils  through  the  hours  of  sleeps 
What  eye  can  look  upon  thy  shrine 
Untroubled  at  the  sight! 

These  crowded  Offerings  as  they  hang 

In  sign  of  misery  relieved, 

Even  these,  without  intent  of  theirs. 

Report  of  comfortless  despairs. 

Of  many  a  deep  and  cureless  pang 

And  confidence  deceived. 

To  Thee,  in  this  atrial  cleft. 
As  to  a  common  centre,  tend      * 
All  sufferings  that  no  longer  rest 


t  The  Convent  whoae  «te  was  pointed  out,  according  to  tra- 
dition, in  this  manner,  ia  seated  at  its  base.  The  Architecture 
of  the  Building  ia  imiropreHive,  but  the  lituation  is  worthy  of 
the  honour  whirh  tbe  imagination  of  the  Mountaioeeia  has  con- 
ferred upon  it 

i  Mount  RighL 
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Oo  mortal  soccoar,  all  distrest 
That  ^e  of  haman  hope  bereft, 
Nor  wiitk  for  earthly  firiend. 

And  hence,  O  Yirfj^  Mother  mild ! 
Tbongfh  plenteous  flowers  around  thee  blow. 
Not  only  from  the  dreary  strife 
Of  Winter,  but  the  storms  of  life. 
Thee  have  thy  Votaries  aptly  styled 
Cm  Latt  of  thx  Snow. 

Even  for  the  Man  who  stops  not  here^ 
But  down  the  irri^ous  valley  hies. 
Thy  very  name,  O  Lady !  flings, 
0*er  blooming  fields  and  gushing  springs, 
A  tender  sense  of  shadowy  fear. 
And  chastening  sympathies! 

Nor  feDs  that  intermingling  shade 
To  Summer  gladsomeness  unkind ; 
It  chastens  only  to  requite 
With  gleams  of  fresher,  purer,  light ;  * 
While,  o'er  the  flower-enamelled  glade. 
More  sweetly  breathes  the  wind. 

But  on !  —  a  tempting  downward  way, 
A  verdant  path  before  us  lies ; 
Clear  shines  the  glorious  sun  above; 
Then  give  free  course  to  joy  and  love, 
l>eeming  the  evil  of  the  day 
Sufficient  for  the  wise. 


xvin. 

EFFUSION 

iN  PRESENCE  OF  THE  PAINTED  TOWER  OF  TELL. 

AT   ALTORF. 


Hiis  Tower  if  nid  to  stand  upon  the  ipot  where  grew  the 
Linden  Tree  against  which  his  Son  was  placed,  when  the  Fath- 
er's archery  was  put  to  proof  onder  dreumstances  so  fiunous  in 
Swiss  Histoiy. 


What  though  the  Italian  pencil  wrought  not  here. 
Nor  such  fine  skill  as  did  the  meed  bestow 
On  Marathonian  valour,  yet  the  tear 
Springs  forth  in  presence  of  this  gaudy  show. 
While  narrow  cares  their  limits  overflow. 
Thrice  happy.  Burghers,  Peasants,  Warriors  old, 
Infimts  in  arms,  and  Ye,  that  as  ye  go 
Home-ward  or  School-ward,  ape  what  ye  behold ; 
Heroes  before  yomr  time,  in  flrolic  fancy  bold ! 

But  when  that  calm  Spectatress  from  on  high 
Jiooks  down —  the  bright  and  solitary  Moon, 
Who  never  gazes  but  to  beautify ; 
iad  BooW'fed  torrent^  which  the  blaie  of  noon 


Roused  into  fury,  marmar  m  soft  tune 
That  fosters  peace,  and  gWDftleneas  reoaUs; 
7%eii  might  the  passing  Monk  receive  m  boon 
Of  saintly  pleasure  from  these  pictured  wall% 
While,  on  the  warlike  groups,  the  mellowing  lostn  ( 


How  blest  the  souk  who  when  their 
Yield  not  to  terror  or  despoodeDcy, 
But  face  like  that  sweet  Boy  their  mortal 
Whose  head  the  ruddy  Apple  tops^  whfle  be 
Expectant  stands  beneath  the  linden  tree ; 
He  quakes  not  like  the  timid  forest  gema^ 
But  smiles  —  the  hesitating  diaft  to  fiee; 
Assured  that  Heaven  its  justice  will  prockini 
And  to  his  Father  give  its  own  onerring  ain. 


XIX. 
THE  TOWN  OF  SCHWVTZ. 

Bt  antique  Fancy  trimmed  —  though  lowly,  M 
To  dignity  —  in  thee,  O  ScHvrm !  are 
The  genuine  features  of  the  golden  mean 
E!quality  by  Prudence  governed. 
Or  jealous  Nature  ruling  in  her  stead ; 
And,  therefore,  art  thou  blest  with  peace, 
As  that  of  the  sweet  fields  and  meadows  greet 
In  imambitious  compass  round  thee  spread. 
Majestic  Berne,  high  on  her  guardian  steeps 
Holding  a  central  station  of  command. 
Might  well  be  styled  this  noble  BooT^e  Hb4>; 
Thou,  lodged  *mid  mountainous  eatieaehmaiBki% 
Its  Heart  ;  and  ever  may  the  heroic  Luid 
Thy  name,  O  ScBwrra,  in  happy  f^eedoa  keep!* 


\ 


XX. 

ON  HEARING  THE  "  RANZ  DES  VACHiSk"  OS  * 
TOP  OF  THE  PASS  OF  OT.  GOTHARDl 

I  LISTEN — but  no  faculty  of  mine 
Avails  those  modulations  to  detect. 
Which,  heard  in  foreign  lands,  the  Swib  afiet 
With  tenderest  passion  ;  leaving  him  to  piie 
(So  fame  reports)  and  die ;  his  eweet-fareatbed  kitt 
Remembering,  and  green  Alpine  pastures  decked 
With  vernal  flowers.    Yet  may  we  not  reject 
The  tale  as  fabulous.  —  Here  whfle  I  recline 
Mindful  how  others  love  this  simple  Straia, 
Even  here,  upon  this  glorious  Momitain  (niBed 
Of  Grod  himself  from  dread  pre-eminence) 
Aspiring  thoughts,  by  memory  reclaimed, 
Yield  to  the  Music's  touching  influence. 
And  joys  of  distant  home  my  heart  enchauL 

*  Nearly  500  yean  (nys  Ebel,  speakiiv  of  lbs  FrflMbl* 
■ion.)  had  elapied,  when,  fiir  the  fiiaC  tiaa,  fimign  wi£m^ 
■een  upon  the  fiontien  of  this  ■nail  <>nffflrK  la  jugm  if 
t^  \a.'w%  q£  ^!ia\x  if^^«rooEk 


POBMB  OF  THE  IMAOIltATION. 


isi 


H  or  SAlf  MLVABOR. BBEIiraOlI  THE 
or  LDGANa 


iltmj  III  by  gghiniBf  a  S&w  ymn 
iwanillwIniiBorilw  Htna  9^xAwnn  an- 
Bfoonl^  vpan  llw  annit  of  which  tlM  Chordi  M 
rid  llw  faMioMte  of  llw  Lik0  of  Lb«uio;  ■»!  ia, 
Ipidnliof  ^pitw,ilipriiidpftlonMUBent,riiiiig  to 
ODOiM  mdm,  naarif  parpendicular. 
i;  bat  llw  timYolkr  Witt  pefftnu  it  will  bo 
hL — aplwiiiid  ftrtility,  rich  woodi  tnd  duding 
atDdeoBfioMMntof  view  oootniied  with  wo- 
i«ta  Ming  faito  tho  ritj;  tnd  thii  agmin,  in  in 
r.  with  n  horina  of  tfa«  loAiot  tnd  boldart  Alpi 
wfniag  apmpeet  mora  diromfied  bjr  ntgnifi. 
ad  onbliiai^,  than  porhapo  any  otbor  point  in 


tend  Pfle  I  whoae  turrets  riae 
s  flteep  Moimtain*a  Idliest  atai^e, 
I  by  koe  San  Salvador; 
*  tboa.  nnwl)  aa  heretofore, 
fanrooB  bolta  a  Bacrifice, 
ir  to  human  r^fel 

eb^f  topb  CO  Sinai,  deigned^ 
the  iini?eml  Lord: 
ap  the  ibontaina  from  their  eella 
everlaatiDg  Bounty  dwells  1 
while  the  Creature  is  sustained, 
I  may  be  adored. 

untaina,  rivers,  seasons,  times, 
remind  the  soul  of  heaven ; 
;k  devotion  needs  them  all; 
tht  80  oft  of  sense  the  thrall, 
he,  by  aid  of  Nature,  climbs, 
|)e  to  be  forgiven. 

nd  patriotic  Love, 
the  Pomps  of  this  frail  **  Spot 
men  call  E>urth,**  have  yearned  to  seek, 
e  with  the  simply  meek, 
in  the  sainted  grove, 
the  hallowed  grot 

in  time  of  adverse  shocks, 
ing  hopes  and  backward  wills, 
hty  Tell  repair  of  old  — 

cast  in  Nature's  mould, 
r  of  the  steadfast  rocks 
iie  ancient  hills! 

of  battle-martyrs  chioft 
readl  his  daonted  peen^ 


For  Tiolory  rimped  an  opan  ipiM^ 
By  gatlMriflg -with  a  wide  enAnee^ 
Into  his  angle  heart,  a  sheif 
Orfttal  AMtrian  speam.* 


xxn. 

FORT  FUENTE& 


Tbo  Rnmo  of  Fort  Fnonteo  ftna  tho  crart  of  a  neky  oai> 
nenoo  that  riosi  fiom  tho  plahi  at  tho  hoad  oftho  Ltkoof  Gaauh 
oommanding  viowi  op  tho  VahoUne,  tnd  towaid  tho  amn  of 
Ghiavonna.  Tbo  proipoct  in  tho  latier  diroctioo  ii  ofaaiadoriiod 
by  woianeholy  mblinity.  Wo  r^joicod  at  bofatg  ftvouad  with 
a  dirtinct  viow  of  tbooo  Alpino  hiighii;  not,  ai  wo  hod  ot 
poctod  fiom  tho  braakii^  np  of  tho  otocia,  sieopod  in  colootiti 
gioiy,  yot  in  oommnnioQ  whh  doodo  floating  or  Hatirmoiy— 
•cattoringi  fiom  boavoik  Tbo  Rnin  ii  intoraoting  both  in  moM 
ondindotaiL  An  Imcriptkai,  upon  oIabortidy>oculptniod  mar* 
Uo  lying  oa  tho  groond,  reooids  that  tho  Fort  hod  boon  onctod 
by  Coont  Fnontoi  in  tho  yotr  MO,  dniing  the  loigB  of  Phdip 
tho  Third ;  tnd  Ibo  Chapd,  ahoot  twontjr  yoan  aftor,  by  ooo  of 
hit  Deocondanti.  Marblo  piDan  of  gtlowayo  ora  yot  itonding, 
and  a  oooadorablo  put  of  the  Ghtpolwallit  a  anoolh  greon 
turf  boa  taken  plaoe  of  tho  pavoaMB^  and  wo  oould  HO  no  tiaro 
of  altar  or  imtgo ;  hot  ovoiywhcro  onaiodiing  to  lomind  ooo  of 
fbnnor  opleiidoor,  and  of  dovaotatkm  and  tumult  Inouranont 
wo  hod  poHod  abondanoo  of  wild  Tinoo  Intemiinglod  with 
boriioo:  neor  tho  mini  woio  loaio  ilUendod,  but  growing 
willingly;  tnd  rock,  torC  tnd  fhtgmonto of  tho  pile,  ore  oliko 
covered  or  adomod  with  a  varioty  of  flowonb  omoog  which  tho 
roeo-odoored  pink  woe  growing  in  great  beaoly.  While  do- 
acending,  wo  diecovored  on  tho  ground,  apart  fiom  tho  path,  and 
at  a  oonsidomble  dieianco  fiom  tho  ruined  Chapel*  a  eiatoo  of  a 
Child  in  pure  white  marble,  uninjured  by  the  exploeion  that  had 
driven  it  eo  far  down  tho  hill.  *'How  little,"  we  exclaimed, 
**  are  these  thingi  valiied  here !  Could  we  but  traneport  thie 
pretty  Image  to  our  own  garden  V* — ^Tet  it  aeemed  it  would 
have  been  a  pity  any  one  ahould  remove  it  fiom  ita  couch  in  the 
wildemeaa,  which  may  be  ita  own  for  hundreds  of  yeara. 

Extract  from  JottmaL 


Drbad  hour!   when,  upheaved  by  war*s  sulphurous 
blast. 

This  sweet-visaged  Cherub  of  Parian  stone 
So  far  from  the  holy  enclosure  was  cast. 

To  couch  in  this  thicket  of  brambles  alone ; 

To  rest  where  the  lizard  may  bask  in  the  palm 
Of  his  half-open  hand  pure  firom  blemish  or  speck ; 

And  the  green,  gilded  snake,  without  troubling  the 
calm 
Of  the  beautiful  countenance,  twine  round  his  neck. 

Where  haply  (kind  service  to  Piety  due !) 
When  winter  the  grove  cif  its  mantle  bereaves, 

Some  Bird  (like  our  own  honoured  Redbreast)  may 
strew 
The  desolate  Slumberer  with  moss  and  with  leaves. 

*  Arnold  Winkohried,  at  the  battle  of  Sempach,  bnko  an  Aoa- 
trian  phalanx  in  thia  manner.  The  event  is  one  of  tho  moat  fti- 
mooa  in  tho  annala  of  SvTiaa  heroiam;  and  pietnreaand  prima 
of  it  are  fioqaent  duooghout  tho  oounttf 


WORDSWORTH'S    POETICAL   WORK& 


Dared  the  good  and  the  brave, 
e  diDceof  Bpft  pleasure  unknown  j 
d  enjofment  did  wave, 
■of  her  fifes  thro'  the 


I  vine  o'er  the  pathless  Ascent  — 
w  deep  is  th;  sway 
imBD  deBtruction  is  spent, 
diUtdourrtrifespafficdawBy! — 


I  fkrewell  tear  in  dried, 

r  thee,  be  hope  thy  guide ! 
jiiide,  ulrenluroua  Buy  ; 
I  thy  travel,  joy  1 

)D  bound  — to  trill 
s  with  simple  skill ; 
poise  K  show 

Iform  of  milk-whita  steed, 
aied  witli  Gonyioede ; 
r  hamlets  thou  wilt  bear 
I  Milton,  with  hia  hair 
1  temples  curled  ; 
at  his  bide — a  freight, 
think  and  mind  were  weight, 

9  the  world ! 
Buide,  adventurous  Boy; 
I  thy  travel,  joy  ! 


Iiapa,  (alert  and  ftee 
J  sage  philosophy) 
r  hill  and  dalc^ 
e  well-wrought  Scale 
t  tube  instructs  to  time 
1  fickle  clime: 
I  choose  this  usefiil  part, 

i  of  many  a  cherished  dream, 
y  many  a  shattered  scheme, 

I  wonders  wilt  thou  see 

Isle  of  Liberty  1 

Kandercr  sometimes  pine 

I  which  no  delights  can  cbiLK, 
s  last  embrace, 

heck  entwine ; 

|et  the  Maiden  coy 
e  loved  tlie  bright-haired  Boy  I 


Hy  Song,  encixinged  bj  the  gn 
That  beams  Iroai  bis  ingennaiH 
For  this  Adventurer  Kniplea  noi 
To  prophesy  ■  golden  lot ; 
Due  recompenK,  and  nfe  retnr 
To  CoNo's  iteepa — hk  happy  h 
Where  he,  aloft  in  garden  gladi 
Shall  tend,  with  hia  own  dark-eyi 
The  towering  maiae,  and  |xop  1 
That  ill  support!  the  luscious  fi; 
Or  feed  hi*  eye  in  paths  SDO-pr 
With  purple  of  the  tre]li»-raoC 
Tiiat  through  the  jealous  leaves 
From  Cadenabbia'a  pendent  gn] 
—  Oh  might  he  tempt  that  Goath 
To  share  his  wanderings !  him  « 
Even  yd  my  heart  can  scaicelj 
So  touchingly  he  smiled. 
As  with  a  rapture  caught  from 
For  unasked  alms  in  pity  giren, 


With  noddbg  plume^  and  li^ 
Like  Foresters  in  leaf-green  vee 
The  Helvetian  Mountaineer*,  oi 
For  TcH'b  dread  archery  renowi 
Before  the  target  stood — to  cla 
The  guerdon  of  the  steadiest  ail 
Loud  was  the  riSe-gun's  report, 
A  lilarlling  thunder  quick  ood  si 
But,  flying  through  the  heights 
Echo  prolonged  a  tell-tale  eonnc 
Of  hearts  and  hands  alike  "  pre 
The  treasures  they  enjoy  to  gna 
And,  If  there  be  a  favoured  ho* 
When  Heroes  are  allowed  to  qi 
The  Tomb,  and  on  the  cloudi  t 
With  tutelary  power, 
On  their  Descendants  shedding  i 
This  was  the  hour,  and  that  yht 

3. 
But  Truth  inspired  the  Bards  of 
When  of  an  iron  age  they  loM, 
Which  to  unequal  laws  gave  bl 
That  drove  Astnea  from  the  eu 
—  A  gentle  Boy  (perchance  with 
As  noble  as  the  beet  endued, 
But  seemingly  a  Thing  despised. 
Even  by  the  sun  and  air  onpriied 
For  not  a  tinge  or  flowery  streal 
Appeared  upon  his  tender  cheek] 
Heartdeaf  to  those  rebouiidin|[  i 
Bate  watching  by  his  ailent  Goai 

1^ 


itbin  a  forest  shed, 

^gfed,  n>ith  bare  &et  and  head; 

Lbe  snow  upon  the  hill, 

the  EDinl  he  pnijH  to,  still. 

I  BTiila  heroic  deed  1 

bertyT  if  no  defence 

for  feeble  Innocence  — 

f  All !  though  wilful  manhood  read 

ishment  in  soul-diatress, 

the  mi^n  of  life  its  natural  b1cas«daem. 


tg  damps  and  many  an  envious  flaw 

this  Wia-k*,  tlie  calm  ethereal  grace, 

p-aeated  in  the  Saviour's  Ituie, 

^xjdnen,  have  not  tailed  to  awe 

s;  aa  they  do  melt  and  thaw 

the  Beholder  —  and  erase 

me  rapt  moment)  every  trace 

ice  to  the  primal  law. 

ition  of  the  dreadful  truth 

Twelve,  survives :  lip,  forehead,  cheek, 

losing  on  the  board  in  ruth 

tersf,  while  the  unguilty  seek 

le  meaninga  —  still  bespeak 

thy  of  eternal  youth  ! 


XXV. 
;  ECLIPSE  OF  THE  SUN.  1831. 
apecolatlve  Towei 
e  waiting  for  the  Hour 
u  dealined  to  endure 
iDg  of  hia  radiant  face 
■Btition  strove  to  chase, 
Ji  rites  impure. 

h  Italian  skies, 

ions  fairas  Paradise 
wed,  —  till  Nature  wrought 
unlooked-for  change, 
1  the  desultory  range 
irightly  thought. 


at  the  La«  Supper  hai 
M.  but  partii  are  Bid  to  ' 
licebn  nay  bo  left  to 
rhe  copy  eihibiled  in  [ynuion 
lag  br  Morghea,  an  both  wl 


>i,irb. 


ached. 


— -The  hood 

MlLTOF. 


Where'er  was  dipped  the  u 

The  waves  danced  rotmd  lu 

As  lightly,  though  of  altere  ■ 

'Mid  recent  coolness,  such  i 

At  noontide  trom  umhrageui  ~ 

That  screen  the  morning  Ai 

No  vapour  slrelched  its  win| 

Cast  fer  or  near  a  murky  ehi 

The  sky  an  azure  fleld  diap  i-.  ^ 

'Twaa  sunlight  sheathed  an 

Of  all  its  sparkling  rays  die 

And  as  in  slumber  laid ;  — 

Or  something  night  and  day 

Like  moonshine  —  but  ihn  I 

Still  moonshine,  < 

On  Jutting  rock,  •■■lu  more, 

Where  gazed  the  Pcasan       Ji  bis  door. 


It  tinged  the  Julian  steeps  —  it  lay, 
Lugano!  on  thy  ample  bay; 
The  »>lcmniziDg  veil  was  drawn 
O'er  VilUe,  Terraces,  and  Towers, 
To  Albogasio'a  olive  bowers, 
Potlczza's  verdant  lawn. 

But  Fancy,  with  the  speed  of  fire,  ■^^ 

Hath  fled  to  Milan's  loftiest  spire,  I 

And  there  alig-hta  'mid  thai  atrial  liort  ^* 

Of  figures  human  and  divine), 
While  as  the  snows  of  Appenine 
Indurated  by  frosL 

Awe-stricken  she  beholds  (he  array 

That  guards  the  Temple  night  and  day ; 

Angela  she  sees  that  might  from  Heaven  have  fb«'a(. 

And  Virgin-saints — who  rwt  in  vain 

Have  striven  by  purity  to  gain 

The  beatific  crown ; 


I  The  Slatnea  ruiged  rnund  the  Spire  nnd  along  tfic  roof  o>i 
the  Cathcdtal  of  Milan,  have  bwn  found  fault  wiIli  bj  Poi»or». 
whoM  Biclmive  [mm  it  unronunnlo  for  lhein«elv».  Il  if  tnio 
thai  the  nme  eipeiiM  and  laboar,  judiciDinly  directed  to  \nr- 
piwes  more  •nicll^  archilectiiral.  mrghl  have  miiab  heijhlciied 
the  general  ofieci  of  ths  building  j  lur.  Ken  (ma  the  gmuDd. 
the  Statuei  appear  diminutive.  But  the  coupJ'ial,  froni  ihc  beat 
point  o(  view,  which  a  half  way  up  the  Spire,  musl  ilnhe  an 
nnprejudiced  Fenon  with  admiration^  and,  lumJy.  the  vplirikm 
and  aTTangement  of  the  Figurea  ia  eniuiiitel;  Btled  Id  >up[iiiR 
the  religion  of  the  Country  in  the  imnginnnoDi  and  fee  lings  of 
the  Spectator.  It  um  with  great  pleoeure  Ihsl  I  nw,  diiriof^ 
lbe  two  agoenla  which  we  nude,  several  ChHdren.  of  difleranL 
Bgci,  tripping  up  and  down  the  ■Icndrr  spire,  and  pauiing  Uk 
look  around  ihem.  with  reelings  much  mure  nnimaleil  ttiaa. 
could  have  been  derived  Irom  three,  or  lbe  fineH  iverici  of  arv 
if  placed  within  easy  reach.  —  Remembec  aba  that  yon  ha*»- 
the  Alpt  on  one  aide,  and  oo  the  othe 
Plain  or  Lonbaidy  between' 


concentric  ruie> 
each ;  —  the  wings, 
e  ailent  marble  lipi, 

lign  height*, 

itouB  light! 
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Such,  (bat  O  laviah  Nature!  iriij 
That  dark  unbtlionuble  eye, 
Where  lurks  a  Spirit  that  repliea 
To  stillest  mood  of  Boftest  akiea, 
Yet  hints  at  peace  (o  be  o'erthrown, 
Another'B  6r8t,  and  then  her  own!) 
Such,  haply,  jron  Italuk  Haid, 
Our  Lady's  laggard  Votareu, 
Haltins  beneath  the  cheetnnt  shade 
To  accomplish  there  her  loveliness: 
Nice  aid  roalemal  fingen  lend 
A  Sister  serves  with  alacker  bsnd; 
Then,  glittering  lilte  a  star,  she  jdoB 


How  blest  (if  truth  ma;  e 
Coy  fency  with  a  bolder  (train) 
The  Heltetiiim  Girl — who  daDy  bn 
In  her  light  skiS*,  the  tossiog  travea. 
And  quits  the  bosom  of  Ihe  deep 
Only  to  climb  the  rugged  steep ! 
—  Say  whence  that  modulated  about 
From  WooJ-nymph  of  Diana's  thraof 
Or  does  the  greeting  (o  a  rout 
Of  giddy  Bacchanals  belong! 
Jubilant  oulcry!  —  rock  and  ^sdfl 
Resounded — but  the  voice  obeyed 
The  breath  of  an  Helvetian  Maid. 


'  Her  beauty  dazzles  the  thick  wood; 

Her  courage  animates  the  Hood; 
I  Her  steps  the  elastic  green-award  m 
'  Returning  unreluclant  aweeta; 
I  The  mouDtaina  (as  ye  heard)  rejoice 
I  Aloud,  saluted  by  her  voice  I 
;  Blithe  Paragon  of  Alpme  grace. 
I  Be  as  thou  ail — for  through  thy  re 
I  The  biood  of  Heroes  runs  its  race  1 
j  And  nobly  wilt  thou  brook  the  chaii 
'  That,  lor  the  virtuous.  Life  prepares 
The  fetters  which  the  Matnm  wean 
The  Pttlriot  Mother's  weight  of  anjd 


("Sweet  HioRLARD  Girl  I  a  very  ah 

:  Of  beauty  was  thy  earthly  dower," 
When  thou  didst  flit  before  my  eyes 

.  Gay  Vision  under  sullen  skies, 
While  Hope  and  love  around  thee  p 
Ncnr  the  rough  Ftlla  of  Inversneyd ! 

'  Time  cannot  thin  thy  flowing  hair, 
"Snt  take  one  ray  of  light  from  The< 
For  in  my  Fancy  thou  dost  share 

i  The  gifl  of  Immortality ; 


iw^ 


JCltklaDd  Giri. 


■^ 
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■hill  Uooni,  with  Thea  allied, 
mm  hf  Lafun^i  lUe; 
intrepid  Njnpiif  oo  UtPu  ileepii  deeeried! 


xxvn. 

THE  COhVMK 

wooturjaam  loe  a  nnniFBiL  mncB  m  iolaic, 
mo  ir  TBI  wAMDie  nr  tbi  mrum  pa& 

fbUowing  down  tliis  fiir-ftmed  slope 

er,  the  now-dinolTiiig  Son, 

iou  pnle  of  Sngdoms  to  be  won, 

t  in  fiitnre  agee^  here  may  stop; 

mutmst  her  flattering  horoscope 

tion  from  this  prostrate  Stone ; 

mniscribed  of  Pride  overthrown, 

eroglyphic ;  a  choice  trope 

*9  rh^pric.    Daughter  of  the  Rock, 

)  thy  coarse  was  stayed  by  Pow^  divine ! 

ranspoited  sees,  from  hint  of  thine, 

ich  the  great  Ayenger*8  hand  provoke, 

hats  whistling  o*er  the  ensanguined  heath: 

ms !  what  shrieks !  what  quietness  in  death ! 


xxvnt 

STANZAS, 
>MF06ED  IN  THE  SIxMPLON  PAS& 

301. !  I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wogd 

r,  reclined  on  the  moss-covered  floor, 

3  Aiao*8  precipitous  flood, 

stillness  of  evening  hath  deepened  its  roar ; 

hrough  the  Temples  of  Pjestum,  to  muse 

I  preserved  by  her  burial  in  earth ; 

8  to  gaze  where  they  drank  in  their  hues ; 

or  sweet  Songs  on  the  ground  of  their  birth ! 

r  of  Florence,  the  grandeur  of  Rome, 
ve  them  unseen,  and  not  yield  to  regret  1 
30  (and  no  more)  for  a  season  to  come, 
er  may  discharge  the  magnificent  debt  1 
Date  Region !  whose  Grreatness  inurned 
lew  life  from  its  ashes  and  dust ; 
ified  fields!  if  in  sadness  I  turned 
infinite  marvels,  the  sadness  was  just 

ere  the  light-footed  Chamois  retires 
sprinkled  grass  to  heights  guarded  with  snow, 
i  mists  that  hang  over  the  land  of  my  Sires, 
iimate  of  myrtles  contented  I  go. 
its  become  bright  like  yon  edging  of  Pines, 

was  its  hne  in  the  region  of  air ! 

)d  from  behind  by  the  "Son,  it  now  shines 

da  that  seem  part  of  its  own  silver  hah*. 


Thoogfa  tiie  boftiieii  of  toil  with  dear  frienda  we  dhriiab 
Tbous^  by  the  same  lephyr  oar  temples  are  ftimed 
As  we  rest  in  the  cool  orange4xiwer  side  by  side, 
A  yearning  sarmes  which  fbw  hearts  shall  withatand : 
Each  step  hath  its  value  while  homeward  we  move  ;-^ 
O  joy  when  the  ghndle  of  England  appeals! 
What  moment  in  lifb  is  so  conscious  of  love, 
So  rich  in  the  tenderest  sweetness  of  tears! 


XXIX. 
BCHCX  UPON  THE  GEBIML 

What  Beast  cif  Chase  hath  broken  from  the  oovert 

Stem  Gkmki  listens  to  as  fbll  a  ciy, 

As  multitodmoos  a  harmony. 

As  e'er  did  ring  the  heights  of  Latmoa  over, 

When,  finom  the  soft  couch  d  her  sleeping  Lover, 

Up-starting,  Cynthia  skimmed  the  mountain  dew 

In  keen  pursuit — and  gave,  where'er  ahe  flew, 

Impetuous  motion  to  the  Stars  above  her. 

A  solitary  WolMog,'  ranging  on 

Through  the  bleak  concave,  wakea  this  wonderooi 
chime 

Of  aery  voices  locked  in  unison,— 

Faint — fiu^off —  near — deep — solemn  and  sabUme ! 

So,  from  the  body  of  one  guilty  deed, 

A  thousand  ghostly  fears,  and  haunting  thoogfats  pro- 
ceed! 


XXX. 

PROCESSSIONS. 

SUGGESTED  OiN  A  SABBATH  MORNING  IN  THE 
VALE  OF  CHAMOUNY. 

To  appease  the  Grods ;  or  public  thanks  to  yield ; 
Or  to  solicit  knowledge  of  events. 
Which  in  her  breast  Futurity  ccmcealed ; 
And  that  the  past  might  have  its  true  intents 
Feelingly  told  by  living  monuments ; 
Mankind  of  yore  were  prompted  to  devise 
Rites  such  as  yet  Persepolis  presents 
Graven  on  her  cankered  walls,  —  solemnities 
That  moved  in  long  array  before  admiring  eyes. 

The  Hebrews  thus,  carrying  in  joyful  state 
Thick  boughs  of  palm,  and  willows  from  the  brook. 
Marched  round  the  Altar  —  to  commemorate 
I  low,  when  their  course  they  through  the  desert  took, 
Guided  by  signs  which  ne*er  tlie  sky  forsook. 
They  lodged  in  leafy  tents  and  cabins  low ; 
Green  boughs  were  borne,  while  for  the  blast  that  shook 
Down  to  the  earth  the  wails  of  Jericho, 
These  shout  hosannas— those  the  sUrtling  trumpets 
bk>wl 
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|iid  the  wcred  Grore 

e  bj  guahing  welK 
HaelH  of  AmnHHiian  Jove 
lith  vhrill  canlLcles ; 
Kit  with  silver  bells, 
I  bore  the  hoTned  Go), 

>eit7,  who  dwells 
I  Vessel  rode, 

e  mountains  orerflowed. 

□  Pomps!  the  hiu^ht;  cIsIeob 
Y  after  ruthless  wan; 

-snd  the  Cereal  Gameni 
ms,  and  empty  cars  ; 
n  the  shields  of  Man 
d  the  deeper  dread 
I  bj  the  hideous  jars 
^  while  the  head 
I  sublime];  lurreted  '. 

!  subdued  and  soft 
jChrlstiaa  pogcintriea : 
1,  borne  aloft, 
f  sober  litanies. 

fteil  on  the  breeze 
m  hooded  vestments  fair 
linp,  between  .\1pine  trees, 

d  their  House  of  Prayer 
I  bright  .Abdettiebb. 

«  of  a  dream, 

l-robed  Shapes  —  a  living- Stream, 

?mn  guise* 
1  by  mfsterimis  lies ; 

edible  account 
I  silent  Volarics 
a  wintry  fount; 
rt  of  that  exalted  Mount  1 

o  &r  a  holy  gleam 
Ich  engird  with  motion  slow, 
|tul  Mountain  seem, 

iB  of  everlasting  snow ; 
fthalled  in  bright  row, 
g  with  the  stealthy  tide. 
I^mblanec  show 
I  that  in  loni;  order  glide, 
■nd  —  tliose  shapes  aloft  descried. 


Trembling,  I  look  Open  tha  Mcret  ipi 
Of  that  licentioiu  cnring  in  the  mia 
To  act  the  God  amaag  eztenwl  thing 
To  bind,  on  apt  suggwtioo,  or  tiitbutd 
And  marvel  not  that  antiqne  fVith  in 
To  crowd  the  world  with  metamorpbi 
Vouchsaled  in  pity  or  in  wntb  aangn 
Such  insolent  temptations  wouldst  tbi 
Avoid  thcM  righta ;  oar  brood  o'er  Fi 


xxxt 

ELEGIAC  STANZ 


irt  oflhe  MciBnienTql  wrvire  pctftim- 

I  Vnlloy  or  Ensdbprif  we  had  Ihe  good 

\e  Gntwl  I^Ulml  ot  Ihc  Virein  —  bat 

llay.  ihwigh  coneitting  of  upwardi  oT 

Irnmalltfaebranchnorthpiniimtered 

ing  rrnilwirhiiBfldinfr  Ihe  fiiHinuly 

it  wanted  both  the  nmplicilyoT  Ihe 

I  or  Ihe  Gliicier.<«lunim.  wboB  n- 

Inonnj-  Figuiei  gave  jl  a  unM  baanli- 


The  lumenied  Youth  whow  UQlimriy  da 
Aae  elpgiae  Ten».  ma  FRderie  Wiltam 
Eon  in  IS'anb  America.  Ha  ma  in  hia  Imn 
raided  for  fame  imie  wilh  ■  ctei^yiDKi  in 
or  Genen  for  the  coraplMioa  of  his  adnca 
b)'  B  lellow.pa]iil,  ■  miive  oT  Scodaml.  be  I 
Sn-ia  UMT  when  it  wu  bit  miribctaae  lo  i 
of  mine  who  vnt  hastening  to  jobi  oor  par 
■Her  spending  a  i»f  together  on  Iha  nad 
Soleure,  look  leave  of  eadi  other  at  Eislil,  tb 
intended  id  proceed  direcllr  to  Zurich.  Bol 
my  Tnend  (bund  hia  new  ■cquainlancai,  wta 
Ihe  ofajecl  of  hia  jouiney,  and  Ihe  fijeoik  hr 
equipped  to  accompany  him.  We  mM  at  L 
ing  evening,  and  Mr.  G.  and  hia  fenmr-^Cod 
BoquetKe  our  Dsvelliiig  cooipaniaoi  br  ■  a 
ascended  Uie  Righi  logMher ;  and,  allar  eon 
riae  nwn  thai  noble  mountain,  we  aepvaWd 
a  apol  well  niiled  lo  the  parting  oT  dun  wl 
more.  Our  pmtf  deannded  through  iIm  n 
Ihe  Snow,  snd  our  late  compnmona.  to  Art 
meet  in  a  Tew  weelo  at  Geneva :  but  so  il 
day  {oilheSlalorAugusl)  Mr.Coddaid  pa 
in  a  boni  while  cmsing  the  lake  of  Znr 
saved  himself  by  swimming,  and  was  hea|Bt 
mami<in  of  a  Swiss  gentleman  (M.  KellBCl 
em  niiiBt  of  the  Lake.  The  cafp»  of  fan 
nn  the  eilata  oflhe  lune  genileoian,  who  g< 
all  the  ril»  of  boapiiBlily  which  could  be  n 
ns  n-cli  m  10  Ihe  living.  He  aosed  ■  ban 
menl  to  be  erected  in  the  church  oT  KSn 
the  premature  fate  of  the  young  Amaocai^ 
(no  of  the  bke.  Ihe  mveller  may  read  an  ins 
Ihe  apol  when  Ihs  body  naa  depnnled  I7  t 


Ldllgh  by  the  soand  of  postonl  ', 
Rude  Nature's  Pilgrinu  did  we  g 
From  the  dread  mnmit  of  the  Q 
Of  Monntaios,  tbrougfa  «  deep  n' 
Where,  in  her  holy  Chapel,  dwell 
"Out  Lady  of  the  Snow." 

The  sky  was  bine,  the  air  wu  o 
Free  were  the  streams  sod  green 
Aa  if,  to  rough  aanulta  unknown, 
The  genial  ipot  bad  ever  thown 
A  countenance  that  aweetlj  mile 
The  &ce  of  Bammerjiaan. 
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urao^  tiM  iniDO 
uurngyaii  all  w  kiifw  of  am— 
Mth  tint  iliiiQglsd  kef8  end  tboraii 
onhle— but  the  flnttering  broeiet 
nnter— but  • 


ftwiiglit  Mold  faavo  lent  the  feil 
rae  rinft  dbji— but  hmh— no  more! 
10  tin  gnfOb  u>d  odmer  none 
tfattt  Id  vbieh  thy  carat  ara  gone, 
Vietiiii  of  the  atoraiy  gale; 
p  on  Zcnoa'a  Aon! 

loiiDABDl  what  ait  thoal— a  name— 
abeam  feUowed  bj  a  ahade! 
aon^  ht  woffikt  that  time  aupplies, 
peatp  the  experienced,  and  the  wise; 
■Bcfa  flcm  thk  ftail  earth  we  claim, 
dHraAffie  an  betnyed. 

aetf  whOe  ftitife  mirth  ran  wild, 
m,  torn  a  deep  Lake*a  migfa^  am, 

riieib  like  an  enftanchiaed  Slave, 
b-gvaen  Rirer,  prood  to  lave, 

comnt  awift  and  uidefiled, 
lowen  of  old  LodRm. 

Mited  Qpon  aolemn  ground 
Had  towaida  the  nnftding  sky ; 
11  00  thooghta  were  then  of  Earth, 
(ivee  Id  cenwnon  pleanrea  birth; 
nothing  in  our  hearts  we  (band 
prompted  even  a  sigh. 

I,  sympathising  Powers  of  air, 
I,  ye  that  post  o*er  seas  and  lands, 
I  moistened  by  Virginian  dew, 
■t  untimely  grave  to  strew, 
le  turf  may  never  know  the  care 
mired  human  hands! 

ed  by  every  gentle  Muse, 

•ft  his  Transatlantic  home: 

)e,  a  realised  romance, 

opened  on  his  eager  glance; 

:  present  bliss!  —  what  golden  views! 

t  stores  for  years  to  come! 

gh  lodged  within  no  vigorous  frame, 
oul  her  daily  tasks  renewed, 
i  as  the  lark  on  sun-gilt  wings 
poised — or  as  the  wren  that  sings 
ady  places,  to  proclaim 
oDodeat  gratitude. 

^ain  is  sadly-uttered  praise; 
words  of  truth^s  memorial  vow 
iweet  as  morning  fragrance  shed 
dowers  *mid  Goij>ao*8*  ruins  bred; 

I  me  viUaaw  denbted  by  the  ftUof  part  of  the  Moun- 


Am  eveninf'a  Ibiidly-Iinfeiuig  ny% 
On  RwHi^  aileiit  brow. 

Lamented  Youth !  to  thy  cold  clay 
Fit  obsequies  the  Stranger  paid ; 
And  piety  shall  guard  the  sttme 
Which  hath  not  left  the  spot  unknown 
Where  the  wild  wavea  resigned  thehr  prey. 
And  thai  which  marks  thy  bed. 

And,  when  thy  BCother  weeps  for  Thee, 
Lost  Youth !  a  solitary  Mother; 
This  tribute  from  a  caanal  Friend 
A  not  omweloome  aid  may  lend. 
To  -feed  the  tender  luxury. 
The  rising  pang  to  amotfaer.f 


xxxn. 

SKT-PROSPECT— FROM  THE  PLAIN  OF  FRANCE. 

Lo !  in  the  burning  West,  the  craggy  nape 
Of  a  proud  Ararat!  and,  thereupon. 
The  Ark,  her  melancholy  voyage  done ! 
Yon  rampant  Cloud  mimics  a  Liao*s  shape ; 
There,  combats  a  huge  Crocodile  —  agape 
A  golden  spear  to  swaUow !  and  that  brown 
And  massy  Grove,  so  near  yoo  blazing  Town, 
Stira — and  recedes — destructbn  to  escape ! 
Yet  all  is  harmless  as  the  Elysian  shades 
Where  Spirits  dwell  in  undisturbed  repose. 
Silently  disappears,  or  quickly  fades ;  — 
Meek  Nature's  evening  comment  on  the  shows 
That  for  oblivion  take  their  daily  birth 
From  all  the  fuming  vanities  of  Earth ! 


xxxin. 

ON  BEING  STRANDED  NEAR  THE  HARBOUR  OP 

BOULOGNE! 

Why  cast  ye  back  upon  the  Gallic  shore, 

Ye  furious  waves !  a  patriotic  Son 

Of  England  —  who  in  hope  her  coast  had  won. 


t  The  penuauon  here  exprened  wm  not  groundlen.  Th^ 
firat  human  consolation  that  the  afflicted  Mother  felt,  \%«b  dm- 
ved  from  thia  tribute  to  her  w)n*t  memory,  a  fact  which  the  mi- 
thor  learned,  at  hia  own  residence,  from  her  Daughter,  who  ve- 
iled Europe  wme  years  af^erwaida. 

I  Near  the  Town  of  Boulogne,  and  overhanging  the  Beach,  are 
the  remains  of  a  Tower  which  bean  the  name  of  Caligula,  who 
here  terminated  his  western  Expedition,  of  which  these  ^ea-shslU 
were  the  boosted  spoila  And  at  no  great  distance  frtmi  ihemf 
Ruins,  Buonaparte,  standing  upon  a  mound  of  earth,  haranini(*ii 
his  '*  Army  of  England,"  reminding  them  of  the  explmUi  "f 
CKsar.  and  pointing  towards  the  white  clifls,  upon  which  iheir 
standards  icere  tofooL  He  recommended  also  a  subachptmn  in 
be  raised  among  the  Soldierjr  to  erect  on  that  Ground,  m  meimc 
ry  of  the  Foundation  of  the  "  Legion  of  Honour,**  a  C':o1uimi  — 
which  was  not  completed  at  the  Wine  V7«  ^fw  \V«t«. 

'i5 
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ease,  niid  meet  cooteDdin 
That  press  upon  me,  craeein|(  the  a 
or  recollecciofls  vivid  u  the  dreamt 
Of  midnight,  —  citiet —  ploina  —  fore 

3. 
Where  Mortal  never  breathed  I  du 
Among  the  interior  AIpe,  gigsniic  i 
Who  triumphed  o'er  diluvian  power! 
What  ate  the;  but  b  wreck  and  ret 
Whose  only  buaineas  is  to  perish  t  — 
To  which  rad  course,  these  wrioklod 
Labour  their  proper  grealnesa  to  Mil 
Speaking  of  death  alone,  bcaeatb  a 
Where  life  and  rapture  flow  in  pleoit 

4. 
Fancf  hath  flung  for  me  an  airj  bri 
Acrom  thy  lon^  deep  Valley,  turioot 
Arch  that  lure  rests  upon  the  gram 
Of  Monte  Rosa  —  there  on  trailer  • 
indary  birth  —  ihe  Jung-frau's 
And,  from  thai  arch,  down-looking  or 
The  aspect  I  behold  of  every  zone ; 
A  sea  of  folinge  tossing  wiih  tlie  ga 
Blithe  Autumn's  purple  crown,  and  W 

ft. 
F^r  as  St.  Maurice,  from  yon  east* 
Down  Ihe  main  avenue  my  sight  a 
And  all  its  branchy  vales,  and  all  tl 
Within  them,  church,  and  town,  and 
For  my  enjoyment  meet  in  vision  sU 
Snows  —  torrenis ;  —  to  the  region's  i 
Life,  Death,  in  amicable  interchiingi 
But  list;  the  avalanche  —  the  bush 
Thai  follows,  yet  more  awful  than  tbi 

6. 
Is  not  the  Chamois  suited  to  his  pb 
The  Eagle  wortliy  of  her  ancestry  ? 
—  Let  Empires  611 ;  but  ne'er  shall  1 
Your  noble  birthright.  Ye  thnl  occu 
Your  Council-aeats  beneath  the  opei 
On  Somen's  MountJ,  there  judge  of 

f  Ai  llip  hmd  or  ihe  Vallois.  Ixs  Foci 
nhich  Ihe  Iwo  chains  of  nwnnDing  part,  tl 

tuBlSr.MAuaict. 

'  the  imi  Capiiala  of  the 
nTjiflfH^  iho  If"*  her*  alludod  lo  ii  cknc 
ndM  ihe  Luidenbecg,  Iroin  the  tynal  ol 
i-ht'mii  lunnotly  nood  there.  Od  Ihr  1si 
Ihp  EmI  day  which  Ihe  canr«lersled  Hcd 
i),r  di'livorancc  of  iluiir  Cwiniry.  all  Ihe 
vtmorB  were  loken  by  iurce  or  iiraiasem 
Ih(.'«iK»lv«  mnduciod.  wiih  ihsir  rrwitnni 
aller  hnving  witneiwd  ihe  deiitrurtiiin  of 
Fmm  thai  time  the  LandenlMni  hag  bM<n  tl 
Lrgwlaicmi  of  Ihit  divi*ion  of  the  Canton  m 
H  Kpll  dafntu^  W  KWl.  v  one  oT 
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locntie  nmJMty; 

.nniof  your  rough  bronrs  —  the  mi^ht 

nature  spread  before  jout  aigbt  1 

7. 
ropriate  CouTt,  renowned  Lcckbns 
«e  her  honoured  Bridge* — that  cheers 
heart  wilh  pictures  rude  and  etern, 
Chronicle  of  glorious  years, 
ire,  from  loftier  source,  endears 
kbdrcd  frame,  which  spana  the  lake 
Hint  or  issae,  where  it  fears 
I  notion  of  a  Stream  to  take; 
lOs  to  stir,  yet  voiceless  aa  a  Snake. 


Dund,  from  the  Cathedml  rolled, 
fed  Vista  penetrate  —  but  see, 
^  its  Tablets,  that  unfold 
)mgD  of  Scripture  history ; 
It  tasting  of  the  fatal  Tree, 
It  Slai  appeared  in  eaatern  skies, 
Okt  was  bom  Mankind  lo  free; 
wronge,  bis  fmnl  sacrifice ; 
rvery  heart,  a  Bible  fur  all  eyea. 


islcids,  oar  timtd  liking?  kilL 
these  homely  works  de™ed  of  old, 
EfibrtB  of  Helvetian  skill, 
igciuial  influence,  to  uphold 
■  the  Country's  destinj  to  mould ; 
them  who  pass,  the  common  dust 
portnnity  to  gold ; 
«jI  wilh  sentiments  august  — 
,  the  brave,  the  holy,  and  the  just  I 

10. 

rime  halts  not  in  hLi  noisojees  march  — 
r  winds,  as  dolh  the  liquid  flood ; 
n  underneath  us,  like  that  arch 
manahip  whereon  we  stood, 
od  below,  Heaven  in  our  neighbonrbood. 
Utile  Book  !  pursue  thy  way  ; 
I  please  the  gentle  and  the  good ; 
isper  stifled,  if  it  say 
!B,  yet  untouched,  may  grace  aooie  foture 


¥  nofed,  and  opNi  at  the  ddos. 
e  Hune  lime,  Ihe  bcnefilDrnhnde. 


Tlie 


e  ttislory.  on  Ih 
e.  (moiuil.  ari-onling  to  my  nom,  id  210.  Snt 
Old  Toinmpni  fiice  Ihe  Pancn^er  u  ho  ptr 
Llwdnil,  and  ibute  fAnn  UjS  Nev  a*  he  rtlDmi 
1  Ui«M<  Bridges,  na  woll  as  Uinse  in  mwl  mhe 
r1«nd.  an  not  lo  be  spoken  of  oB  works  of  art 
wnli  admirably  onuvcring  ths  purpoae  To 


JJ 


XXX 

TO   ENTEl 
Kfbp  for  the  Young  the  ii 
Shed  from  thy  countenance, 
High  on  a  challiy  cliff  of  1 
A  slender  Volume  grsspin|j 
(Perchance  the  pages  that 
The  various  turos  of  Cru«oe  _ 
Ah,  spore  the  exulting  amile. 
And  drop  thy  pointing  fiager  bright 
As  the  first  flash  of  beaoon  light; 
But  neither  veil  thy  head  in  shadows  dim, 
Nor  turn  thy  face  away 
From  One  who,  in  the  evening  of  hia  day. 
To  Ih'cc  would  ofier  no  presumptuous  hymn! 

1. 
Bold  Spirit!  who  art  free  to  rove 
Among  tbo  starry  courts  of  Jove, 
And  oft  in  splendour  doat  appear 
Embodied  to  poetic  eyea, 
While  traversing  this  nether  sphere. 
Where  Mortals  [:all  thee  Eio'ekpribb. 
Daughter  of  Hope!  her  fevourite  Child, 
Whom  she  to  young  Ambition  bore, 
When  Huntet't  arrow  first  defiled 
The  Grove,  and  stained  the  turf  with 
Thee  winged  Fancy  took,  and  nursed 
On  brood  Euphrates'  palmy  shore. 
Or  where  the  miffhtier  Waters  burst 
From  caves  of  Indian  mountains  hoar! 
She  wrapped  thee  in  a  panther's  skin  ; 
And  thou,  whose  earliest  thoughts  held  dear 
Allurements  that  were  edged  with  fear, 
(The  food  that  plenaed  tliee  best,  to  win) 
With  infant  shout  wouldsl  often  score 
From  her  rock-fortresfl  in  mid  air 
The  flame-eyed  Eagle — often  sweep. 
Paired  with  the  Ostrich,  o'er  the  plain ; 
And,  tired  with  sport,  wouldst  sink  asleep 
Upon  the  couchant  Lion's  mane ! 
With  rolling  yi^ars  thy  strength  increased  ; 
And,  far  beyond  thy  native  East, 
To  thee,  by  varying  titles  known. 
As  variously  thy  power  was  shown, 
Did  incense-bearing  Allnra  rise,     ^ 
Which  caught  the  biaze  of  sacrifice. 
From  Suppliants  panting  Ibr  the  skies  t 


What  thongb  this  ancient  Earth  be  trod 
No  more  by  step  of  Demi-gtxi 
.  Mounting  from  glorious  deed  to  deed 
As  Ihou  from  clime  to  clime  didst  lead, 
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baling  high. 

And  in  due  seaKta  seod  Uw  iwudttt  fictii; 

^^^^^^^^H 

ewell  of  an  eye 

Thy  call  a  prortwte  Naticn  cut  reMcn, 

^^^^^^H 

itlinx  gaie 

When  but  a  aingle  Uind  renlTM  to  owd 

^^^^^^^ 

aya, 
en-deeccDded  awny 

1 

^^^^^^^^H 

to  Mid  decay. 

Drettd  Minister  of  mvtb! 

ictled. 

^^^^^^H 

the  lented  field; 

The  PhaiBohs  of  the  earth,  the  men  of  huj 

^^^^^^^^H 

n  kneels;  and,  pole 

Not  unassisted  by  the  flattering  •taia, 

^^^^1 

Heroine 

Thou  stren'st  temptation  o'er  the  path 
When  they  in  pomp  depart. 

^^^^^^^^H 

is^ipline 

^^^^^^^^H 

he  blooming  Boy 

^^^^^^^^H 

lling  ehrouds  a  toy. 

^^^^^^^^H 

diemal  breut 

Or  stifled  under  weight  of  desert  aanda— 

^^^^^^^^H 

tt  couch  of  rest ; 

An  Army  no*-,  and  now  a  living  hill* 

^^^^^^^^H 

Id  of  snow  aiul  ic>!. 

^^^^^^^^H 

■8  doet  enehnin 

It  quivers — aul  ia  still; 

^^^^^^^^H 

r  awed  in  vain 

Or  to  forget  their  madneM  and  their  won 

^^^^^^^^H 

precipice; 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

with  triumph  seen 

^^^^^^^^H 

la  glide  serene 

5. 

^^^^^^H 

d,  and  brave  the  light 

Back  Howe  the  willing  current  of  my  Sodj 

^^^^^^^^H 

carinn  flight  1 

If  to  provoke  euch  doom  the  Imjuoua  dare, 

^^^^^^^^H 

of  cryalal  dive. 

Why  should  it  daunt  a  bUmeless  prayer* 

^^^^^^^^H 

waters  cease  to  etrive. 

—  Bold  GoddesB  I  range  our  Youth  among 

ingB. 

Nor  let  thy  genuine  iropulee  &il  to  beat 

^^^^^^^^H 

re  of  the  deep, 

In  hearts  no  looger  young; 

d  prpcious  things 

Still  may  a  veteran  Few  have  prida 

^^^^^^^^H 

aatly  aiience  sleep! 

In  thoughts  whose  stemnefa  make*  tbem  i 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

nd  currents  headed. 

In  fixed  resolves  by  Reasco  joitified; 

^^^^^^^^^1 

ma  no  longer  dreaded. 

That  to  their  object  cleave  like  sleet 

^^^^^^^^^1 

'  voyage  go 

Wliilening  a  tall  pine's  northam  side. 

^^^^^^^^^^^1 

w  from  the  bow ; 

White  fields  are  naked  lu  and  wide, 

^^^^^^^^^1 

and  Bcoming  oara, 

And  withered  leaves,  from  Earth'e  cold  bf 

^^^^^^^^^^^1 

me  on  diglant  ahores. 

Upcaught  in  whirlwinds,  nowhere  can  fine 

ess  reach  ore  placed 

^^^^^^^^^1 

burning  Waste,— 

6. 

^^^^^^^^^1 

lock  their  Dead. 

Bat,  if  such  homage  than  disdain 

^^^^^^^^^1 

■a  fbunlain  head ; 

^^^^^^^^^1 

d  lo  r  the  polar  Seas 

One  rarely  afaMnt  ttam  thy  train 

^^^^1 

myateriea. 

More  humble  favours  may  obtain 
For  thy  contented  Votary. 

^^^^^^^^^1 

rts,  what  sublime  reward. 

Hbe.  who  incites  the  IVolic  Iambs 

^^^^^^^^^1 

mmd.  dost  thou  prepare 

In  presence  of  their  heedless  dams. 

^^^^^^^^^1 

high-soaled  Bard, 

And  to  the  solitary  ftwn 

^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ned  in  lonely  woods, 
ating  through  the  air. 

^^^^^^^H 

That  wakes  the  breeze  —  the  sparkling  ly 

^^^^^^^^^1 

f  limpid  floods ; 

Doth  hurry  to  the  lawn; 

^^^^^^^^^1 

ed  thro'  silent  night  to  bear 

She,  who  inspires  that  strain  of  joyance  b 

^^^^^^^^^^^1 

orioua  themes. 

^^^^H 

ort  of  thy  dreams ! 

Pours  forth  in  shady  groves,  shall  plead  ft 
And  vernal  nwmings  opening  bright 

^^^1 

3. 

n  the  Pairiol'e  soul. 

__ 

^^^^^^^H 

and  of  higher  worth, 

Ho>v«l  with  oooTul-vs  (hnM,  and  all  WIS 

^^^^^1 

g  impulse  to  control. 

'^V 

^^^^^1 

^^». 

X 

r 
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igH,  Hod  nina  that  shine 

With  breakers  roaring  to  tb 

Uh  Ihinb&i  nighty,  be  mine. 

That  stretch  a  thousand  tboi 

Qiiickeo  the  Slothful,  and  ej 

Thy  impulse  is  the  life  of  F 

Glad  Hope  would  almost  cee 

on!  in  thy  bvouiite  Isle 

If  lom  from  thy  society; 

^gnable  redoubt, 

And  Loie,  wlien  worthiest  of 

store-house  lenced  nboui 

Is  projd  to  wait  the  Earth  w 

1-. 


THE    RIVER     DUDDON. 

A  BEBIES  OF  SONNETS. 


DiiDoii  rise*  upon  Wryooae  Fell,  on 
/eetmorelsod,  Cumberlajid,  and  Lan- 
ding as  a  boundary  to  the  two  lost 
l»ce  of  about  twenty-five  miles,  enters 
Aveea  the  lale  of  Walney  and  the 
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lis  played  their  Christoue  tune 
icalh  my  cottage  eaves : 
en  by  a  lofty  moon, 
ag  laurels,  thick  with  leaves, 

rich  and  dazzling  aheen, 
vered  their  natural  greeo. 
.  uid  valley  every  breeze 

rest  with  folded  winga: 
«  air,  but  could  not  freeze 
le  music  of  tbe  atrings ; 

baidy  were  the  band 

1  tbe  chords  with  etreDuoua  hand. 

t  listened!  —  till  was  paid 

very  Inniate's  claim ; 

f  given,  the  music  played, 

each  household  name, 
Deed  with  lusty  call. 

Cbristoiaa''  wished  to  all ! 

I  revere  the  choice 
lee  from  thy  native  bills; 
'en  thee  to  rejoice: 
lie  care  fiiU  often  tills 
y  witness  of  the  toil) 
1  tingrateful  soil. 

iwt  IWi,  vrith  me  and  mine, 
tfaii  Bsver-failing  rite ; 


Which  Nature  and  these  rustic  Powei^ 
In  Eimple  childhood,  spread  through  omsl 

For  pleasure  both  not  ceased  to  wait 
On  these  exjutcted  annual  rounds, 
Whether  the  rich  man's  sumptuous  gate 
CakI  forth  the  unelabontte  sounds. 
Or  thej  are  offered  at  the  door 
That  guards  the  lowliest  of  the  poor. 

Flow  touching,  when,  at  midnight,  sweep 
Snow-muffled  winds,  and  all  is  dark. 
To  hear — and  sink  again  to  sleep ! 
Or,  nt  an  earlier  call,  to  mark. 
By  blazing  fire,  the  Etill  suspense 

The  mutual  nod,  —  the  grave  disguise 

Of  hearts  with  gladnen  brimming  o'er ; 

And  some  unbidden  teata  that  rise 

For  names  once  heard,  and  heard  no  more; 

Tears  brightened  by  the  serenade 

For  inJant  in  the  cndle  laid. 

Ah !  not  fiir  emerald  fields  alone, 

With  ambient  streams  more  pure  and  bright 

Than  fabled  Cytherea's  zone 

Glittering  before  the  Thunderer's  aight, 

Is  to  my  heart  of  hearts  endeared. 

The  ground  where  we  were  bom  and  reared  I 

Hail,  ancient  Manners !  sure  defbncei 
Where  they  survive,  of  wholesome  lawi ; 
Remnants  of  love  whose  modest  sense 
Thus  itito  narrow  room  withdraws; 
Hail,  Usages  of  pristine  mould. 
And  ye  that  guard  them.  Mountains  old ! 

Bear  with  roe.  Brother  1  quench  the  thcnght 

That  slights  this  passion,  Or  condemns ; 

If  thee  fond  Fhncy  ever  tmaght 

From  the  proud  margin  of  the  Thames, 

And  Lambeth's  venerable  towers. 

To  bombler  sbeams,  and  greener  howetK 
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Yes,  tbey  can  niake,  who  fiLil  to  find. 

Short  leisure  even  in  busiest  days ; 

Moments,  to  cast  a  look  behind. 

And  profit  by  those  kindly  rays 

That  through  the  clouds  do  sometimes  steal, 

And  all  the  fiur-off  past  reveal. 

Hence,  while  the  imperial  City's  din 
Beats  frequent  on  thy  satiate  ear, 
A  {leased  attention  I  may  win 
To  agitations  less  severe. 
That  neither  overwhelm  nor  cloy. 
But  fill  the  hollow  vale  with  joy ! 


I. 

Not  envying  dmdee  which  haply  yet  msy  throw 
A  gratefiil  coolness  round  that  rocky  spring, 
Bandusia,  once  responsive  to  the  string 
Of  the  Horatian  lyre  with  babbling  flow ; 
Careless  of  flowers  that  in  perennial  blow 
Round  the  moist  marge  of  Persian  fountains  cling; 
Heedless  of  Alpine  torrents  thundering 
Through  icy  portals  radiant  as  heaven's  bow ; 
I  seek  the  birth-place  of  a  native  Stream.  — 
All  hail,  ye  mountains !  hail,  thou  morning  light ! 
Better  to  breathe  upon  this  aery  height 
Than  pass  in  needless  sleep  from  dream  to  dream : 
Pure  flow  the  verse,  pure,  vigorous,  firee,  and  bright, 
For  Duddon,  long-loved  Duddon,  is  my  theme ! 


n. 

Child  of  the  clouds !  remote  from  every  taint 

Of  sordid  industry  thy  lot  is  cast ; 

Thine  are  the  honours  of  the  lofty  waste ; 

Not  seldom,  when  with  heat  the  valleys  faint, 

Thy  handmaid  Frost  with  spangled  tissue  quaint 

Thy  cradle  decks ;  —  to  chant  thy  birth,  thou  hast 

No  meaner  Poet  than  the  whistling  Blast, 

And  Desolation  is  thy  Patron-saint ! 

She  guards  thee,  ruthless  Power !  who  would  not  spare 

Those  mighty  forests,  once  the  bis(Hi's  screen. 

Where  stalked  the  huge  deer  to  his  shaggy  lair* 

Through  paths  and  alleys  roofbd  with  sombre  green. 

Thousands  of  years  before  the  silent  air 

Was  pierced  by  whizzing  shaft  of  hunter  keen ! 


in. 

How  shall  I  paint  thee  ? — Be  this  naked  stone 
My  seat  while  I  give  way  to  such  intent; 
Pleased  could  my  verse,  a  speaking  monument. 
Make  to  the  eyes  of  men  thy  features  known. 

*The  deer  alluded  to  is  the  Leigh,  a  gigantic  qiecies  long 
sf ace  «ilJiiot 


But  as  of  all  those  tripping  Uunbs  not  one 
Outruns  his  fellows,  so  hath  Nature  lent 
To  thy  beginning  nought  thai  doth  prewnl 
Peculiar  grounds  for  hope  to  build  upon. 
To  dignify  the  spcit  that  gives  thee  birth. 
No  sign  of  hoar  Antiquity's  esteem 
Appears,  and  none  of  modem  Fortune's  eaie ; 
Yet  thou  thyself  hast  round  thee  shed  a  gleam 
Of  brilliant  moss,  instinct  with  freshnees  rare; 
Prompt  ofiering  to  thy  Foster-mother,  Earth! 


IV. 

Take,  cradled  Nursling  of  the  moontun,  take 
This  parting  glance,  no  negligent  adieu ! 
A  Protean  change  seems  wrought  while  I  pome 
The  curves,  a  loosely-scattered  chain  doth  make; 
Or  rather  thou  appear'st  a  glistering  anake, 
Silent,  and  to  the  gazer's  eye  untrue, 
Thridding  with  sinuous  lapse  the  rushes,  thnogh 
Dwarf  willows  gliding,  and  by  ferny  brake. 
Starts  from  a  dizzy  steep  the  undaunted  Rfll 
Robed  instantly  in  garb  of  snow-white  fiiam; 
And  laughing  dares  the  Adventurer,  who  hath  ckal 
So  high,  a  rival  purpose  to  fulfil ; 
Else  let  the  Dastard  backward  wend,  and  nsm, 
Seeking  less  bold  achievement,  where  he  villi 


V. 

Sole  listener,  Duddon !  to  the  breeze  that  jdaysd 
With  thy  clear  voice,  I  caught  the  fitful  soHBd 
Wailed  o'er  sullen  moss  and  craggy  moond. 
Unfruitful  solitudes,  that  seemed  to  upbraid 
Tiie  sun  in  heaven ! — but  now,  to  form  a  shida 
For  Thee,  green  alders  have  together  wound 
Their  foliage ;  ashes  flung  their  arms  around ; 
And  birch-trees  risen  in  silver  colonnade. 
And  thou  hast  also  tempted  here  to  rise, 
'Mid  sheltering  pines,  this  Cottage  rude  and  gny; 
Whose  ruddy  Children,  by  the  mother's  eyes 
Carelessly  watched,  sport  through  the  summer  da) 
Thy  pleased  associates :  —  light  as  endless  Mur 
On  infant  bosoms  lonely  Nature  lies. 


VL 

FLOWERa 

Ere  yet  our  course  was  graced  with  aodal  trees 
It  lacked  not  old  remains  of  hawthorn  boweri^ 
Where  small  birds  warbled  to  their  peremoon 
And,  earlier  still,  was  heard  the  horn  if 
I  saw  them  ply  their  hannleai  lobbeiMi^ 
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fat  the  fragnnee  which  the  randiy  doners, 
le  BtreaiD  with  eotl  perpeliml  showerB, 
(Jjr  yielded  to  the  Tsgrant  bresze. 
»med  the  ttrawboiry  of  the  wildemeM; 
ihling'  pyebrighl  showed  her  sapphire  blue,* 
le  her  purple,  like  tJie  blush  of  even; 
ite  breath  of  some  to  no  careas 
brth  they  peeped  so  &ir  to  view, 
,  alike  eeemed  favourites  of  Heaven. 


VII. 
:  me,  some  God.  into  that  breathing  rose  1" 
■sick  Slriplin?  fancifully  sigha, 
cd  flower  beholding,  as  it  lies 
i'b  breast,  in  exquisite  repose; 
uld  pass  into  her  Bird,  that  throws 
I  of  eong  trotn  out  ita  wiry  cage ; 
id,  —  could  he  for  himself  engngo 
andth  part  of  what  the  Nymph  bestows, 
[  the  little  careless  Innocent 
oaly  receives.     Too  daring  choice! 
J  whose  calmer  mind  it  would  content 
anculled  floweret  of  the  glen, 
)f  ploagh  and  scythe  ;  or  darkling  wren, 
»  on  Dnddon'a  banks  her  slender  voice. 


-  viir. 

pect  bore  the  Man  who  roved  or  fled, 

LIS  tribe,  to  this  dark  dell  —  nho  first 

illucid  Current  slaked  his  thirst  ? 

)es  came  with  him  1  what  designs  were  spread 

I  path !     Ilia  onprolected  bed 

«ms  encompassed  7  Was  the  intruder  nursed 

s  usages,  and  rites  accursed, 

ined  the  living  and  disturbed  the  dead ! 

replies ;  — ■  llie  earlli,  the  air  is  mute ; 

J,  blue  Slreauilel,  murmuring  yieU'st  no  more 

>ft  record  that,  whatever  fruit 

loce  tbou  migbt'st  witness  beretotbre, 

tioo  was  to  heal  and  to  restore, 

:  and  cleanse,  not  madden  and  pollute! 


THE  STEPHN&STONEa 
^gling  Rill  insensibly  is  grown 
x>k  of  loud  and  stalely  march, 
Ter  and  anon  by  plank  and  arch  ; 
Uko  tiae,  lo  I  what  might  seem  a  zone 
c  ornament ;  stone  matched  with  stone 
1  qrmmetry,  with  interspace 
lear  watan  to  pursue  their  nee 


I  Without  restraint  —  Hows 
Succeeding  —  still  succoedli 
Puta,  when  the  high-swoln  1 
His  budding  courage  to  the 
Declining  Manhood  leoms  ti 
And  aure  encroachments  of 
Thinking  how  last  time  runs,  an 


TUE  SAME  BUaiECT. 
Not  bo  that  Pair  whose  youthlui  spirit*  dance 
With  prompt  emotion,  urging  them  to  pass ; 
A  sweet  confusion  checks  the  Shepherd-lass ; 
Blushing  she  eyes  the  dizzy  flood  ask  - 

To  stop  ashamed  —  too  timid  to  advoi.^ 
Slie  ventures  once  again  —  another  pause ! 
His  outstretched  hand  He  tauntingly  wilbdn 
Stic  sues  for  help  with  piteous  utterance! 
Chidden  she  chides  again;  the  thrilling  touch 
Both  feel  when  he  renews  the  wished-for  aid : 
Ah  l  if  their  fluttering  hearts  should  elir  too 
Should  beat  too  strongly,  both  may  be  betray 
The  frolic  Loves,  win,  from  yon  high  rock,  see 
The  struggle,  cl^  their  wings  for  Tictorr ! 


THE  FAERY  CILASM. 

No  fiction  was  it  of  tlie  antique  age : 

A  sky-blue  stone,  within  this  sunless  cleft, 

le  of  the  very  Ibot-marks  unbcreft 

Which  tiny  elves  imprcined ;  — on  that  smooth  sta^ 

Dancing  with  all  their  brilliant  equipage 

In  secret  revels  —  hapiy  after  theft 

Oi  some  sweet  habe,   flower  stolen,  and  coarse  weed 

left 
For  tho  distracted  mother  to  assuage 
Her  grief  with,  as  she  might  t — But,  where,  ab  I  where 
Is  traceable  a  vestige  (rf*  the  notes 
That  ruled  those  dances  wild  in  character! 
—  Deep  undergrouDd  1  —  Or  in  the  upper  air. 
On  the  shrill  wind  of  midnight?  or  where  floats 
O'er  twilight  fielda  the  atiUrninal  g 


HINTS  FOR  THE  FANCT. 

Oh,  loitering  Hoae — The  swift  stream  chid«a  u 
Albeit  his  deep-won)  ebannel  doth  immure 
Objects  imnMiue  portrayed  in  miuiatum- 
Wild  shapes  lor  many  a  straDge  oompanno  i 
Niagani,  Alpine  puwa,  ud  una 
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Abodes  of  Naiadi,  calm  abyaseB  pure, 

Bright  liquid  mansioQB,  fiiBhioaed  to  endure 

When  the  broad  Oak  drops,  a  leafless  skeleton. 

And  the  solidities  of  mortal  pride. 

Palace  and  Tower,  are  crumbled  into  dnst! 

—  The  Bard  who  walks  with  Duddon  for  his  guide, 

Shall  find  such  toys  of  Fancy  thickly  set: 

Turn  from  the  sight,  enamoured  Muse  —  we  roust; 

And,  if  thou  canst,  leave  them  without  regret ! 


xm. 

OPEN   PROSPECT. 

Hail  to  the  fields— -with  Dwellings  sprinkled  o'er. 
And  one  small  hamlet,  under  a  green  hill. 
Clustered  with  bam  and  byre,  and  spouting  mill ! 
A  glance  suffices;  — should  we  wish  for  more, 
Gay  June  would  scorn  us ;  but  when  bleak  winds  roar 
Through  the  stifiT  lance-like  shoots  of  pollard  ash. 
Dread  swell  of  sound !  loud  as  the  gusts  that  lash 
The  matted  forests  of  Ontario's  shore 
By  wastefiil  steel  unsmitten,  then  would  I 
Turn  into  port, — and,  reckless  of  the  gale. 
Reckless  of  angry  Duddon  sweeping  by. 
While  the  warm  hearth  exalts  the  mantling  ale. 
Laugh  with  the  generous  household  heartily. 
At  all  the  merry  pranks  of  Donnerdale ! 


XIV. 

O  MovifTAiif  Stream !  the  Shepherd  and  his  Cot 
Are  privileged  Inmates  of  deep  solitude ; 
Nor  would  the  nicest  Anchorite  exclude 
A  field  or  two  of  brighter  green,  or  plot 
Of  tillage-ground,  that  seemeth  like  a  spot 
Of  stationary  sunshine :  —  thou  hast  viewed 
These  only,  Duddon !  with  their  paths  renewed 
By  fits  and  starts,  yet  this  contents  thee  not 
Thee  hath  some  awfiil  Spirit  impelled  to  leave, 
Utterly  to  desert,  the  haunts  of  men. 
Though  simple  thy  companions  were  and  few ; 
And  through  this  wilderness  a  passage  cleave 
Attended  but  by  thy  own  voice,  save  when 
The  Clouds  ud  Fowls  of  the  air  thy  way  pursue ! 


XV. 

From  this  deep  chasm  —  where  quivering  sunbeams 

play 
Upon  its  loftiest  crags  —  mine  eyes  behold 
A  gloomy  Nichb,  capacious,  blank,  and  cold ; 
A  concave  fi«e  from  shrubs  and  mosses  gray ; 
In  semblance  firesh,  as  it,  with  dire  affray. 
Some  statue,  placed  amid  these  regions  old 
For  tutelary  service,  thence  had  rolled, 
StarUin^  the  aigbt  of  timid  Yesterday ! 


Was  it  by  mortals  seulptnred  1 — weuy  ikvei 
Of  slow  endeavour!  or  abruptly  east 
Into  rude  shape  by  file,  with  rouing  blast 
Tempestuously  let  loose  from  central  caves! 
Or  fitfhioned  by  the  turbulence  of  wavesb 
Then,  when  o'er  highest  hills  the  Ddoge 


I 


XVL 

AMERICAN  TRAIXnON. 

Such  firuitless  questions  may  not  long  beguile 
Or  plague  the  fimcy,  *mid  the  scolptnred  showi 
Conspicuous  yet  where  Oroonoko  flows ; 
There  waold  the  Indian  answer  with  a  smik 

Aimed  at  the  White  Han'i  vnoniMe  the  whiH  j 
Of  the  Great  Waters  telling  hcfw  they  vm,  . 
Covered  the  plains,  and,  wandering  when  thejM 
Mounted  through  every  intricate  defile, 
Triumphant  —  Inundation  wide  and  deem 
0*er  which  his  Fathers  urged,  to  ndge  and  itep 
Else  unapproachable,  their  buoyant  way ; 
And  carved,  on  mural  clifT's  nndreaded  side^ 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  and  beast  of  chase  or  pny;  , 
Whatever  they  sought,  shunned,  loved,  or  deified^  . 


XVIL 

RETURN. 
A  DARK  plume  fetch  me  from  yon  blasted  Yew, 
Perched  on  whose  top  the  Danish  Raven  crotb; 
Aloft,  the  imperial  Bird  of  Rome  invokes 
Departed  ages,  shedding  where  he  flew 
Loose  ft^gments  of  wild  wailing,  that  bestrew 
The  clouds,  and  thrill  the  chambers  of  the  nek%, 
And  into  silence  hush  the  timorous  flock% 
That,  calmly  couching  while  the  nightly  dew 
Moistened  each  fleece,  beneath  the  twinkling  itail 
Slept  amid  that  lone  Camp  on  Hardknot*s  heigfal,t 
Whose  Guardians  bent  the  knee  to  Jove  and  Mib: 
Or,  near  that  mystic  Round  of  Druid  ftame 
Tardily  sinking  by  its  proper  weight 
Deep  into  patient  ESarth,  from  whose  smooth  kmiti 
came! 


xvra. 

SEATHWAITE   CHAPEL. 

Sacred  Religion,  **  mother  of  form  and  fear,** 
Dread  Arbitress  of  mutable  respect. 
New  rites  ordaining  when  the  old  are  wrecked, 
Or  cease  to  please  the  fickle  wor^ipper; 
If  one  strong  wish  may  be  embosomed  here, 

,*  ^M\i>iim\»ldCt  PerMDol  Narmtive.       t  8m  Noli. 
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^1 


Lots!  for  this  lieep  vale,  protect 

1y  lamp,  pare  source  of  bright  effect, 

■urge  the  vapoury  atmosphere 

i  tOBttSe  it;  — ££  in  those  iaya 

I  low  Pile*  a  Gospel  Teacher  knew, 

3d  worka  tbrmed  an  endless  retinue : 

si  u  Chaucer  sang  in  fervent  iaya ; 

le  beavea'tsught  skill  of  Herbert  drew ; 

r  Gcldainith  crowned  with  deathless  praise ! 


TSIBUTARV  STREAM. 
hath  often  trembled  with  delight 
e  presented  some  tiir-dislant  sood, 
ed  trnni  heaven  deacenrling,  like  the 
re  waters,  from  their  aery  height 
wilb  lordly  Doddon  to  unite ; 
a  world  of  itnaffes  iinpreat 
m  depth  of  his  transparent  hrcai^t, 
I  cherish  moat  that  Torrent  white, 
t,  softest,  liveliest  of  them  all ! 
n  hilh  ear  listened  to  a  tune 
ig  than  the  busy  hum  of  Noon, 


that  Vi 


>«iCQl 


I  to  the  thirvty  fields  a  bnon 
fnnb,  till  showers  again  shall  &1L 


THE  PLAIN  OF  DONNERDALE. 
iventive  Poets,  had  they  seen, 
felt,  the  entranceraenl  thst  detains 
a,  Duddon !  'mid  these  flowery  plains, 
spose,  the  liquid  lajrae  serene, 
d  to  bowers  imperishnbly  (;rcen, 
iGed  Elysium  ',  But  these  chnins 
be  broken ;  —  a  rough  course  remains, 
he  past;  where  Thou,  of  placid  mien, 
as  a  firstling  of  the  Sock, 
BDsnccd  like  a  sutl  ceiulean  sky, 
ge  thy  temper;  and,  with  many  a  shock 
received  in  mutual  jeopardy, 
9  a  Baccbanat,  Irom  rock  In  rock. 
T  fisotic  IhyiBUB  wide  and  high  1 


lat  low  voice  1  —  A  whisper  from  the  heart, 
if  days  long  past,  when  here  I  roved 
i»  snd  kindred  tenderly  beloved ; 


■  Soe  Sole,  and  Appendii. 


Some  who  had  early  mandal 
Yei  arc  allowed  to  steal  my 
By  Duddon's  side ;  once  mot 
Once  more  beneath  the  kind 
And  smothered  joys  into  ncv 
From  her  unwortliy  seat,  tht 
Of  Time,  breaks  forth  trium 
Her  glistening  tiesses  haunil 
As  golden  locks  of  birch,  tht 
On  gales  that  breathe  too  ge 
Aught  of  the  fading  yeu'a  ti 


TRADITION. 
A  LoVEuiRN  Maid,  at  some  ftr-diftan 
Came  lo  this  hidden  pool,  whose  depbia  su 
Id  crystal  clearness  Dian's  looking-glass; 
And,  gazing,  mw  thai  Rose,  which  from  the 
Derives  its  name,  reflected  as  the  chime 
Of  echo  doth  reverberate  some  sweet  sound : 
The  starry  treasure  from  the  blue  protbund 
She  longed  to  ravish; — shsll  she  plunge,  or 
The  humid  precipice,  snd  eeiee  the  guest 
Of  April,  smiling  high  in  upper  air? 
Desperate  allemattve !  what  Hend  could  dare 
To  prompt  the  thought!  —  Upon  the  sleep  roc 
The  lonely  Primrose  yet  renews  its  bloom, 
Untouched  memento  of  her  haplees  doom  I 


xxm. 

BUEEP-WASHING. 

Sad  thoughts,  nvaunt !  —  the  fervour  of  the  year. 

Poured  on  the  ficece-encumberod  flock,  invites 

To  laving  currents  for  prelusive  rites 

Duly  performed  before  the  Dalesmen  shear 

Titeir  panting  charge.     The  distant  Mountains  hear. 

Hear  and  repeat,  the  turmoil  that  unites 

Clamour  of  boys  with  innocent  dcspites 

Of  barking  dogB,  and  bleatinj^a  finm  strange  few. 

Meanwhile,  if  Duddon's  spotless  breast  receive 

Unwelcome  mixtures  as  the  uncouth  noise 

Thickens,  the  pastoral  River  will  forgive 

Such  wrong;  nor  need  me  blame  the  licensed  joys, 

Thou<rh  lalee  to  Nature's  quiet  equipoise: 

Frank  are  the  sports,  the  stains  are  fugitive. 


1 


XXIV, 
THE  RESTIKG  PLACE. 


Mtn-RooH  is  past ;  —  upon  the  sultry  mead 
No  zephyr  breathes,  no  cloud  its  shadow  throws: 
If  we  advance  unstrengthened  by  repose. 
Farewell  the  solace  of  the  vagrant  reed! 
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This  Nook,  with  woodbine  hung  and  straggling  weed, 

Tempting  recess  as  ever  pilgrim  chose, 

Half  grot,  half  arbour,  proffers  to  enclose 

Body  and  mind  from  molestation  freed. 

In  narrow  compass — narrow  as  itself: 

Or  if  the  &ncy,  too  industrious  Elf, 

Be  loth  that  we  should  breathe  awhile  exempt 

From  new  incitements  friendly  to  our  task, 

There  wants  qot  stealthy  prospect,  that  may  tempt 

Loose  Idlees  to  forego  her  wily  mask. 


XXV. 

MBTmina  't  were  no  unprecedented  feat. 
Should  some  benignant  Minister  of  air 
Ijifl,  and  encircle  with  a  cloudy  chair, 
The  One  for  whom  my  heart  shall  ever  beat 
With  tenderest  love ;  —  or,  if  a  safer  seat 
Atween  his  downy  wings  be  furnished,  there 
Would  lodge  her,  and  the  cherished  burden  bear 
0*er  hill  and  valley  to  this  dim  retreat ! 
Rough  ways  my  steps  have  trod ; — too  rough  and  long 
For  her  companionship ;  here  dwells  soft  ease : 
With  sweets  which  she  partakes  not  some  distaste 
Mingles,  and  lurking  consciousness  of  wrong ; 
Languish  the  flowers ;  the  waters  seem  to  waste 
Their  vocal  charm ;  their  sparklings  cease  to  please. 


XXVI. 

Return,  Content !  for  fondly  I  pursued, 
Even  when  a  child,  the  Streams  —  unheard,  unseen  ; 
Through  tangled  woods,  impending  rocks  between ; 
Or,  free  as  air,  with  flying  inquest  viewed 
The  sullen  reservoirs  whence  their  bold  brood. 
Pure  as  the  morning,  fretful,  boisterous,  keen, 
Green  as  the  salt-sea  billows,  white  and  green. 
Poured  down  the  hills,  a  choral  multitude ! 
Nor  have  I  tracked  their  course  for  scanty  gains ; 
They  taught  me  random  cares  and  truant  joys. 
That  shield  from  mischief  and  preserve  from  stains 
Vague  minds,  while  men  are  growing  out  of  boys ; 
Maturer  Fancy  owes  to  their  rough  noise 
Impetuous  thoughts  that  brook  not  servile  reins. 


XXVIL 

Fallen,  and  diflbsed  into  a  shapeless  heap, 
Or  qaietly  aelf-hmied  in  earth's  mould, 
b  tha,  omhtLtded  Uoaae^  whose  masBy  Keep 


Flung  from  yon  cliff  a  shadow  laige  tod  eold.— 
There  dwelt  the  gay,  the  bountifii],  Che  bold. 
Till  nightly  lamentations^  like  the  sweep 
Of  winds — though  winds  wer^  eilentt  atmek  td 
And  lasting  terror  through  that  aneiedt  Hold. 
Its  line  of  Warriors  fled ;  —  they  shmiik  wbn  til 
By  ghostly  power :  —  but  Time*e  oneperhif  fan! 
Hath  plucked  such  foes,  like  weeds^  from  out  the] 
And  now,  if  men  with  men  in  peace'afaide. 
All  other  strength  the  weakest  may  witheluid. 
All  worse  assaults  may  safely  be  defied. 


XX  vm. 

JOURNEY  RENEWED. 

I  ROSE  while  yet  the  cattle,  heat-opprest, 
Crowded  together  under  rustling  trees, 
Brushed  by  the  current  of  the  water-breeae; 
And  for  thtir  sakes,  and  love  of  all  that  les^ 
On  Duddon*s  margin,  in  the  sheltering  nest; 
For  all  the  startled  scaly  tribes  that  slink 
Into  his  coverts,  and  each  fearless  link 
Of  dancing  insects  forged  upon  his  breast; 
For  these,  and  hopes  and  recollcctioDS  wun 
Close  to  the  vital  seat  of  human  clay ; 
Glad  meetings — tender  partings — that  npitay 
The  drooping  mind  of  absence,  by  vows  sworn 
In  his  pure  presence  near  the  trysting  thorn; 
I  thanked  the  Leader  of  my  onward  way. 


XXIX. 

No  record  tells  of  lance  opposed  to  lance, 
Horse  charging  horse,  *mid  these  retired  domtof; 
Tells  that  their  turf  drank  purple  from  the  TeiM 
Of  heroes  fallen,  or  struggling  to  advance, 
Till  doubtful  combat  issued  in  a  trance 
,  Of  victory,  that  struck  through  heart  and  rehv. 
Even  to  the  inmost  seat  of  mortal  pains. 
And  lightened  o*er  the  pallid  countenance. 
Yet,  to  the  loyal  and  the  brave,  who  lie 
In  the  blank  earth,  neglected  and  forlorn. 
The  passing  Winds  memorial  tribute  pay ; 
The  Torrents  chant  their  praise,  inspiring  scorn 
Of  power  usurped  with  proclamation  high. 
And  glad  acknowledgment  of  lawful  sway. 


Who  swerves  from  innocence,  who  makes  dinscs 
Of  that  serene  companion — a  good  name, 
V'Bueco^et^TffiXVfla^Vsia*^  hot  walln  with  shanMk 
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bt,  with  fear,  nail  haply  with  remuise: 

tned  he,  who,  yielding  to  the  force 

e-lfimptation,  ere  hia  jouroEj  end, 

fen  comrade  lame,  or  faahful  friend, 

wll  rae  [he  broken  inlercuurae. 

itb  Buch  as  Inoeeiy  wear  the  chain 

la  them,  pleaauit  River  <  lo  thy  aide :  — 

the  rough  copae  wheel  Thou  with  host;  stride, 

en  the  separation  hoB  been  tried, 
who  part  in  love,  ahall  meet  apain. 


XXX!. 

K  of  Ultha  to  the  Pilgrim's  eve 

ne  as  a  Star,  that  doth  present 

g  forehead  through  the  peaceful  rent 

^k  cloud  diffuEed  o'er  half  the  sky  : 

raiiful  palm-tree  towering  high 

parched  waste  beside  an  Arab's  tent; 

idian  tree  whcee  branches,  downward  bent, 

t  again,  a  boundless  canopy. 

*t  were  leisure !  could  it  yipid  no  more 

d  that  wave-washed  Church-yan!  to  recline, 

iton]  graves  extracting  thoughts  divine; 

to  pace,  and  mark  the  suinmits  hoar 

it  moon-lit  mountains  (aiiitly  shine, 

b;  the  onaeen  River's  gentle  roar. 


XXXIL 
ed  preeipitotte  from  steep  to  steep; 
^  no  more  'mid  flower-en  a  me  llcti  lands 
nine  thickets;  nor  by  rocky  bands 
but  in  radiant  progress  tow'rd  tlie  Deep 
lightieat  rivers  into  powerlesa  fleep 
I  forget  their  nature;  —  now  expands 
Daddon,  over  smooth  flat  sands 
B  silence  with  unfettered  sweep ! 
in  ampler  aky  a  region  wide 
I  niiuid  him : — hamlets,  towers,  and  towns 
-topped  hills,  behold  him  from  afar; 
'  mien  to  sovereign  Thames  allied, 
g  his  bosom  under  Kentish  Downs, 
ramerce  freighted,  or  triumphant  War. 


xxxin. 

CONCLUSION. 

no  cannon  thunders  to  the  gale ; 

wave  no  haughty  pendants  cast 
D  splendour;  lowly  is  the  mast 
s  here,  and  humbly  spread  the  sail ; 
!SB  diaturbed  than  in  the  narrow  Vale 
which  with  strange  vicissitudeB  he  passed. 


The  Wanderer  seeks  that  red 
Where  all  his  unambitious  tun 
And  moy  thy  Poet,  clond-bom 
The  sweets  of  eartli  contents^ 
And  each  tumultuous  working 
At  seemly  distance,  to  advanci 
PreparoJ,  in  peace  of  heart,  in 
And  soul,  to  mingle  with  Eter 


AFTER-THOUGHT, 
of  Thee,  my  partner  and  my  guide. 

As  being  post  away.  —  Vain  sympathies '. 

For,  backward,  Duddon !  as  I  cast  my  eyets 

I  see  what  was,  and  is,  and  will  abide; 

Still  glides  the  Stream,  and  shall  not  cease  to  glide; 

The  Form  remains,  the  Function  never  dies ; 

While  we,  the  brave,  the  mighty,  and  the  wise. 

We  Men,  who  in  our  morn  of  youth  defied 

The  elements,  must  vanish ;  —  be  it  so ! 

Enough,  if  something  from  our  hands  have  power 

To  live,  and  act,  and  serve  the  future  hour; 

And  if,  as  tow'rd  the  silent  tomb  we  go, 

Tliro-ugh  love,  through  hope,  and  feith'a  transcendent 

dower, 
We  feel  that  we  are  greater  than  we  know.* 


POSTSCRIPT. 

A  PoBT,  whose  works  are  not  yet  known  as  they  de- 
serve to  be,  thus  enters  upon  his  description  of  the 
"  Ruins  of  Rome ;" 

■■  The  riling  Sun 

Towering  aloft ;" 
and  ends  tlius  — 

"  The  Htiing  Sun  duplajn 
His  visiblfl  grrat  round,  beLween  yon  lowen, 
At  through  two  sliady  chfls." 
Mr.  Crowe,  in  his  excellent  loco-descriptive  Poem, 
"  Lewesdon  Hill,"  is  still  more  expeditious,  finishing 
the  whole  on  a  May-morning,  before  breakfast 
"To-morrow  for  BBTerBrlbooght,  bui  now 
T(i  brenkfail.  and  keep  r»tivBl  nvdny." 
No  one  believes,  or  is  desired  to  believe,  thai  these 
Poems  were  actually  composed  within  euch  limits  of 
lime  ;  nor  was  there  any  reasMi  why  a  proee  statement 
should  acquaint  the  Reader  with  the  plain  fact,  lo  the 
disturbance  of  poetic  credibility.     But,  in  the  present 
case,  I  am  compelled  to  mention,  that  the  above  series 
of  Sonnets  was  the  growth  of  many  years ;  —  the  one 
which  Wands  the  14th  was  the  first  produced ;  and 

•■■And  feel  thnl  I  am  hap[Berlhan  I  know."— Milton. 
The  ailuum  to  the  Greek  PmI  will  be  obcious  U  Ihe  cliSii- 
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hia  own  more  eomprebeiMi**  im 
to  fiilfil  it? There  i«  *  >yii^ 

u  of   the   scenei    upon   its   banka 

lo  describe  tbem.    In  this  dmuqm  I 

"one  calleth  lo  anoUwr ;"  aod,  I  * 

aeiuibl;,  without  percetrJD^  that  I 

that-The  Biooh"  wUl,  ne  kng, 

pon  ground  pre-occupiod,  at  leut  u 

with  "The  Doddoo."     But,  ul 

rant,  br  Hr.  Coleridge ;  who,  more 

ftncy,  I  oaed  not  scrapie  to  m 

ago.  oaed  lo  speak  of  writbg  a  mra] 

must  indeed  be  ill-bted  which  i 

led  '■  The  Brook,"  of  wbich  he  has 

pleuant  walki  of  nature,  without  i 

3  a  recent  publicstion.    But  a  par- 

inspiration.    The  power  of  water 

DDot,  I  think,  much  interfere  with  a 

1  have  been  fbrther  kept  from  en- 

—through  the  "Flumina  uoem 

7  right  Mr.  C.  may  still  wish  to  ex- 

of  Virgil,  down  to  the  aablime 

riction  which  the  frame  of  the  Son- 

great  rivera  of  the  earth,  hy  / 

simple  ejaculaUon  of  Barns,  (ch> 

rccluding,  though  not  without  its  ad- 

rijrht,  by  Mr.  Coleridge,  u  a  m 

races  to  which  a  freer  roovenient  of 

•'  Brook,"') 

■ally  have  led. 

lire,  then,  to  hope,  that,  instead  of 

"The  MuB  nae  Ptoel  •far  &i 
T>U  W  UnucV  he  l«inwd  M 

e,  by  anticipation  of  any  part  of  tlie  [                   Adow  nmo  nwiinj  bmn-i 

nets  may  remind  Mr.  Coleridge  of  1                 And  k»-  Tm«r  jmo.- 

rARROW  REVISITED,   AND  OTHER   POEW 

SED  (TWO  EXCEPTED)  DURING  A  TOUR  IN  SCOTLAND^ 

TUB  ENGLISH  BORDER,  IN  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1881. 

Once  more,  by  Newark's  Ci 

EL  ROGERS,  ESQ. 

Long  left  without  a  Wan 
I  stood,  looked,  listened,  aiu 

riMONY  OF  FRIENDSHIP. 

Great  Minstrel  of  the  Boi 

nr-XT  or  iNrei-LSCTUAL  oilioationk. 

Grave  thoughts  ruled  wide  oi 

rBESE    POEMS 

Their  dignity  installing 

ECTIOSAT«Lr    IK9CH1DED 

In  gentle  boaoms,  while  sen 

1¥ 

Were  on  tlie  bough,  or  fii 

WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

But  breezes  played,  and  (ninal 

11.1834. 

The  forest  to  embolden  j 
Reddened  the  fiery  buee,  an 

0\V    REVISITED. 

For  husy  tbonghU  the  Strea 



In  foamy  agitation; 

lima  B«  0  iDBBm™!  of  a  day  poMd  wilh 

i  oLhoi  Fri«id«  viaiiing  ihe  BonJu  of  the 

And  slept  in  many  a  cryata; 

N»p!r.. 

No  public  and  no  private  ca 

ttviMkii  Will  inod  in  no  need  of  uptana- 

The  freebom  mind  enUua 

oBinird  with  ihe  Auloot'i  preTioui  poem* 

We  made  a  day  of  happy  h 

.b«u«lrir<>am    See  pp.  902 and  m] 

Our  happy  days  recalling. 

Youth,  who  may  have  gained. 

Brisk  Youth  appeared,  Ihe  1 

a  "Winsome  Marrow," 

Wilh  fieska  of  graceful  £ 

Infant  in  the  lap 

Life's  temperate  Noon,  bar  i 

I  looked  on  Yarrow; 

V  <z\ 

.^^>^ 

THE  IMAGINATION. 


mt,  fiituie,  ill  eppeored 

mi;  uniied, 

ts  that  mee^  and  some  from  far, 

M  }an  iA?ited. 

YaiTOW,  thiTWgh  the  woods 
•n  Ibe  meadow  nngin^, 
■■  with  unaltered  hcc, 

ve  were  cbuiged  and  ehnngingi 
Dou  nataral  shadows  spread 
mrd  prospect  oper. 
I  de^p  VBilejr  was  not  alow 


enin^  oa  the  Mute, 
r  divine  emptofment  ! 
rlen  MuBe,  who  trains  her  Sons 
e  and  calm  enjoyment ; 
Imen  lio?erin^  ;et 
r  their  piliow  brooded 
wajrlajr  their  titepe — a  spitte 
ily  eluded. 

O  Scott  !  compelled  to  chan^ 
Silikin-bill  and  Cheviot 

VeTOTio'e  vine-clad  slopes ; 
TC  thy  Tweed  and  Teviot 
Sorento'a  breezy  wnrea ; 
isiic  Fancy,  linki(i(f 
ve  ^ncy  her  fresh  aid, 
J  thy  heart  from  >iirkin(; '. 

they  minister  to  ihee, 
'ing  with  the  other, 
th  return  to  mellow  Age, 
trench,  her  venlurmis  hrothcr; 
:,  and  each  brook  and  rill 

na^ned  beauty  shine, 
e  one  ray  of  glory  '. 

.  upon  B  hundred  streams, 
]  of  Jove  and  eorrow, 
I  love,  undaunted  trutli, 
ed  the  power  of  V'arrow ; 
ms  nnknown,  bills  yel  unseen, 
Ef  thy  path  invite  thee, 
Nature's  pralefiil  cull, 
ladneas  muFt  requite  Thee. 

B  welcome  shall  be  thine, 
<ikM  of  love  and  hononr 
vn  YarroiB  guve  to  me 
Snt  t  ^zed  upon  her : 
liat  1  had  feared  to  see, 
ng  to  Kurrender 
reasured  up  from  early  dayg, 
]y  and  the  tender. 


And  what,  for  this  trail  wi 

That  mortals  do  or  snfle 
Did  no  responsive  harp,  D( 

Memorial  tribute  oOer! 
Yea,  what  were  mighty  Na 

Her  features,  could  they 
Unhelped  by  the  poetic  voi 

That  hourly  speaks  withi 

Nor  deem  that  localized  R<Knance 

Plays  false  with  our  alTections ; 
IFnniictifioe  our  tears —  made  sport 

For  fancifiil  dejections: 
Ah,  no  1  the  visions  oT  the  past 

Sustain  tlie  heart  in  feeling 
Life  aa  she  is  —  our  changeful  Life, 

With  friends  and  kindred  dealing. 

Bear  witness.  Ye,  whose  thouglila  that  day 

In  Yarrow's  grovea  were  center'd ; 
Who  through  the  silent  portal  aich 

Of  mouldering  Newark  entered, 
And  clomb  the  winding  stair  that  once 

Too  timidly  was  mounted 
By  the  "last  Minstrel,"  (not  the  last) 

Ere  he  his  Tale  recounted 


Flow  on  for  ever.  Yarrow  Stitvm ! 

Fulfil  thy  pensive  duty. 
Well  pleased  that  fulure  Bards  should  chant 

For  simple  hearts  thy  beauty. 
To  dream-light  dear  while  yet  unseen, 

Dear  to  the  common  sunshine, 
And  dearer  still,  as  now  I  feel. 

To  memory's  shadowy  moonahine! 


A  TROUBLB,  not  of  ciouds,  or  weeping  rain, 

Nor  of  the  setting  sun's  pathetic  light 

Engendered,  hangs  o'er  Eildon's  triple  height ; 

Spirits  of  Power,  assembled  there,  complain 

For  kindred  Power  departing  from  their  sight; 

While  Tweed,  best  pleased  in  chanting  a  blithe  stram. 

Saddens  his  voice  again,  and  yet  s^in. 

Lift  up  your  hearts,  ye  mourners!  for  the  might 

Of  the  whole  world's  good  wishes  with  him  goes; 

Blessings  and  prayers  in  nobler  retinue 

Than  sceptred  King  or  laurelled  Corijueror  knowi^ 

Follow  this  wondrous  Potentate.     Be  true, 

Ye  winds  of  ocean,  and  the  midland  sea, 

Wafting  your  Charge  to  sotl  Parthcnope ! 


802 
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n. 

A  PLACE  OF  BURIAL  IN  THE  SOUTH  OF  SOOTLANDi 

Part  fenced  hj  inao«  part  hj  a  ra^^ged  steep 
That  curbs  a  fbaming  brook,  a  Grave-yard  lies; 
The  Hare's  best  couchin£^-place  for  fearless  sleep 
Which  moonlit  Elves,  fiir  seen  by  credulous  eyes, 
Enter  in  dance.    Of  Church,  or  Sabbath  ties^ 
No  vestige  now  remains ;  yet  thither  creep 
Bereft  Ones,  and  in  lowly  angubh  weep 
Their  prayers  out  to  the  wind  and  naked  skies. 
Proud  tomb  is  none ;  but  rudely-sculptured  knights, 
By  humble  choice  of  plain  old  times,  are  seen 
Level  with  earth,  among  the  hillocks  green : 
Unbn  not  sad,  when  sonny  daybreak  smites 
The  spangled  turf,  and  neighbouring  thickets  ring 
With  jubiiate  from  the  choirs  of  spring ! 


IIL 

ON  THE  SIGHT  OF  A  MANSE  IN  THE  SOUTH  OF 

SCOTLANa 

Sat,  ye  far-travelled  clouds,  far-seeing  hills. 

Among  the  happiest-looking  Homes  of  men 

Scattered  all  Britain  over,  through  deep  glen. 

On  airy  upland,  and  by  forest  rills. 

And  o*er  wide  plains  whereon  the  sky  distils 

Her  lark's  loved  warblings;  does  aught  meet  your  ken 

More  fit  to  animate  the  Poet's  pen. 

Aught  that  more  surely  by  its  aspect  fills 

Pure  minds  with  sinless  envy,  than  the  Abode 

Of  the  good  Priest ;  who,  &ithful  through  all  hours 

To  his  high  charge,  and  truly  serving  God, 

Has  yet  a  heart  and  hand  for  trees  and  flowers. 

Enjoys  the  walks  his  Predecessors  trod. 

Nor  covets  lineal  rights  in  lands  and  towers. 


IV. 
COMPOSED  IN  ROSLIN  CHAPEU  DURING  A  eTTORM. 

The  wind  is  now  thy  organist ;  —  a  clank 
(We  know  not  whence)  ministers  for  a  bell 
To  mark  some  change  of  service.     As  the  swell 
Of  music  reached  its  height,  and  even  when  sank 
The  notes,  in  prelude,  Rosuii !  to  a  blank 
Of  silence,  how  it  thrilled  thy  sumptuous  roof, 
Pillars,  and  arches,  —  not  in  vain  time-proof. 
Though  Christian  rites  be  wanting !    From  what  bank 
Came  those  live  herbs?  by  what  hand  were  they  sown 
Where  dew  falls  not,  where  rain-drops  seem  unknown  ? 
Yet  in  the  Temple  they  a  friendly  niche 
Share  with  their  sculptured  fellows,  that,  green-grown, 
(>>py  their  beauty  more  and  more,  and  preach, 
Tbouffb  mute,  of  ail  t|iing8  blending  into  one. 


V. 

THE  TR0SACH8. 

There  'a  not  a  nook  within  this  soleam  Py% 
But  were  an  apt  confessjonai  for  One 
Taught  by  his  summer  spent,  his  aotoom  fOM^ 
That  Life  is  but  a  tale  of  morning  gnm, 
Withered  at  eve.    From  scenes  of  art  tint  ckH| 
That  thought  away,  turn,  and  with  waldlBlflfi 
Feed  it  'mid  Nature's  old  felicities, 
Rocks,  rivers,  and  smooth  lakes  more  cksr  tfai 
Untouched,  unbreathed  upoD.    Thrio»4iBpfy  Qi 
If  from  a  golden  perch  of  aapen  spiay 
(October's  workmanship  to  rival  May) 
The  pensive  warbler  of  the  ruddy  breast 
This  moral  sweeten  by  a  heaven4aogfat  ky. 
Lulling  the  year,  with  all  its  cares^  to 


VL 
CHANGES. 

The  Pibroch's  note,  discountenanced  or  mole; 
The  Roman  kilt,  degraded  to  a  toy 
Of  quaint  apparel  for  a  hal^spoilt  boy ; 
The  target  mouldering  like  ungathered  Ml; 
The  smoking  steam-boat  eager  in  pomit, 
As  eagerly  pursued ;  the  umbrella  spread 
To  weather-fend  the  Celtic  herdsman*slieid— 
All  speak  of  manners  withering  to  the  no^ 
And  some  old  honours,  too,  and  paaskne  high: 
Then  may  we  ask,  though  pleased  that  ttrnflti 

range 
Among  the  conquests  of  civility. 
Survives  imagination  —  to  the  change 
Superior  ?    Help  to  virtue  does  it  givet 
If  not,  O  Mortals,  better  cease  to  li?e ! 


vn. 

COMPOSED  IN  THE  GLEN  OF  LXH  ElV 


This  Land  of  Rainbows,  spanning  glens 
Rock-built,  are  hung  with  rainbow-coloared 
Of  far-stretched  Meres,  whose  salt  flood 
Of  tuneful  caves  and  playful  water&lls, 
Of  mountains  varying  momently  their 
Proud  be  this  Land !  whose  poorest  Hots  are  I 
Where  Fancy  entertains  becoming  goeiCs; 
While  native  song  the  heroic  Psst  reoalki 
Thus,  in  the  net  of  her  own  wishes  caogfat. 
The  Muse  exclaimed ;  but  Story  now  mart  hi 
Her  trophies,  Fancy  crouch ; — the  cooiae  gf  | 
Has  been  diverted,  other  lessons  taoglit. 
That  make  the  Patriot-spirit  bow  her  head 
Where  the  all-conquering  Roman  feared  to  tn 
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iED  AFTER  READING  A  NEWSPAPER  OF 

THE  DAY. 
!  your  diaina  are  eo?erinf  link  by  link; 
1  Ihe  Eich  lie  levelleil  down  — the  Poor 
n  half  way."  Vain  boast !  for  These,  the  more 
«  would  riiw,  mjet  li>w  and  lower  sink 
epentancc  sLunf,  ihoy  fear  to  Uiink; 
I  lie  proBtralB,  save  the  tyrant  few 
aick  tunis  each  other  to  undo, 
the  poiBon,  they  themBelves  must  rlrint. 
IfayBclC,  vain  Country '.  cease  to  cry. 
Age  will  save  me  from  Ihe  threatened  woe." 
ma  other  radi  onea  more  thou  know, 
r^umptuona  wing  as  far  would  Sy 
J  knowledge  aff  they  dared  lo  go, 
I  [wovoke  a  heavier  penally. 

IX. 
EAGLES. 
SED  AT  DIIHOLLIE  CASTLE  IS  THE  BAY 

OF  OBAN. 
USED  Rock  and  Ruin '.  tliat,  by  law 
^  keep  the  Bird  of  Jove  embarred 
me  crimiiu!  whose  ijD:  is  spared. 
lie,  Bad  acreama  loud.     The  last  I  bbw 
the  wing;  alooping,  he  alruck  with  awe 
i,  and  beaat;  then,  with  a  Consort  paired, 
»U  headland,  their  lored  eiry'a  guard, 
[h  above  Atlantic  waves,  to  draw 
an  the  fountain  of  the  selting  sun. 
t  this  Prisoner  once;  and,  when  his  plumea 
■blast  rufflee  as  the  storm  comes  on, 
,  for  a  moment,  he  resumes 
[  'mong  freebom  creatures  that  live  free, 
er,  his  beauty,  and  hia  majesty. 


IN  THE  HJUND  OF  MtlLU 
KO,  be  Ihou  mute!  Oblivion,  throw 
il,  in  mercy,  o'er  the  records  hung 
■trath  and  mountain,  stamped  by  the  ancient 

[  tod  ruin  darkening  aa  we  pi,  — 

■here  a  word,  ghost-like,  survives  to  ahow 

rimes  from  hate,  or  desperate  love,  have  sprung ; 

oooDi  misconceived,  or  fancied  wrong, 

eoda,  not  qneoched  but  fed  by  mutual  woe : 

jugh  B  wild  vindictive  Race,  untamed 

1  arts  and  labours  of  the  pen, 

vnlieness  be  scorned  by  these  fierce  Men, 

1  spread  wide  the  reverence  that  tliey  cUimed 

riarchsl  occupations,  named 

irerin^  Peaks,  "  Shepherds  of  Etive  Glen!"» 


AT   TYNDI 

Enouoh  of  gailande,  of  the  Ar 

And  all  that  Greece  and  Italy 

Of  Swains  reposing  myrtle  gn 

Outs  couched  on  naked  rock% 

Swoln  with  chill  rains,  nor  e»i 

This  way  or  that,  or  give  it  e» 

More  thun  liy  smootliest  pathw_j  — ^ 

Into  a  vacant  mind.     Can  writtt 

Teach  what  (Aey  learn  T     Up,  ™„unt 

And  guide  the  Bard,  ambitious  u,  u         e 

Of  Nature's  privy  council,  aa  thou  mi. 

On  cloud^sequestered  heights,  that  see  and  hear 

To  what  dread  Power  He  delegates  bia  part 

On  earth,  who  works  b  the  heaven  of  heavens 


■  In  Cnrlic.  BiiaeioiU  Eilt 


THE  EARL  OF  BRGADALBANC'S  HUIKED  MANSION 
AND  FAMILY  BURIAUPLACE.  NEAR  KILUN. 

Weli  snng  the  Bard  who  called  the  Grave,  in  strains 
Tlionglitful  and  mi,  the  "  Narrow  House." 
Of  fond  sepulchral  flattery  can  beguile 
Grief  of  her  ating [nor  cheat,  where  he  del 
The  sleeping  duet,  stem  Death :  how  ncaauuB 
With  truth,  or  with  each  other,  decked  Reimuiii 
Of  8  once  warm  Abode,  and  thai  neio  Pile, 
For  the  departed,  built  with  curious  pains 
Ami  mauBolean  pomp!     Yet  here  they  stand 
Toeether,  —  'mid  trim  walks  and  artful  bowers. 
To  be  looked  down  upon  by  ancient  hills. 
That,  for  the  living  and  the  dead,  demand 
And  prompt  a  harmony  of  genume  powers; 
ConconJ  thai  elevates  the  mind,  and  atilla. 


DocBU.fu  and  doubling  with  laborious  walk. 

Who,  that  has  gained  at  length  the  wished-for  Hiight, 

Thia  brief  lliis  simple  way-side  call  can  slight. 

And  rests  not  tliankful!     Whether  cheered  by  talk 

With  Bome  loved  Friend,  or  by  Ihe  unseen  Hawk 

Whistling  to  clouds  and  sky-bom  streams,  that  shine 

At  the  sun's  outbreak,  as  with  tight  divine. 

Ere  Uicy  descend  to  nourish  root  and  stalk 

Of  valley  flowers.     Nor,  while  Ihe  limbs  repose. 

Will  we  forget  that,  aa  the  Fowl  can  keep 

Absolute  Btillneas,  poised  aloft  in  air. 

And  FiEihea  front,  unmoved,  the  torrent's  sweep, — 

So  may  tlie  Soul,  liirough  powers  that  Faith  bestows. 

Win  rest,  and  ease,  and  peace,  with  bliss  thai  Angels 
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■  hland  hut. 
feowen  deck  this  earth-built  Cot, 
Bissning  whence  and  bow  it  naij, 
g  of  the  Sun's  first  ray 
without  stain  or  blot, 
rill  avoids  it  not ; 
I !     If  rightly  trained  and  bred, 
-  finds  no  spot 
Bguided  feet  rcfase  to  tread. 
|pd,  Eunk  is  the  flowery  roof, 
fH-j  leading  to  the  door ; 
I  lovcB,  the  lonely  Poor ; 

le  gentle  heart  wrong-proof, 
'ere  its  trials  fewer, 
I  no  more  aloof!* 


m  the  hmd  of  Looh  Lomond, 
nt  building,  which  wai  fbr  Kveial 
■tary  Individual,  nno  of  Ihe  iBitgun-iion 
mifa]  in  Ihnl  neighbaiirhood. 

■  oppnoie  ihii  iflnnd  in  Ihe  year  1814,  ihe 
jinicularSi  nnd  Ibnl  Ihii  pcnon  then  living 

if-TTi*  DrotmiV."    [St-o 

■  p.  EOT.  to  which  Ihc  (btluHing  Sonnol  it 


Ask  the  newt  and  toad ; 
Jen,  and  they  will  tell 
|cDld  OS  an  icicle, 
it  Ibttom  abode; 
Id,  and  by  the  gathering  flood 
fiimd,  hiid  dwelt,  prepared  to  try 
^IrenniUes,  and  die 

e  the  omnipresent  God. 
an  awfiil  choice  — 
!ie  aspect  of  a  doom ; 
I  mercy  all  is  cast 
I'ith  the  eternal  Voice ; 
[^per  to  the  last 
e  trust,  all  firightful  gloom. 


XVI. 
VENUS.  AN  EVENING  STAR 
ftn^t  AT  IJDCH  I.0.1I0\D. 

■thee  orient  at  the  birth 

■hs  lofty  spirit  most 

^  when  Day-light,  fled  from  earth, 

wNoK. 


In  the  gray  sky  hath  left  bis  liogeri 
Peiplaxed  u  if  between  a  iplenilaoi 
And  splendour  slowly  mnateniig.  I 
The  absolute,  the  worM^baorfaing  ( 
Relioquiahed  half  hia  empire  to  the 
EknbaUlened  by  thy  gnidaitca,  holy  I 
Holy  aa  princely,  who  that  looks  cm 
Touching,  as  now,  in  thy  hmnili^ 
The  mountain  botdpn  of  this  seat  < 
Can  question  that  thy  couDtenance 
Celestial  Power,  as  much  with  Ion 


XVIt 

BOTIIWELL  CAS' 

Imvi-red  in  Bothwell's  Toweim  at 
(So  beautiful  is  Clyde)  fbrgot  to  m 
The  liberty  they  toel  at  Bannockhoi 
Once  on  those  sleeps  /  roamed  at  I 
'  In  mind  the  luidsrape,  aa  if  atill  in 
,  The  river  glides,  Ihe  woods  before 
But,  by  occasion  tempted,  now  I  c: 
.  Needless  renewal  of  an  old  delig^ 
I  Better  to  thank  a  dear  and  loi^-pi 
!  For  joy  its  sunny  houra  were  free 
I  Than  bkme  the  present,  that  ow  n 
,  Memory,  like  Sleep,  hath  powera  n 
I  Dreams,  vivid  dreams,  that  are  not 
I  How  little  that  she  cherishea  la  k 


PICTURE  OF  DANIEL  IN  THE  I 
HAMILTON  PALA( 

Amid  b  fertile  region  green  with  t 
And  fresh  with  rivers,  well  doth  it  I 
The  Ducal  Owner,  in  his  Palace-I 
To  naturalize  this  tawny  Lion  bro 
Children  of  Art,  that  claim  strangi 
Couched  in  their  Den,  with  tboM  tl 
Over  the  burning  wilderness,  and  c. 
The  wind  with  terror  while  they  ra 
theie  are  satiate,  and  a  stillni 
Calls  into  life  a  more  eodurmg  fei 
Yet  is  the  Prophet  calm,  nor  wou 
Daunt  him  —  if  hia  Companions,  a 
Yawning  and  listless,  were  by  hung 
Man  placed  him  here,  and  God,  be  . 

•See  Note. 


XIX. 
THE  AVON  (a/«rfn-o/rt«AiiT™.) 
Avon — a  precious,  an  immortal  niune! 
Yet  is  it  one  that  other  Rivulet!'  hear 
Like  this  uuheard-of,  and  their  chann<;ls  wear 
X^ke  this  contented,  though  unknown  to  Fume : 
Fiw  great  and  eacrcd  b  the  modest  claim 
Of  stieama  to  Nature's  lore,  where'er  they  flow; 
And  ne'er  did  genius  slight  Ihcm,  us  lliej  go, 
Trte,  flower,  and  p^en  herb,  feeding  without  blami 
But  Praife  can  waste  her  voice  on  work  of  tears, 
An^iib,  and  death ;  fuU  oft  where  innocent  blood 
(l-«s  mixed  its  current  with  the  lioipid  flood, 
tim  heaven-offending  trophies  Glory  rcarB ; 
^»<tM  for  like  distinction  may  the  good 
Shrink  from  thy  name,  pure  Rill,  with  unploased  eaj 


Tms  (areal  huge  of  ancient  Caledcoi 

Is  but  a  name,  nor  more  is  Inglewnod,      . 

Th«t  swept  &oin  hill  to  hill,  tVom  flood  to  flood : 

On  her  last  thorn  the  nightJy  Moon  has  ^bone ; 

\'el  Btitl,  though  unappropriale  Wild  ba  none, 

Fair  parki  spread  wide  where  Adam  Bell  might  dei^ 

With  Cljm  o'  the  Clough,  were  they  alive  again. 

To  kill  Ibr  merry  feast  their  venison. 

Nor  wants  the  holy  Abbot's  gliding  Shade 

Hi^  Church  with  monumental  wreck  bc^trown ; 

The  feodal  Warrior.ehief;  a  Ghopl  unlaid, 

Rtlh  itil]  bis  Cutle,  though  a  Skeleton, 

That  be  vmj  walcb  by  night,  and  leaaoni  con 

Of  Power  tb»t  periahea,  and  Rights  that'hde. 


XXI. 
BAirrSflORN  TREE,  NEAS  PENRITH. 
Bm  stood  an  Oak,  that  long  bad  borne  affixed 
To  hii  boge  tronk,  or,  with  more  mibtle  art, 
Among  ila  whbaring  topmost  branches  mixed. 
The  palmy  antlen  of  a  bunted  Hart, 
Wbocn  tbe  dog  Hercnie*  pnraned  —  his  port 
Eadi  deapemlely  •uftaininig',  till  at  last 
Both  Hnk  and  died,  the  life-veina  of  the  chased 
Aod  dMMer  bnnting  bare  with  one  dire  smart 
HutiMl  dta  TictOTy,  mntual  tbe  Defeat ! 
Higb  waa  tbe  ttopby  bnng  with  pitileaa  pride; 
Say,  nthei,  with  that  generous  sympathy 
"nmt  wanta  not,  even  in  rodest  breasts,  a  seat ; 
And,  fa  Ikii  feding'a  aake,  let  no  one  cbide 
Vam  tbnt  wcold  fnard  thy  memory,  Hart't-tumi 


On  ihn  road -side  hcnteen 
B  pillu  with  the  GiUowing  Iim'ci| 

-Thn  pillar  wu  ereclnl.  in  Ihc  ] 
DoHiigerof  Pembnike,  &r.  Ibr  a  Risma 
wilti  hft  [ioa*  mother,  Margorel  Caunu»  uv 
beriuid,  on  Ihe  Cd  uf  April.  IGlfi;  in  Ini 
led  an  nnntiity  qf  «.  lo  lie  diimbuied  li 
of  BniDghnni,  evpry  Cd  day  of  April  6a  .r.u. 
lahle  plnceit  hnrl  by.    Lam  Dm '" 

^V'HIL■  the  Poor  gather  round,  till  the  eai  of  tii 
May  this  bright  flower  of  Charity  display 
Its  blooni.  unfolding  at  the  appointed  day ; 
Flower  than  tiie  lovelleat  of  the  vernal  prime 
Lovelier  —  trnneplauted  from  heaven's  purest  ctiiw 
"  Charity  never  ftilelh ;"  on  that  creed. 
More  than  on  written  testament  or  deed, 
The  pious  Lady  built  with  hope  sublime. 
Alma  on  this  stone  to  t*e  dealt  Du1,/or  ever! 
"Laux  Deo .'"     Many  a  Stranger  passing  by 
Has  with  that  parting  mixed  a  filial  sigh. 
Blest  its  humane  Memorial's  fond  endeavour; 
And,  liifltening  on  those  lines  an  eye  tear-glazed. 
His  ended,  though  no  Clerk,  with  "  God  bo  pre 


ROMAN    ANTIQUITIES. 


(FROM  THE  flOMAFi 


T  OLD  PEVniTH.) 


How  priilill>-.-s  the  relicp  Ihiit  we  cull. 
Troubling  the  last  holds  of  ambitious  Rome, 
Unless  they  chasten  ftncies  that  presume 
Too  high,  or  idle  agitationa  lull ! 
Of  the  world's  flatteriea  if  the  brain  be  fiill, 
To  have  no  seat  for  thought  were  better  doom. 
Like  this  old  helmet,  or  tbe  eyeleaa  skull 
Of  him  who  gloried  in  ita  nodding  plume. 
Heaven  out  of  view,  onr  wisfaea  what  are  they ! 
Our  fond  regrets,  insatiate  in  their  graspl 
The  Sage's  theory  \  the  Poet's  lay  ? 
Mere  Fibuls  without  a  robe  to  clasp  ; 
Obsolete  lamps,  whose  light  no  time  recalls;. 
Urns  without  ashes,  tenrlees  lacrynials ! 


No  n 


APOLOGY. 
:  the  end  Is  sudden  and  abnrptr 


Abrupt — as  withont  preconceived  design 
Was  the  beginning,  yet  the  several  Lays 
Have  moved  in  cader,  to  each  cither  bound 
By  a  continoouj  ind  acknowledged  tie 
Tbongh  nnapparent,  like  tinae  Shapes  distinct 
That  yet  survive  ensoalptured  on  the  walla 
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mple,  'mid  the  wfeck 

The  silver  BroAch  of  ma«^  fh 

each  Ibtlowiiig  each. 

Worn  at  the  brewt  of  eonw  p 

stately  embes»y. 

On  Toad  or  path,  or  at  the  doa 

bcuing  in  their  hande 

Of  fern-thatched  Hut  on  bealli: 

r,  weipon  of  war, 

But  delicate  of  jore  it*  DndU, 

ted  at  the  Throne 

And  the  nHlerial  flneM  gold; 

and  others,  aa  they  go 

h   holy  offeringB  charged. 

Whether  she  graced  a  royal  d 

real  fiir  Bacrilice. 

Or  abed,  within  a  vanlted  Ua] 

condemn,  or  treat  with  ncato 

No  ^cied  lustre  on  the  wall 

mble  but  aincere. 

Where  shields  of  mighty  Hero 

d  loved  bj  every  Muse 

While  Fingal  heard  what  Oaai 

nt  from  ita  fountain-head, 

The  hetdc  age  e:ipired  —  it  al 

issued,  and  oat  feelings  Bowed, 

Deep  in  ite  tomb:  — the  brwnt 

or  not,  freah  atrength 

O'er  Fingal's  hearth;  the  graai 

«;  while  around  ua  aighed 

Grew  oa  the  floora  bi>  Sona  b 

asona  ha?ing  paaoed  away) 

Malvina!  where  art  thoul    Tl 

a,  and  hatr-froet  aprinhlinira  fell. 

I'iie  noblest-bom  must  abdicate 

The  fairest,  while  with  fire  an 

fht  with  it  tidinpra  new 

Come  spoilers — horde  impellin 

nous  for  the  public  weal. 

have  loo  oft  encroached 

By  ruder  hands  in  homelier  vt 

Yet  still  the  female  bosom  len 

cherished  and  caresaed 

And  loved  to  borrow,  omameni 

a  fault  ao  natural, 

SiiU  was  its  inner  world  a  pla 

g,  the  hopeful,  or  the  fray. 

Rpached  by  the  dews  of  bean 

ass  will  not  sue  in  I'ain. 

Still  Pity  to  this  last  retreat 
Clove  fondly ;  to  his  favourits 

-^ 

Love  wound  his  way  by  aoft  a 
Beneath  a  maaaier  Highland  I 

JHLAND  BROACH. 

faith  be  due. 

When  alternations  came  of  raj 

n  old  verse  apenk  tniP, 

Yet  tiercer,  in  a  darker  age ; 

Saint,  Columba,  bore 

And  feuds,  where,  clan  eoconi 

lona'a  ihore, 

The  weaker  perished  to  a  mai 

ht  of  nature  bleteed 

For  maid  and  mother,  when  d 

■egion  of  the  west. 

Mi^ht  else  have  triumphed,  ba 

;entle  manncra  ruled 

One  smnll  posretiioa  lacked  n 

nallpsB  virtues  achooled. 

Provided  in  a  calmer  hour. 

centurien.  a  bar 

To  meet  such  need  as  might  1 

he  tide  of  war; 

Roof,  raiment,  bread,  or  burial 

ts  did  entrance  (rain 

For  woman,  even  of  tears  bert 

Force  hod  striven  in  \-ain; 

The  hidden  silver  Broach  waa 

worka  of  akilful  hands. 

roiight  from  foreign  landa 

As  generations  come  and  go. 

mep,  wns  not   unknown 

Their  arts,  their  customs,  ebb 

fiied  the  Roman  down; 

Pale,  fortune,  sweep  strong  po 

(we  fhnpe,  I  ween. 

And  feeble,  of  themselves,  dec 

hlantl  Broach  is  Been,* 

What  poor  abodes  the  heir-loo 

In  which  the  castle  once  took 

«^  which  tlip  -Id  Bmarh  tiill  in  ufc. 

Tike  ovpry  rmr.  and  mnr.iji  wirh  Ihr 

«-nninri  in  hrtnvm  hut.  who,  wi>hirg  m  n 

m  mind  th*  iflminitniraiinn  wliirh  iI.p 

hrr  .Iniiirhlw,  in  l-^t.  m  a  lone  of  plwn 

h  Ihin  MHKirr  nmniry.    Hnw  tniirli  rhe 

wmild  i"T  any  rhing  1  have,  bul  I  kape  A 

Hi  bv  |>FTinii>  m  hiimblp  Biariflnn  may 

mvPrnach'"  and,  imcring  1h»e  wonJ^sh 

Lhe  Rmtirh  which  fii.i<™d  her  kerchieE  < 

POEMS   OF   THE   IMAGINATION. 


I,  <MKe  kept  as  boasted  wealth, 

d  at  all,  are  Htvcd  by  stealth. 
tpa,  from  eeai  by  oalurs  baireil, 

aioog  Wkys  by  man  prepared ; 
I  &r-strelcbmg  vales,  whose  streuna 
^er  seas,  their  canvas  gleams. 
ay  towns  spring  up,  on  coasts 
red  yesterday  by  airy  ghosle; 
[ike  a  lingering  star  forlorn 
'  the  nofellies  of  mom, 

young  delights  on  old  encroach, 
anisli  the  list  Highland  Broach. 


But  when,  from  out  ll 
Ijke  vapours,  years  h 
And  this  poor  veree,  i 
Shall  yield  no  light  o 
Then,  by  tJie  spade,  i 
Or  torrent  from  the  n 
Or  whirlwind,  reckle»> 
Gntomba,  or  forces  int 
Blind  Chance,  a  volui   ..^^ 
That  oft  befriends  Ani        ij. 
And  clears  Oblivion  from  rep 
May  render  back  the  Uighlan 


SONNETS 

COMPOSED   OR   SUGGESTED   DURING   A   TOUR   IN   SCOTLAND, 
IN   THE   SUMMER  OF  1888. 


m  pnTenMd  \ty  ihe  blcnoBOf  the  sevon.  in  1S3I, 
SuSi  uxl  iooa.  th»  soiboT  luule  thoe  Ihe  princi- 
a  ihaR  imu  in  Ihe  iiimmcr  oT  1S33,  of  wbicli  itie 
a  of  nmiets  ia  n  Memonal.  Th«  roune  puraued 
I  CiUDberlUid  river  Dcrwent,  and  fo  Whitehaven : 
f  UJa  of  Man,  where  n  lewdayi  Wfr«  poai)  upifan 
la  U  Grecnocll,  then  Id  OboD,  Slalb,  Iini;  and 
Englnnd,  b;  Uich  Avce,  Inierar;,  Loch  Goll-bead, 
id  ihnugh  parti  of  Reufrewihire,  Aj^bire,  snd 
■  toCarli^and  dicnce  up  the  rtier  Eden,  and 
y  ninnler. 


t. 
iftliao  lAurela !  that  have  grown 

as  if  ye  knew  that  days  might  come 
/ouid  shelter  in  a  happy  home, 

Mount,  a  Poet  of  your  own, 
s'er  ventured  for  a  Delphic  crown 
God ;  hnt,  haunting  your  green  shade 

thnugfa,  is  humbly  pleased  to  braid 
vets,  beneath  your  guardianship,  Bclf-sown. 
no  Minstrels  now  with  Harp  new-etrung 
r  wandering  quit  their  household  bowera ; 

this  wants  Poesy  a  tongue 
■e  Itinerant  on  whom  she  pours 
while  he  crosses  lonely  moors, 
Bits  forsaken  halls  among. 


tl  the  Rnlhusinst,  journeying  through  this 

r  his  hour  were  come  too  late ! 
icled  in  her  mouldering  state, 
■Intes  him  with  a  smile, 
I  lielda  that  ring  with  jocund  toil, 


And  plBMOTB  gnwnJi  irlm«  Ttabn,  ndnad  Gum 

Of  Tnith  ud  fieatit;,  ■trirei  to  imitats. 

Far  as  she  mj,  prinwfal  Natare'a  itrla. 

F^ir  laitd !  by  Time's  parental  k>*a  nada  tnn, 

By  social  Order'a  watchftil  arms  embraoad, 

With  nnexBinpIed  nnioQ  meet  in  thee. 

For  eye  and  mind,  the  preaeiit  and  the  past; 

With  golden  proapect  fbr  fiitority. 

If  what  ia  rightly  reverenced  may  last. 


m. 

Thet  called  Thee  merry  England,  in  M  time; 

A  happy  people  won  fbr  thee  that  name 

With  envy  heard  in  many  a  distant  clime ; 

And,  spite  of  change,  for  me  (hou  heep'at  the  same 

Endearing  title,  a  responsive  chime 

To  the  heart's  food  belief,  though  some  there  are 

Whose  Hiemer  judgments  deem  that  word  a  loara 

For  inattentive  Fancy,  like  the  lime 

Which  foolish  birds  are  caught  with.    Can,  I  ask, 

This  face  of  rural  beauty  be  a  mask 

For  discontent,  and  poverty,  and  crima ; 

These  ^treading  towne  a  cloak  for  lawleM  will ; 

Forbid  it.  Heaven !  —  tliat  "  merry  England"  atill 

May  be  thy  rightfbl  name,  in  piaee  and  rhyme  ■ 


TO  THE  RIVER  GRETA,  NEAR  KESWICK. 
Gkbta,  what  fearful  listening !  when  huge  atones 
Rumble  along  thy  bed,  block  after  block : 
Or,  whirling  with  reiterated  shock. 
Combat,  while  darkness  aggravatei  the  gioana : 


308 
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But  if  tbou  (like  Cocytus*  from  the  moans 
Heard  on  his  rueful  margin)  thence  wert  named 
The  Monmer,  thy  true  nature  was  defamed, 
And  the  habitual  murmur  that  atones 
For  thy  worst  rage,  forgotten.    Oft /is  Spring 
Decks,  on  thy  sinuous  banks,  her  thousand  thrones. 
Seats  of  glad  instinct  and  lovers  carolling, 
The  concert,  for  the  happy,  then  may  vie 
With  liveliest  peals  of  birth-day  harmony : 
To  a  grieved  heart,  the  notes  are  benisona 


V. 


TO  THE  RIVER  DERWENT.t 

Amobto  the  mountains  were  we  nursed,  loved  stream ! 

Thou  near  the  Eagle's  nest — within  brief  sail, 

I,  of  his  bold  wing  floating  on  the  gale. 

Where  thy  deep  voice  could  lull  me !  Faint  the  beam 

Of  human  life  when  first  allowed  to  gleam 

On  mortal  notice.  —  Glory  of  the  Vale, 

Such  thy  meek  outset,  with  a  crown,  though  frail. 

Kept  in  perpetual  verdure  by  the  steam 

Of  thy  soft  breath !  —  Less  vivid  wreath  entwined 

Nemsan  victor's  brow ;  less  bright  was  worn, 

Meed  of  some  Roman  chief —  in  triumph  borne 

With  captives  chained ;  and  shedding  from  his  car 

The  sunset  splendours  of  a  finished  war 

Upon  the  proud  enslavers  of  mankind  ! 


VI. 

IN  SIGHT  OF  THE  TOWN  OP  COCKERMOUTH. 

(WHERE  THC  AUTHOR  WAS  BORN,  AND  HIS  FATHER*8  REMAINS 

ARE  LAID.) 

A  ponrr  of  life  between  my  Parents*  dust, 
And  yours,  my  buried  Little-ones !  am  I ; 
And  to  those  graves  looking  habitually 
In  kindred  quiet  I  repose  my  trust 
Death  to  the  innocent  is  more  than  just. 
And,  to  the  sinner,  mercifully  bent ; 
So  may  I  hope,  if  truly  I  repent 
And  meekly  bear  the  ills  which  bear  I  must: 
And  You,  my  Offiipring !  that  do  still  remain. 
Yet  may  outstrip  me  in  the  appointed  race. 
If  e*er,  through  fault  of  mine,  in  mutual  pain 
We  breathed  together  for  a  moment's  space. 
The  wrong,  by  love  provoked,  let  love  arraign. 
And  only  love  keep  in  your  hearts  a  place. 

•See  Note. 

tTUi  Kinnet  has  already  appeared  in  ■ereral  editiani  of  the 
author*!  poane;  but  he  ii  tempted  to  reprint  it  in  this  place,  is 
a  mtunl  imndueHoa  to  the  two  tfast  foUow  it 


vn.  • 

ADDREBB  raOlf 
THE  SPIRIT  OF  CXXTKERBfOUTH  CAgRJL 


1 


Thotj  look*st  upon  me,  and  dost  fbodly  think, 
Poet !  that,  stricken  as  both  are  by  yean, 
We,  difiering  once  so  much,  are  now  Compeen^ 
Prepared,  when  each  has  stood  his  time,  to  sink 
Into  the  dust    Erewhile  a  sterner  link 
United  us ;  when  thou,  in  boyish  play, 
Entering  my  dungeon,  didst  become  a  prey 
To  soul-appalling  darknesa    Not  a  blink 
Of  light  was  there ;  —  and  thus  did  I,  thy  Totoi; 
Make  thy  young  thoughts  acquainted  with  the  gMM 
While  thou  wert  chasing  the  wing'd  butteiily 
Through  my  green  courts;  or  climbing,  a boUi 
Up  to  the  flowers  whose  golden  progeny 
Still  round  my  shattered  brow  in  beaa^  wave. 


VOL 
IVUN'S  WELL,  BRIGHAM. 

The  cattle  crowding  round  this  bevenkgs  cleir 
To  slake  their  thirst,  with  reckless  hoo6  have  tni 
The  encircling  turf  into  a  barrcgn  ckd ; 
Through  which  the  waters  creep,  then  diappeir, 
Bom  to  be  lost  in  Derwent  flowing  near; 
Yet,  o*er  the  brink,  and  round  the  limeMooe^eD 
Of  the  pure  spring  (they  call  it  the  *'Nan*s  wtSC 
Name  that  first  struck  by  chance  my  startled  ev) 
A  tender  Spirit  iHxxxis —  the  pensive  Shade 
Of  ritual  honours  to  this  Fountain  paid 
By  hooded  Votariesl  with  saintly  cheer ; 
Albeit  ofl  the  Virgin-mother  mild 
Looked  down  with  pity  upon  eyes  beguiled 
Into  the  shedding  of  **  too  soft  a  tear.** 


IX. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 
(ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DBEWERT.) 

Pastoe  and  Patriot !  at  whose  bidding  rise 
These  modest  Walls,  amid  a  flock  that  need 
For  one  who  comes  to  watch  them  and  to  feed 
A  fixed  Abode,  keep  down  preaagefbl  aighsi 
Threats  which  the  unthinking  only  can  despiiei 
Perplex  the  Church ;  but  be  thou  firm, — be  tne 
To  thy  first  hope,  and  this  good  work  pamei 
Poor  as  thou  art    A  welcome  sacrifice 
Dost  thou  prepare,  whose  sign  will  be  the  fliiokt 


t  Attached  to  the  church  of  Brigfaam  was  ftnaii^aiitf 
which  held  a  moiety  of  the  muiar;  and  in  flis  dsfl^sif^ 
afe  tome  vettiset  of  mooaitic  avcbitactme  aiealillsktM 
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hoarth ;  and  Eooner  shall  its  WTcalha; 
bile  earth  her  moTnino;  JDccnae  breathes, 
ring  fiends  or  air  receive  a  yoke, 
way  cease  to  aspire,  than  Gad  disdain 
tribute  as  ill-timed  or  vain. 


MAKY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS, 


Laves,  and  to  the  Graces  vowed, 
Irew  back  the  wimple  that  ahe  wore; 
iKDig  how  touchingly  she  bowed 
her  landing  on  the  Cumbrian  shore; 
itAt  (thai,  from  a  sombre  cloud 

foliage  poised  in  air,  forth  darts, 
Eummer  gale  at  evening  parts 
flat  did  its  lovelincBs  enshroud) 

but  Time,  the  old  Sfttumian  Seer, 
e  wing  as  her  foot  pressed  the  strand, 
elasive  to  a  long  array 

degiaJations  hand  in  bond, 
itivilj,  and  shuddering  fear 
)  ensanguined  block  of  Fotheringay! 


Heights  of  Scawfell  or  Block-coom, 
yarae  the  Shepherd  oft  will  pause, 
I  fatfaooi  the  mysterious  laws 
!  clouds,  arrayed  in  light  or  gloom, 
tie,  Mid  the  shapes  ast<ume 
»k9  and  ridgea.     What  Tic  draws 
bjlh,  reason,  fancy,  of  the  cause 
with  him  to  the  sjlpnt  tomb; 
e,  a  Child  upon  his  knee, 
I  taught  Philosopher  may  speak 
2e  Btgbt,  nor  hide  his  thtwry 
I  the  simple  and  the  meek, 
r  pious  ignorance,  though  weak 
I  Sages  undevout!y  free. 

I  and  impalien™  of  Msiy  were  »  grenl."  layt 
It  (he  got  iaw  a  Gaher-booi.  nnd  uiih  about  twfnly 
ed  Bl  WorfcinglOD,  in  Cumberkml ;  and  ihrnco 
Mid  with  nnny  nuiAH  of  riflpecl  to  CDrlitle." 
in  which  the  Quscn  had  «lept  at  Wcprkingion 
B  WH  TBceivod  by  Si  Hwiry  Curwen  lu  become 
jtRirtiina)  wm  long  pi««>rved.  out  of  n»pe<M  la 
*hg  had  left  it ;  and  otie  rannot  but  regret  that 


XIL 

AT  SEA,  OFF  THE 
Bo^D  words  nSimied,  in  days 
Thai  DO  adventurer's  bark  ha 
I'hcsc  shores  if  he  approache 
For,  suddenly  up-conjured  &c  •' 

Mists  rose  to  hide  the  Land—  | 

And  eager,  might  be  still  pure  r 

O  Fancy,  what  an  age  was  tkal  lor  adi 
That  age,  when  not  by  latof  inaniroate. 
As  men  believed,  the  waters  were  impelled. 
The  air  controlled,  the  stars  their  coureee  held, 
But  element  and  orb  on  actt  did  wait 
Of  Poteen  endued  with  visible  form,  instiuct 
With  will,  and  lo  their  work  by  passion  linked. 

xnL 

Desub  we  past  illusions  to  recall ! 

To  reinstate  wild  Fancy  would  we  hide 

Truths  whose  thick  veil  Science  has  drawn  aside. 

No,  —  let  this  Age,  high  as  she  may.  Install 

In  her  esteem  the  thirst  that  wrought  man's  fall. 

The  universe  is  Infiaitely  wide. 

And  conquering  Reason,  if  se!f-gloriIied, 

Can  nowhere  move  uncronsed  by  some  new  wall 

Or  gulf  of  mystery,  which  thou  alone, 

Imaginalive  Faith !  caiut  overleap, 

Id  progress  toward  the  Ibunt  of  Lave,  —  the  throtic 

Of  Power,  whose  ministering  SplriU  records  keep 

Of  perioda  fixed,  and  laws  establiflhed,  Icis 

Flesh  to  exait  than  prove  its  nothingneEs. 

XIV. 
ON  ENTERING  DOUGLAS  BAV,  BLE  OF  MAN. 

"  Dignum  laudo  viniin  ftliisa  velat  roori." 

The  feudal  Keep,  tlie  bastions  of  Coliom, 
Even  when  iliey  rose  to  check  or  to  repel 
Tides  of  aggressive  war,  oft  served  as  well 
Greedy  ambition,  armed  Co  treat  with  scorn 
Just  limits ;  but  700  lower,  whose  smiles  adorn 
This  perilous  bay,  stands  clear  of  all  offence ; 
Blest  work  it  is  of  love  and  innocence, 
A  Tower  of  refuge  to  the  else  forloiu. 
Spare  it,  ye  waves,  and  lift  the  mariner. 
Struggling  for  life,  into  its  saving  arms! 
Spare,  too,  the  human  helpers!  Do  they  stir 
'Mid  your  fierce  shock  like  men  afraid  to  die  ! 
No,  their  dread  service  nerves  the  heart  it  warms. 
And  they  are  led  by  noble  Hnj,ABv.f 


if  the  life-bcMt  eMahliab- 


mlnem  hanrd  of  bb  onn 


nuuiv  teamea  end  poiKngen  have 
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XV. 

BY  TII£  sea-shore;  ISLE  OF  MAN. 

Why  stand  we  gazing  on  the  sparkling  Brine 
With  wonder,  smit  by  its  transparency. 
And  all  enraptured  with  its  purity? 
Because  the  unstained,  the  clear,  the  crystalline. 
Have  ever  in  them  something  of  benign ; 
Whether  in  gem,  in  water,  or  in  sky, 
A  sleeping  infant*s  brow,  or  wakeful  eye 
Of  a  young  maiden,  only  not  divine. 
Scarcely  the  hand  forbears  to  dip  its  palm 
For  beverage  drawn  as  from  a  nuMintain  well : 
Temptation  centres  in  the  liquid  Calm; 
Our  daily  raiment  seems  no  obstacle 
To  instantaneous  plunging  in,  deep  Sea! 
And  revelling  in  long  embrace  with  Thee. 


\ 


XVI. 

ISLE   OF   MAN. 

A  Yorm  too  certain  of  his  power  to  wade 

On  the  smooth  bottom  of  this  clear  bright  sea. 

To  sight  80  fallow,  with  a  bather^s  glee 

I^eapt  from  this  rock,  and  surely,  had  not  aid 

Been  near,  must  soon  have  breathed  out  life,  betrayed 

By  fondly  trusting  to  an  element 

Fair,  and  to  others  more  than  innocent ; 

Then  had  sea-nymphs  sung  dirges  for  him  laid 

In  peaceful  earth :  for,  doubtless,  he  was  frank. 

Utterly  in  himself  devoid  of  guile ; 

Knew  not  the  double-dealing  of  a  smile ; 

Nor  aught  that  makes  men*s  promises  a  blank, 

Or  deadly  snare :  and  lie  survives  to  bless 

The  Power  that  saved  him  in  his  strange  distress. 


XVIL 


THE  RETIRED  MARINE  OFFICER.  ISLE  OF  MAN. 

Not  pangs  of  grief  for  lenient  time  too  keen. 
Grief  that  devouring  waves  had  caused,  nor  guilt 
Which  they  had  witnessed,  swayed  the  man  who  built 
This  homestead,  placed  where  nothing  could  be  seen, 
Nought  heard  of  ocean,  troubled  or  serene. 
A  tired  Ship-soldier  on  paternal  land. 
That  o'er  the  channel  holds  august  command. 
The  dwelling  raised,  —  a  veteran  Marine ; 
Who,  in  disgust,  turned  from  the  neighbouring  sea 
To  shun  the  memory  of  a  listless  life 
That  hung  between  two  callings.    May  no  strife 
More  hurtful  here  beset  him,  doomed,  though  free. 
Self-doomed  to  worse  inaction,  till  his  eye 
Shriak  from  the  daiJj  sight  of  earth  and  akyl 


XVIIL 

BY  A  RETIRED  MARINEI. 
(A  FRIEBTD  OP  TBE  AUTBOLf 

From  early  youth  I  ploughed  the  rartleM  Hub, 
My  mind  as  restless  and  aa  apt  to  diaife; 
Through  every  clime  and  ocean  did  I  ruge, 
In  hq)e  at  length  a  competence  to  gain; 
For  poor  to  Sea  I  went,  and  po(»  I  still  renain. 
Year  after  year  I  strove,  bat  atrove  in  viin, 
And  hardships  manifold  did  I  endore, 
For  Fortune  oo  me  never  deigned  to  toile; 
Yet  I  at  last  a  resting-place  have  fiNmd, 
With  just  enough  life's  oomfbrts  to  pnenn^ 
In  a  snug  Cove  oo  this  our  fiivoured  Ue^ 
A  peacefuf  spot  where  Nature's  gifts  abooid; 
Then  sure  I  have  no  reaaoo  to  '^n*"pl«»Pi 
Though  poor  to  Sea  I  went,  and  poor  1  still 


XIX. 
AT  BALA-SALA,  ISLE  OF  BfAli 
(surrosED  to  be  waiTTEN  BT  A  mnERD  or  TO  ms 

BaoKEif  in  fortune,  but  in  mind  entire 

And  sound  in  principle,  I  seek  repose 

Where  ancient  trees  this  oonvent-pile  ench]6e,t 

In  ruin  beautiful.    When  vain  deaire 

Intrudes  on  peace,  I  pray  the  eternal  Sire 

To  cast  a  soul-subduing  shade  on  me, 

A  gray-haired,  pensive,  thankful  Refugee, 

A  shade  but  with  some  sparks  of  heavenly  fire 

Once  to  these  cells  vouchsafed.    And  when  I  BOM 

The  old  Tower's  brow  yellowed  as  with  the  hem 

Of  sunset  ever  there,  albeit  streams 

Of  stormy  weather-stains  that  semblance  wrasgH 

I  thank  the  silent  Monitor,  and  say, 

**  Shine  so,  my  aged  brow,  at  all  hours  of  the  di| 


XX. 
TYNWALD  HILL. 

Once  on  the  top  of  Tynwald's  fonnal  mooiid 
(Still  marked  with  green  turf  circles  nanowiqg 
Stage  above  stage)  would  sit  this  Island's  Kiag 
The  laws  to  promulgate,  enrobed  and  crowned; 
While,  compassing  the  little  mount  aioaod. 
Degrees  and  Orders  stood,  each  under  each : 
Now,  like  to  things  within  fate's 


*This  unpretending  KHinet  is  by  a 
ed  with  the  author,  who  hopei,  ■■  it  &Us  ■>  «Hily  iatoili 
that  both  the  writer  and  the  reader  will 
here. 
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ftmt  k  BMffedv  tiie  pomp  a  gnifv  htm  femid. 
iridi  yoo  eloiid«  oM  Snafeni*  that  thine  eye 
tkne  RealoM  mty  tike  ili  wideit  range ; 
leli  far  them,  thy  ftaatahia  otter  itiange 
thy  winda  break  Ibrth  m  prophecy, 
T  tte  whole  State  moft  eoflhr  mortal  change, 
Tjfce  M!oaa*8  mfniiHire  cf  lofefeignty. 


who  will «-/ heard  a  race  exclaim, 
Though  fierce  the  a«anlt,  and  shattered  the  defence, 
t  eumot  be  that  Britain's  locial  frame, 
glorious  work  of  time  and  providence, 
a  flying  season's  rash  pretence, 
ikO;  that  She,  whose  virtue  put  to  shame, 
Eorope  piostrate  lay,  the  Conqueror's  aim, 
flhuuld  periih,  aelltehverted.    BUck  and  dense 
^lie  dood  is ;  but  brings  iktU  a  day  of  doom 
To  libsftyl    Her  smi  is  np  the  while, 
ThaX  orb  whose  beams  round  Saxon  Alfred  dione, 
Umb  langh,  ye  innocent  Vales !  ye  Streams,  sweep  on, 
Kor  let  one  billow  of  oar  heaven-blest  Isle 
Toss  m  the  ftaning  wind  a  humbler  plume." 


xxn. 

Of  THE  FRITH  OP  CLYDE.  AIL3A  CRAG. 
(JULY  n.  1833.) 

Sr5icE  risen  from  ocean,  ocean  to  defy, 

Appeared  the  Crag  of  Ailsa :  ne'er  did  mom 

VTith  gleaming  lights  more  gracefully  adorn 

His  sides,  or  wreathe  with  mist  his  forehead  high : 

Now,  fiiintly  darkening  with  the  8un*s  eclipse, 

i^ill  is  he  seen,  in  lone  sublimity. 

Towering  above  the  sea  and  little  ships ; 

For  dwarft  the  tallest  seem  while  sailing  by 

Each  for  her  haven ;  with  her  freight  of  Care, 

Pleasure,  or  Grief,  and  Toil  that  seldom  looks 

Into  the  secret  of  to-morrow's  fare ; 

Though  poor,  yet  rich,  without  the  wealth  of  books, 

Or  aught  that  watchful  Love  to  Nature  owes 

For  her  mute  Powers,  fixed  Forms,  and  transient  Shows. 

*The  ■aminit  of  thii  moantain  if  well  chosen  by  Cowley,  as 
the  scene  of  the  "  Visioa,**  in  which  the  spectral  angel  discour- 
ses with  him  concerning  the  government  of  Oliver  Cromwell 
**  J  foand  myaelf^**  says  he,  ** on  the  top  of  that  famous  hill  in  the 
Iriand  Bldna,  which  has  the  prospect  of  three  great,  and  not  long 
smoe  mosC  happy,  kingdoms.  As  soon  os  ever  I  looked  upon 
them,  they  called  forth  the  sad  representation  of  all  the  sins  and 
all  the  miseries  that  had  overwhelmed  them  these  twenty  years.*' 
It  is  aoC  fe>  be  denied  that  the  changes  now  in  progress,  and  the 
pmaooi^  and  the  way  in  which  they  work,  strikingly  resemble 
dMiM  whidi  lad  to  the  disasters  the  philosophic  writer  so  feel- 
Bfly  bawsili.  God  grant  that  the  resemblance  may  not  become 
Mfl  asoie  abikhv  as  mootfai  and  yeen  advance ! 


xxm. 

ON  THE  FRITH  OF  GLTDfi. 
(IN  A  STEAM-BOAT.) 

Arran!  a  am^e-creeted  Teneriffi^, 
A  St  Helena  next — in  shape  and  hoe. 
Varying  her  crowded  peaks  and  ridges  blue; 
Who  but  must  covet  a  cloud-seat  or  skiff 
Built  for  the  air,  or  winged  Hippqgrifl^ 
That  he  might  fly,  where  no  one  could  pursue, 
From  this  dull  Monster  and  her  aooty  crew; 
And,  like  a  God,  light  on  thy  topmost  cliff. 
Impotent  wish!  which  reason  would  despise 
If  the  mind  knew  no  union  of  extremes, 
No  natural  bond  between  the  boldest  schemes 
Ambition  frames,  and  heart-hnmilitiea. 
Beneath  stem  mountains  many  a  soft  vale  lies, 
And  lofty  springs  give  birth  to  lowly  streama. 


XXIV. 
ON  REVISITING  DUNOLLY  CASTLE.t 


[See  Sonnet  IX.  of  former  seriea,  p.  856. 


Thk  captive  Bird  was  gone; — to  cliff  or  moor 
Perchance  had  flown,  delivers i  by  the  storm; 
Or  he  had  pined,  and  sunk  to  feed  the  worm : 
Him  found  we  not;  but,  climbing  a  tall  tower. 
There  saw,  im paved  with  rude  fidelity 
Of  art  mosaic,  in  a  roofless  floor, 
An  Eagle  with  stretched  wings,  but  beamless  eye  - 
An  Eagle  that  could  neither  wail  nor  soar. 
Effigies  of  the  Vanished,  (shall  I  dare 
To  call  tliee  so  ?)  or  symbol  of  past  times. 
That  towering  courage,  and  the  savage  deeds 
Those  times  were  proud  of,  take  Thou  too  a  shore. 
Not  undeserved,  of  the  memorial  rhymes 
That  animate  my  way  where*er  it  leads! 


XXV. 

THE  DUNOLLY  EAGLE. 

Not  to  the  clouds,  not  to  the  cliff,  he  flew; 
But  when  a  storm,  on  sea  or  mountain  bred, 
Came  and  delivered  him,  alone  he  sped 
Into  the  Castle-dungeon^B  darkest  mew. 
Now,  near  his  Master's  house  in  open  view 
He  dwells,  and  hears  indignant  tempests  howl, 
Kennelled  and  chained.    Ye  tame  domestic  Fowl, 
Beware  of  him !    Thou,  saucy  Cockatoo, 


t  This  ingenious  piece  of  workmanship,  tm  the  anther  after- 
wards learned,  hail  been  executed  for  their  own  amusement  by 
some  labourers  employed  about  the  ptaoe. 
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Our  Fathers  climpsea  uught  of  your  thin  Tnats.  ] 
And,  by  four  mien  and  bearing,  knew  jtmi  ni 
And  the]'  could  bear  hU  grhoetly  eoag  wtw  Iml 
Ganh,  till  the  flesh  Is;  on  him  like  a  lead. 
While  he  struck  hie  desolate  btirp  wilhoot  hjpet  J 


Vaniebed  ye  are,  but  subject  to  recall ; 

Wbj  beep  we  elae  the  instincts  whose  dmd  b« 

Ruled  here  of  yore,  till  what  men  felt  the;  taa, 

Not  by  black  arts  but  magic  naluml '. 

If  eyes  be  still  sworn  vassals  of  belieC 

Von  light  shapes  fbrlh  a  Baid,  that  dude  &  ChieC 


Hope  smiled  when  your  nativity  wu  cast. 
Children  of  SuminOT  !t    Ye  fresh  flowers  that  hrive 
What  Slimmer  here  escapes  not,  the  fiense  ware. 
And  "hole  artillery  of  the  western  blast. 
Battering  the  Temple's  ftont,  its  long-drawn  narc 
Smiling,  as  if  each  moment  were  Itieir  Uft 
But  ye,  brig'lit  flowers,  on  frieze  and  architriT^ 
Survive,  and  once  agnin  the  Pile  stands  fast, 
Calm  as  the  Universe,  frmn  specular  Towers 
Of  heaven  contemplated  by  Spirits  pure  — 
Sun?  and  their  systems,  diverge  yet  eusUined 
In  ayminelry,  and  fashioned  to  endure. 
Unhurt,  tlie  assnult  of  Time  with  all  hia  bourr. 
As  the  supreme  Artificer  ordained. 


XX.X. 

Os  to  lona!  — What  can  she  afford 

To  us  save  matter  for  a  thoug-htful  aigh. 

Heaved  over  ruin  with  stability 

In  urgent  contrast  1    To  diffuse  the  Work 

(Thy  Poramouul,  miglily  Nature !  and  Time's  LotJ) 

Her  Temples  rose,  'mid  pap>n  gloom ;  but  why, 

Even  for  a  moment,  has  our  verse  deplored 

Their  wrongs,  since  tliej  fulfllled  their  destiny  1 

And  when,  subjected  to  a  common  doom 

Of  mutability,  those  far-famed  Piles 

Shall  disappear  from  both  the  sister  Isles, 

Tool's  Saints,  forgetting  not  past  days, 

Gnrkndf  shall  wear  of  amaranthine  bloom, 

While  heaven's  vast  sea  of  voices  cbuita  their  pna 


trp. 


ly  or  dooofflpoted  biBiil 


h  fiina  thf  6nui£l 
which  1 


richly  decoratH]  wirh  That  lar^ 
daisy.  The  SDthor  hull  noiiccd  ihe  same  Aowor  gnwing  a 
profuBJon  among  IhelxiM  rofki  on  the  wMlem  cowl  oTdwl 
ofMBni  makingahrilliajiicaatnulnilhlheitUackUHlglaa 
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rONA. 

arnest  look,  to  ever;  voyager, 

\ggei  child  hoMi  up  for  iaic  hi£  store 

e-woni  pebbles,  pleading  on  the  shore 

□nee  came  monk  and  nun  with  gentle  stir, 

fs  to  give,  news  ask,  or  auit  prefer. 

jon  Dent  irim  church,  a  grateful  epeck 

illj  aaiid  this  sacred  wreck  — 

»re  thy  acom,  haughty  Philisopher '. 

hough  she  be,  this  (Jlory  of  tlie  we8^ 

her  Bona  the  beama  of  meicy  fliine; 

opesi,  perbtp*  more  heavenly  bright  limn  thim 

I  by  thee  unsought  and  unpo^sest, 

more  fiited,  a  rapture  more  divine 

Id  llieir  paeeage  to  elernnl  resL"' 


THE  BLACK  STONES  OF  lONA. 


w  Mania'*  Voyage  amoni;  ilie  Weil 


1  Iheir  kneea  n 


-e;  the  ( 


t  the  People's  minds  and  wordB,  ;ct  they 
[  that  time,  aa  now,  in  colour  gray. 
U  is  colour,  If  upon  llie  rack 
ciencc  sjula  are  placed  by  deeds  that  lack 
I  wi(b  OKtba !    What  diSer  night  and  day 
vhen  before  the  Peijured  on  his  nay 
me,  ud  the  heavena  in  vengeauce  crack 
lia  bead  uplifted  in  vain  prayer 
it,  or  Fiend,  or  to  the  Ciodhead  whom 
insulted  —  Peasant,  King,  or  Thane. 
■re  the  culprit  may,  guilt  meets  a  doom  ; 
Mn  JnTisible  worlds  at  need  laid  bare, 
nira  Ibf  social  order's  awful  chain. 


*        xxxnL 

ABB  we  tnm.    Ide  of  Columba's  Cell, 
Christian  [uety'a  soul-eheering  spark 
1  from  Heaven  between  the  light  and  dark 
')  dtone  like  the  morning-star,  &reweU !  — 

8t  Kilda,  art  thou  visible ! 
at  farewell  to  thee,  beloved  sea-mark 
ly  a  voyage  made  in  Fancy's  bark, 
wiJi  more  hues  than  in  the  rainbow  dwelt, 
myateriooa  intercourse  doet  hold ; 
ag  from  clear  skies  and  air  eerene, 

of  Mm-lnight  waves,  a  lucid  veil. 


That  thickens,  spreads,  and, 
Makes  known,  when  Ihou  ni 
Thy  whereabout,  to  warn  th 


XXXIV. 

GREENOCK. 


Per  ra 


atj  wnda  ef  hii  own  on 


We  have  not  pa^ed  into  a  doleful  City, 
We  who  were  led  to-day  down  a  grim  Dell, 
By  some  too  boldly  named  "  llie  Jaws  of  Hull :" 
Where  be  the  wretched  Ones,  the  sights  for  pity  1 
These  crowded  streets  resound  no  plaintive  ditty  : 
As  from  the  hive  where  bees  in  summer  dwell. 
Sorrow  sooms  here  excluded  ;  and  that  kaell, 
It  neither  damps  the  gay,  nor  checks  the  witty. 
Too  busy  Mart !  thus  ftred  it  with  old  Tyre. 
Whose    Merchants  Princes  were,  whose  di 

thrones ; 
Soon  may  the  punctual  sea  in  vain  respire 
To  serve  thy  need,  in  union  with  that  Clyde 
Whose  nursling  current  brawls  o'er  moesy  atones, 
The  poor,  the  lonely  Herdsman's  Joy  and  pride. 


XXXV. 

"  Theib  '."  said  a  Stripling,  pointing  with  meet  pride 
Towards  a  low  roof  with  green  trees  half  concealed 

"Is  Mosegiel  farm;  and  that's  the  very  field 
Where  Burns  ploughed  up  the  Daisy."    Far  and  wide 
A  plain  below  stretched  sea-ward,  while,  descried 
Above  sea-clouds,  the  Peaks  of  Arran  rose; 
And,  by  tliat  simple  notice,  the  repone 
Ol'  earth,  sky,  sea,  and  air,  was  vivified. 
Beneath  "the  random  bitld  of  clod  or  stone" 
Myriads  of  Daisies  have  shone  forth  in  flower 
Near  the  lark's  neat,  and  is  their  natural  hour 
Have  passed  away,  less  happy  than  the  One 
That  by  the  unwilling  ploughshare  died  to  pion 
The  tender  charm  of  Poetry  and  Love. 


FANCY  AND  TRADITION. 

Tbb  Lovers  took  within  this  ancient  grove 
Their  last  embrace ;  be«de  thoee  crystal  springs 
The  Hermit  saw  tha  Angel  spread  bis  wings 
For  instant  flight;  the  Sage  in  yon  alcove 
Sate  musing;  on  that  hill  the  Bard  would  rove. 
Not  mute,  where  now  the  Linnet  only  singv: 
Thus  everywhpre  to  trath  Tradilico  clingB. 


z: 


CLMBERLAN'D 
had  li 

I  witb  ahame 
it*  varying  mood. 
Id  of  thy  1 
'  that  honour  cune, 
e  gives  thee  flowcra 
British  bowers; 
thy  of  their  lame. 
Itrcam  1  at  length  I  pnj 
of  neighbourhood ; 
liiy  windinK  wiiy 
the  thought  rcatr&ined 
1  (ur,  while  n  good 
',  13  seldom  gained. 


ORDSWORTirs    POETICAL   WORKS. 


UOW.'VRD. 

R  COHUY,  ox  TIJE  IiANK8 
EDE\. 

rther's  Inp,  Uea  dead 
of  bright  hope ! 

hath  raided  that  bead 
I  hand  has  spread 

Child, 

ing  reconciled ; 

II  but  Bed ; 

of  life 

re  consoled  and  cheered; 

the  severed  Wife 

plrifc 
irnity  endeared. 

or  ths  ponl  ihnn  the 


iThood  by  ibfl  nmn 

|le  cams  ftoni  Ibe  word  Dean, 

be  inhabiloDU  called 


XXXLX. 

TBAjiqmLLfTT !  the  lovereign  aim  wert  thoa 
In  heathen  echools  of  philosophic  lore; 
Heart-Btricken  by  stem  destiny  of  yore 
Tha  Tragic  Muee  Ihee  served  with  thonghtfal  to 
And  what  of  hope  Elysium  could  allow 
Wb8  fondly  wited  by  Sculpture,  to  restore 
Peace  to  the  Mourner's  soul ;  but  He  who  wore 
The  crown  of  thorns  around  his  bleeding  brow 
Warmed  our  sad  being  with  his  glorious  light: 
Then  Arts,  which  still  had  drawn  a  softeniiig  gn 
From  sliadowy  fountains  of  the  Infinite, 
Commuucd  with  that  Idea  &ce  to  tace; 
And  move  around  it  now  as  planeU  run, 
£ach  in  its  orbit,  round  llie  central  Sun. 


M'  N  N  E  R  V  . 

Tbb  floods  are  roused,  and  will  not  soon  be  vruy; 
Down  from  ilio  Pennine  Alpsf  how  fiercely  iweepf 
CsooLiN,  tile  stately  Eklen*G  tribulaty ! 
He  raves,  or  through  some  moody  paeaage  cteep 
Plotting  new  miEchief — out  again  he  leaps 

I  Into  hroad  light,  and  sends,  through  regions  lirr, 
That  voice  which  soothed   the   Nuns  while  dd 

steeps 
They  knell  in  prayer,  or  nng  to  blissful  Maiy. 
That  union  ceased:  then,  cleaving  easy  waits 
Tlirtiugh  crags,  and  smootliing  paths  bescl  with  duen 
Came  studious  Taste ;  and  many  a  pensive  Stnugn 

I  Dreams  on  llio  banks,  and  to  the  river  Iftlks. 
What  change  shsl!  happen  next  lo  Nunnery  Dell' 
Ciuial,  and  Viaduct,  and  Railway,  tell  fj 


STEAMBOATS.  VIADUCTS.  AND  R.^.I1.WAT3. 
Motions  and  Means,  on  land  and  sea  itt,waT 
With  old  poetic  feeling,  not  for  lliia. 
Shall  ye,  by  Poets  even,  be  judged  amiw ! 

shall  your  presence,  howsoc'er  it  mar 
The  lovelineaa  of  Nature,  prove  a  bar 
To  the  Mind's  gaining  that  prophetic  sense 
or  future  change,  that  point  of  virion  whence 
May  be  discovered  what  in  soul  ye  are. 
In  spite  of  all  that  beauty  may  disown 
In  your  hsrEli  features,  NaiLire  doih  embrar" 

tThe  chain  of  CioHrcK.  which  parU  Cumborlund  aoi  W 
lorebuid  rma  KorlhuBibrrliuid  and  Durham. 
1  At  Corb)-,  a  U 


1  oStipring'  in  Ktan's  art ;  nai  Time, 
ith  jour  triunipliB  o'er  his  brother  Space. 
«m  four  bold  haods  the  proScrcd  crown 
ind  miilefl  on  you  with  zheer  Eubline, 


:'.  in  thy  majenic  pile  are  seen 

pomp  and  grace,  in  apt  accnril 

baronial  ciBtle*B  eterner  mien  : 
nificant  of  God  tuioced, 
:er8  won  and  guarded  by  the  sword 
il  honour;  whence  that  goodly  »tate 

maialain,  if  God  his  help  afTord. 

e  democntic  torrent  swells; 

promises  nod  hopes  Buborned 

gth  of  backwa.rd-looking'  ihouoliia  is  scorned. 

must,  ye  Towers  and  Pinnsclea, 
Lt  ye  tytuboliae,  authentic  Story 

Ye  diMppeMed  with  England's  Glory ! 


XUIL 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  LOXSDALE.* 


1  it  were  unworthy  of  a  Guest, 

«rt  with  gratitude  to  thee  inclines. 

ilJ  Epeak,  by  lancy  touched,  of  signs 

lode  b&rmonionsly  imprest, 

moved  with  wishes  to  attest 

y  mind  aad  moral  trame  agree 

and  that  christian  Charity 

liing,  consecmtee  the  human  breast. 

!  Motto  on  thy  'scutclieon  teach 

h,  "TaB  Maoibtracv  snows  the  Man;" 

ching  test  Ihy  public  course  has  stood ; 

'  owned  alike  by  bad  and  goul, 

le  inessurlDg  of  life's  little  span 

e  thy  Tirtues  out  of  Envy's  reach. 


mi  vriUHi  inunsiliaiely  Hflrr  cerUln  Uinli 
U  Ifae  CnmberiHad  AHtz«.  nheii  Ihe  Karl  of 
|U«K«  aTnpsilpdflnd  longcon[inuedflUaek> 

T,  ihrotigh  iho  loml  ptpm,  hnd  Ihoiiphl  ii 

ecdle  the  condoplon  and  prDprielonuflhreoiovenii 

(uecDtioBi  were  wlLbdrnvm.  npoD  Ihe  iudjvlduali 
id  dUBiming  Ihe  charge*.  upKiBuig  n-gm  iliat 
m  made,  u>d  prumuiiig  la  ubdain  from  llic  liko  in 


XLIV 

TO   CORDELIA    M. 
HALLSTEADE,  UI 

Not  in  Ihe  mines  beyond  the  w 

Vou  tell  me,  Delia  !  was  the  mi  u£ 

Wliich  &  fine  skill,  of  Indian  growth,  haa  wrought 

Into  this  flexible  yet  faithful  Cliain ; 

Nnr  is  it  silver  of  romantic  Spain 

You  say,  but  from  Holvellyn's  depths  was  brought 

Our  own  domestic  mouutiiin.     Thing  and  thought 

Mil  strangely ;  trifles  light,  and  partly  vain, 

Cnn  prop,  as  you  have  leamt,  our  nobler  being : 

Yes,  I^dy,  while  about  your  neck  is  w*annd 

(Your  casual  glance  oH  meeting)  this  bright  cord, 

What  witchery,  lor  pure  gifts  of  inward  seeing. 

Lurks  in  it.  Memory's  Helper,  Fancy's  Lord, 

For  precious  tremblings  in  your  bosom  fo'jcd ! 


CONCLUSION 

Most  sweet  il  is  with  unuplifted  eyes 

To  pace  the  ground,  if  path  be  there  or  none, 

Wliile  a.  fair  region  round  the  Traveller  lies, 

Which  he  forbears  again  to  look  upon ; 

Pleased  rather  with  some  eofl  ideal  scene. 

The  work  of  f^ncy,  or  some  happy  tone 

Of  meditation,  slipping  in  between 

The  beauty  coming  and  the  beauty  gone. 

If  Thought  and  Love  desert  us,  from  that  day 

Let  us  break  off  s!i  commerce  with  the  Muse  ; 

With  Thought  and  Love  companions  of  our  way, 

Whale'er  the  senses  take  or  may  refuse. 

The  Mind's  internal  Heaven  ithall  shed  her  dews 

Of  inspiration  on  the  humblest  lay. 


STANZAS 


IN  A  STEAM-BOAT  OFF  ST.  BEES'  HEAIJS, 

ON  THE  COAST  OF  CU.IIBERLAND. 


Beei"  Heads,  siiciandy  cnUBd  iha  Cliff  of  Baniih,  are  a 
RCnoiia  Ho-mark  tor  all  rencli  tailing  in  Iho  N.  E.  paru 
B  Iriah  S«.  In  a  Bar,  ono  side  of  which  b  fbimed  by  die 
em  hca<!!»nc1,  auuidi  the  tiJIuge  of  SL  Bet«i  a  place  ilm- 
lingiiishod.  from  very  mrly  liinee.  for  ili  rellgioui  and  Kholoiln: 


<r  Nipi 


from  Ireland,  whc 
hcn>,  sboiil  Ihe  yoor  of  our  Lord  GSO,  smdbII  monutery.  wliera 
&nerward>  a  church  nai  built  in  memoiy  of  her. 

"Tlie  ajbrenid  religioua  house,  being  dniroyed  byllie  Duiic. 
WHS  roarored  by  William  do  MeacbiecK,  ton  oT  Honulph,  »al 
brolhcl  of  Rauuhili  de  Metchicrui,  Tint  Eotl  of  Cun 
oiler  iho  ConqucM;  and  mada  a  cell  ofa  prior  and  e 
dicline  monki  Kj  tbe  Abbey  of  81.  Muy  at  York." 


file  imung  ihe  people 

illud«l  u  in  the  tbllaw- 

|a  KoirHhat  bolder  and  mom  pe^ 

I  eubjeel  of  a  spiriml  poem 

,  lute  Kvinily  Lecurer  of 

K  of  Ihe  Cullcgiua  Cburch 

DBren««.  Arrhbihbop  GrimJat 

jhI  hsTe  derived  gml  beoelii: 
nage  of  (he  Eaii  of  Lmadale.  ■ 
lere  for  Ihe  educaiion  of  miniilen 
f  old  Convontiui!  Chorch  hiw  been 
dence  of  ihe  ReT.  Dr.  Ainger.  ihe 
*ell  worthy  of  being  vunled  bjf 
i  U>  Ihe  neighhourhmd  of  Ihw 

Ibllowing  Piere,  and  fomeihing  in 

I  odcpted  rrum  Ihe  -Sc.  Mania>," 

a  monanic  aubjeel,  hy  Chsriolio 

■h  verse  ia  under  greater  obi ign- 

'r  acknowledged  or  remembered. 


a  bt?d  or  down, 
pde  unknown, 
EF  of  the  Hnre 
ilin  from  Ihe  lair 
e  plucks  the  Rrae, 
|n  aek  shelter  blows 

T  luxuricB, 
limbs  on  hnnda  and  knpes, 
1  Hoadland  of  St  Bees. 


I  breesie  or  gn!e, 

?,  furrowing  ii  Sat  tea, 
n  certainty, 
■Spirit  of  the  Storm ! 
nomething  to  perform  j 
d  disdains  to  freeze 
y  confront  the  seaB, 
■od lands  of  St.  Bees. 


Kaf  wild  wish  may  sleep, 

)f  the  Deep 

lO  many  wrecks 

n  many  ghostly  decks 

pan,  that  such  a  Ihoucht 

nd  in  verse  enwrought: 

ir  fiir  agrees 

e  have  past  with  ease, 

I  the  Headlands  of  St.  Beea 


Yet,  while  each  iisefii)  Art  eugXDcnts  ber  ilore, 
What  boots  the  gsin  if  Nature  shoold  Icse  mat 
And  Wisdom,  that  once  held  a  Christiia  pUce 
In  Man's  intelligence  sublimed  by  gjace! 
When  Bega  sought  of  yore  the  Cumbrian  Cout. 
Temper tiuiua  winds  her  holy  errand  craeeed ; 
As  high  and  higher  heaved  Ihe  billowH,  &illi 
Grew  with  them,  mightiBr  than  the  powett  d  it 
She  knelt  in  prvyer — the  wa.ves  their  wniii  ^ 
And,  irom  her  vow  well  weig^hed  in  IleaTen'i  dra 
Rose,  where  the  touched  the  Etimd,  the  Channli} 
StBeei. 


"Cruel  oF  heart  were  they,  bloody  of  band,' 
Who  in  these  Wilds  then  struggled  lor  comi 
The  strong  were  mercileeti,  without  hope  tli«  vol 
Till  this  bright  Stranger  came,  ftir  as  IhyJwi^ 
And  as  a  Cresset  true  that  darts  its  length 
or  heamy  luatre  trom  a  tower  of  etrength ; 
Guiding  tJie  Mariner  through  tnnihled  seaa, 
And  cheering  oft  his  peace fiU  reveries, 
Like  the  fixed  Light  that  crowns  yon  heulluJ 
St.  Bees. 


To  aid  the  Votaries,  mirarles  believed 
Wrought  in  men's  minds,  like  miracle*  tchi 
So  piely  took  root;  and  Song  might  tell 
What  humanizing  Virtues  round  her  Cell 
Sprang  up,  and  e^pread  their  fragrance  wide 
How  Eavace  bosoms  melted  at  the  soand 
Of  gospel-truth  enchained  in  harmoaic* 
Wafled  o'er  waves,  or  creeping  Ihroiix'i  clo 
From  her  religious  Mansiwi  of  St  Bock 


When  her  sweet  Voice,  that  instrument  of  kit, 

'  glorified,  and  took  its  place,  above 
The  silent  stars,  among  the  angelic  Quire, 
Her  Chauntry  blazed  with  sacrilegious  Gre, 
And  perished  utterly ;  but  her  good  deeds 

sown  the  spot  that  witnessed  them  with  seedi 
Which  lay  in  earth  expectant,  till  a  breeie 
With  quickening  impuW  answered  their  mole  ' 
And  io  •  a  ilaltlirr  Pile,  th6  Abbey  of  St.  Bees. 

e. 

There  were  the  naked  clothed,  the  hungry  fed; 
And  Charity,  extended  to  the  Dead, 

intercessions  made  for  the  soul's  rest 
Of  tardy  Penitents :  or  for  the  best 
Among  the  good  (when  love  might  else  btve  rfejt 
Sirtiened.  or  died)  in  pious  memory  kept 
Thanks  to  the  austere  and  simple  Devotees, 
Who,  to  that  service  bound  by  venirl  fee*. 
Kept  waleh  before  the  Attars  of  St.  Sees, 


a. 

D  800th,  their  Requiems  sacred  tics* 
of  paaaion's  ehsrpeat  a^nies, 
■mpoeed,  and  ronnaliiied  by  art, 
XT  sorrow  in  the  heart ! 

for  them  whcEe  hour  was  past  away 

Living,  profit  while  ye  mnj .' 
t,  and  that  the  woret,  he  aces 
?  that  priestly  cunning  holda  the  keys 
inlocb  the  secrets  of  St.  Bees, 

10. 

,  the  timid  being'a  innkoat  light. 
e  dawn  and  solace  of  the  night. 
Be  Recluses  with  a  steady  roy 
\  hour  when  judgment  goes  aatray. 
not  haalily  their  rule  who  try 
spiae,  and  flesh  to  mortify ; 
rith  seal,  in  winged  ecstasies 
Bind  prabe  forget  their  rowries, 
le  loudest  wirges  of  St.  Bees. 

11. 

0  prompt  to  succour  and  [irotect 

1  Traveller,  or  Sailor  wrecked 

e  const;  nor  do  thej  grudge  the  boon 
f  utd  cockle  hat  and  sandal  shoon 
he  Pilgrim :  and,  though  chidings  sharp 
imea  greet  the  strolling  Minstrel's  harp, 
en  when,  ewept  with  sportive  ease, 
1  fcMtniay  throng  of  all  degrees, 
g  the  archway  of  revered  St.  Bees. 

12. 

le  Ctifli;  and  echoing  Hills  rejoice 
■  the  Benedictine  Brethren's  voice, 
or  comDUUuting  with  meet  pride, 

I  the  Chiefe  to  lay  their  fends  aside, 
'  one  bleat  ensign  serve  the  Lord 
te.     Advance,  indignant  Sword 

II  thou  from  Pnynim  hands  release 
b,  dread  centre  of  all  sanctities 
the  quiet  Abbey  of  St.  Bees. 


13.  -1-- 

On,  Champions,  on !  —  But  mai 
Submits  her  intercourse  lo  mild 
With  high  and  low  whose  busy  Uiougn        m 
Follow  the  fortunes  which  they  may  r        nare. 
While  in  Judea  Fancy  loves  to  roam. 
She  helpi  to  made  a  Holy-land  at  home: 
The  Star  of  Bethlehem  from  its  sphere  invites 
To  sound  the  crystal  depth  of  maiden  rights; 
And  wedded  life,  through  scriptural  mysteries, 
Heaveoward  ascends  with  all  her  charities, 
Taught  by  the  hooded  Celibates  of  SL  Bees. 

14. 

Who  with  the  ploughshare  clove  the  barren  moors, 
And  to  green  meadows  changed  tlie  swampy  shores ! 
Thinned  the  rank  woods;  and  for  the  cheerful  Grange 
Mode  room  where  Wolf  anil  Boar  were  used  to  ran^e ! 
Who  taught,  and  showed  by  deeds,  that  gentler  chains 
Should  bind  the  Vassal  lo  his  Lord's  domainsT 
The  thouglitful  Monks,  intent  their  God  to  please. 
For  Christ's  dear  soke,  by  human  sympathies 
Poured  from  the  iHisom  of  thy  Church,  St.  Beesi 

13, 
But  all  availed  not ;  by  a  mandate  given 
Through  lawless  will  the  Brotherhood  was  driven 
torlh  from  their  cells;  —  their  ancient  House  laid  loifl 
Tn  Refiirmalkin's  sweeping  overthrow. 
But  now  once  more  the  local  Heart  revives. 
The  inejilinguishable  Spirit  strives. 
Oh  may  that  Power  who  hushed  the  stormy  seaa. 
And  cleared  a  way  for  the  first  Votaries 
Prosper  the  new-born  College  of  St.  Bees! 

m. 

Alas !  the  Genius  of  our  age  from  Scliools 
Less  humble  draws  her  lessons,  aims,  and  rules. 
To  PiowcBB  guided  by  her  insight  been. 
Matter  and  Spirit  are  as  one  Machine ; 
Boastful  Idolatress  of  formal  skill, 
She  in  her  own  wouid  merge  the  eternal  will : 
Expert  to  move  in  paths  that  Newton  trod. 
From  Kewtan's  Universe  would  banish  God. 
Better,  if  Reason's  triumphs  match  with  these, 
-    Her  flight  before  the  bold  credulities 

That  furthered  the  first  teneWiag  of  SL  Bbobl 
27« 


VORDSWORTH'S  POETICAL  WOBKS 


t:MORIALS  OF  A  TOUR  IN  ITALY. 

1837. 


TO  HENET  CRABB  ROBINSON. 


:if ,  iiy  by  dsy 
n  or  »K  wir, 


ij  pMoiiK  ve/y  inidBiiiM*  tWBBOibrancB  wii  iJiDnemJ  hj  rrpoit.  loo  well  fauadilod 

id  iha  priatipil  ItaliaD  LbIibi  imong  the  Alia.  Neiiher  of  ibon  ■>■»•.  not  of  Vmin 
.uic  1  lnvii  tandwd  upoii  Ilmin  clHwhere.  Brt,  In  parUculv,  "  Dncnplm  SkcUbM."  - 
■  lid  •  Sonnet  upon  llw  citindlon  of  ttie  Venfiion  Bcpubllc. 


I  AQUAPENDENTE. 

Ijfour  fcrtiip  vales 
I  your  winiliog  ^ores 
ir  by  birHi, 
311  Id  resound 
fcrdnnoe  with  your  claims 
id's  grenl  deeds 
la  llioilglit !  —  it  Sed 
Iring  cloud,  dissulved. 
fiiind  give  way  to  Badneae ;  — 
■all,  plumb  down  it  drops 

lit  high  perched  town. 
Bny  aite 

Tiesake  —  town,  and  flood 
n  glooiuy  chasm 
esh  verdure  of  this  Inwn 
n  the  horiion'a  verge, 
Itlirougli  glimmering  haze, 
Mhat  cone-shaped  hill 
lio  indifierent  sight 
CDUifiirts  08  arc  thine, 

with  joy  — 
Id  the  varied  scene 
Ltide'e  sultry  heat 

with  this  broiiTn  in  flowc 
le  fiy  to  greet 

feuing  at  the  feet 
■he  glad  greeting  given. 
[  returned 


l(id-wooing  hill, 
'  ihe  clouiia. 


With  dream-like  smoothness,  to  Hekenyn'sbik 
There  to  alight  upon  crisp  moss  utd  nngo, 
Obtaining  ampler  boon,  at  every  step. 
Of  visual  sovereignty  —  hills  multitudiDout, 
(Not  Apennine  can  boast  of  lairer)  hills. 
Pride  of  two  nations,  wood  and  labc  and  pUuck 
And  prof^pect  right  below  of  deep  coves  tbifri 
By  skeleton  arms,  tliat  from  the  mounlaia'a  tmk 
ElTtcndcd,  clasp  the  winds,  with  muUiaJ  aatn 
Struggling  for  liberty,  while  imdismajed 
The  shepherd  struggles  with  them.     OnirBiid  te 
And  downward  by  the  skirl  of  Greenaide  fall, 
And  by  Glenridding-ecrees,  and  low  Glencoign, 
Places  forsaken  now,  tliotigh  loving  still 
The  muses,  as  they  loved  them  in  tbQ  days 
Of  the  old  minstrels  and  the  border  baria.— 
But  here  am  I  fast  bound ;  and  let  it  pass, 
The  simple  rapture ;  —  who  thai  travels  fif 
To  feed  his  mind  with  watchful  eyes  couU  *ait 
Or  wish  to  share  it!  — One  there  surely  w»s 
■■  The  Wizard  of  the  North,"  with  anxious  bops 
Braught  to  Ihts  genial  climate,  when  diseaK 
Preyed  upon  body  and  mind  —  yet  not  the  l«« 
.  Had  his  sunk  eye  kindled  at  those  dear  wordi 
I  That  spake  of  bards  and  minstrels;  aod  hii^ni' 
I  Hnd  flown  with  mine  to  old  Hclveliyn's  brow, 
I  Where  once  together,  in  his  day  of  sti^ngd), 
i,  I  We  stood  rejoicing,  as  if  earth  were  free 
I  From  Kirrow,  like  the  aky  above  our  heada. 

Years  tbllawed  years,  and  when  upon  Ihs  eve 
or  hia  last  going  from  Tweed-side,  thought  lunn'- 
Or  by  another's  sympathy  was  led. 
To  this  bright  land,  Hope  was  liir  him  no  ftieni 
'  Knowledge  no  help;  Imagination  shaped 
I  No  promise.    Still,  in  more  than  ear-deep  «e«t*i 


I  The  t. 


e  of  voice  which  wedded  borrowed  w 
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'SB  not  Iheir  own,  wiien,  wiUi  faint  Gmile 
J  intent  lo  take  from  speech  lis  cd^e, 
"  Wlien  I  am  there,  altlwi'igh  'tis  fair, 
;  another  Yarrow.""    Prophecy 
in  fulfilled,  u  gay  Campania's  shores 
nemed,  and  the  city  of  seven  liillii, 
kling  foiiDlaiDB,  aail  her  moulitering  tombs  i 
e  than  all,  that  Eminence  which  nhowed 
Ddoors,  seen,  not  fell,  the  while  he  stood 
lort  etep^  (pajnlul  they  were)  apart 
\sso'a  Coni'ent-haven,  and  retired  grave. 

to  their  Spirits!  why  should  Poesy 
the  lure  of  vain  regret,  and  hovpr 
I  00  wings  with  confidence  outspread 

in  rainahine !  —  Utter  thankp,  my  Soul ! 
id  with  awe,  and  sweetened  by  compassion 
I  who  in  the  shades  of  sorrow  dwell, 
-so  npar  the  term  to  human  life 
d  by  man's  common  heritage, 
the  frailest,  one  withal  (if  thut 

»  thought)  but  lillle  known  to  fame  — 

to  rove  where  Nature's  loveliest  look?. 
ilest  relics,  history's  rich  hetiuests, 
>  resnimale  &nd  but  feebly  cheered 
lie  world's  Darling — free  to  rove  at  will 
h  ftnd  low.  dad  ii'  requiring  rest, 
n  enjoymenl  only. 

Thanks  poured  forth 
t  tliuB  lor  hath  blessed  my  wanderings,  thanks 

hot  humble  aa  the  lips  can  breathe 
l^laduKS  seems  a  duty  —  let  me  guard 
;eds  of  expectation  which  the  fruit 

gathered  in  tliis  lavoured  Land 
within  its  core.     The  faitli  be  mine. 

■  who  guides  and  governs  all,  approves 
nlitude,  though  disciplined  to  look 

Ihcee  transient  spheres,  doth  wear  a  crown 

ilj  hope  put  on  with  trembling  liand; 

last  pleased,  we  trust,  when  goUleii  huamx, 

i  through  the  mints  of  age,  from  hours 

:ent  delight,  remote  or  recent, 

t  a  little  way  —  't  is  all  they  can  — 

doubtful  future.     Who  would  keep 

lost  resolve  to  cleave  to  it  throuijb  lite, 

eserls  him,  surely  ashe  lives. 

Duld  not  grieve  nor  guardian  angels  Irown 

'  while  toeaed,  aa  was  my  lot  to  be, 

I  bitk  arged  by  two  slender  oars 

e  word*  were  quoted  to  me  from"  Yarrow  Un- 
by  Sir  Waller  Seolt,  when  I  visited  him  m  Ab- 

■  day  or  two  belors  his  d^pariure  for  Iialy  :  and 
ing  condition  in  which  he  wns  when  he  lookrd 
Bs  from  itac  Janicular  Mount,  was  reporied  iii  me 

who  had  ihe  honour  of  conducing  him  ihiiher. 
■o  Mr.  Lockhart's  interest  ing  and  pathetic  nccoimt 
terriew  of  Scott  and  Wordsi^orlh,  in  ihs  "Life 
allBT  Scolt."    Chap.  Ixxx.,  Vol  X..  p.  104,  Slc. 


Over  waves  rough  and  deep, 

Dashed  their  white  fuam  agt  ,^ 

Of  Genoa  the  superh  —  eboUi<-  u-  J  *■ 

To  meditate  upon  his  own  appoiQ.u..  ,. 

However  humble  in  themselves,  wi! 

Raiaed  and  sustained  by  memory 

Who  oflentimes  withiti  those  nsr..,. 

Kocltcd  on  the  surge,  there  tried  his  i.^  stteng 

And  grasp  of  pur|>ase,  long  ere  sailed  hu  sliip 

To  lay  a  new  world  open. 

Nor  less  prized 
Be  liiiise  impressious  which  incline  Ihe  heart 
To  mild,  to  lowly,  and  to  seeming  weak. 
Bend  that  way  her  desires.    The  dew,  the  alArni  — 
The  dew  whose  moisture  fell  in  gentle  drops 
On  the  email  hyssop  destined  to  become. 
By  Hebrew  ordinance  devoutly  kept, 
A  purifying  instrument  —  the  storm 
That  shook  on  Lebanon  the  cedar's  top. 
And  as  it  shook,  enabling  the  blind  roots 
Further  to  force  their  way,  endowed  its  trunk 
With  magnitude  and  slrengtli  fit  to  uphold 
The  glorious  temple  —  did  alike  proceed 
From  tlie  same  gracious  will,  were  both  an 
Of  bounty  infinite. 

Between  Powers  that  ajir 
Higher  to  lift  their  lofty  heads,  impelled 
By  no  profiine  ambition,  Powers  that  thrive 
By  conflict,  and  their  opposites,  that  trust 
In  lowliness  —  a  mid-way  tract  there  lies 
Of  thoughtful  sentiment  for  every  mind 
Pregnant  with  good.     Young,  middle-aged,  and  old, 
l''rum  century  on  to  century,  must  have  known 
The  emotion  — nay,  more  filly  were  it  said  — 
The  blest  tranquillity  that  sunk  so  deep 
Into  my  spirit,  when  I  paced,  enclosed 
In  Piai's  Campo  Sanlo,  the  snioutli  door 
or  Its  Arcades  paved  with  sepulchral  slabs. 
And  through  each  tvindow's  open  fret-work  loo!(ed 
O'er  the  blank  area  of  sacred  earth 
Fetched  irom  Mount  Calvary,  or  haply  delved 
In  precincts  nearer  to  the  Saviour's  tomb. 
By  hands  of  men,  humble  as  brave,  who  fiiught 
For  Its  deliverance  —  a  capacious  field 
That  to  descendants  of  the  dead  it  holds 
And  lo  all  livmg  mute  memento  breathes, 
More  touching  far  tlinn  au^'ht  which  on  Ihe  walls 
Is  pictured,  or  their  epitaplis  can  speak. 
Of  the  changed  City's  long  departed  power. 
Glory,  and  wealth,  which,  perilous  as  they  are. 
Here  did  not  kill,  but  nourished,  Piety. 
And,  high  above  that  length  of  cloistnd  roof. 
Peering  in  air  and  backed  by  azure  sky. 
To  kindred  contemplations  ministera 
TtiG  Baptistery's  dome,  and  that  which  swells 
From  the  Cathedral  pile ;  and  with  the  twain 
Conjoined  in  prospect  mutable  or  fixed 
(As  hurry  on  in  eagerness  the  feet. 
Or  pause)  the  aiimmlt  of  the  Ijeaning-tower. 
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Nor  less  remuneration  waits  on  him 
Who  having  left  the  Cemetery  stands 
In  the  Tower*8  shadow,  of  decline  and  fall 
Admonished  not  without  some  sense  of  fear, 
Fear  that  soon  vanishes  hefore  the  sight 
Of  splendor  unextinguished,  pomp  unscathed, 
And  beauty  unimpaired.    Gmnd  in  itself, 
And  for  itself,  the  assemblage,  grand  and  (air 
To  view,  and  for  the  mind's  consenting  eye 
A  type  of  age  in  man,  upon  its  front 
Bearing  the  world-acknowledged  evidence 
Of  past  exploits,  nor  fondly  after  more 
Struggling  against  tlie  stream  of  destiny, 
But  with  its  peaceful  majesty  content. 

—  Oh  what  a  spectacle  at  every  turn 

I'he  place  unfolds,  from  pavement  skinned  with  moss. 
Or  grass-grown  spaces,  where  the  heaviest  foot 
Provokes  no  echoes  but  must  soflly  tread ; 
Where  Solitude  with  Silence  paired  stops  short 
Of  Desolation,  and  to  Ruin*s  scythe 
Decay  submits  not 

But  where'er  my  steps 
Shall  wander,  chiefly  let  me  cull  with  care 
Those  images  of  genial  beauty,  oft 
'1*00  lovely  to  be  pensive  in  themselves 
But  by  reflexion  made  so,  which  do  best 
And  fitliest  serve  to  crown  with  fragrant  wreaths 
Life's  cup  when  almost  filled  with  years,  like  mine. 

—  How  lovely  robed  in  forenoon  light  and  shade, 
f^ch  ministering  to  each,  didst  thou  appear 
Savona,  Queen  of  territory  &ir 

As  aught  that  marvellous  coast  through  all  its  length 

Yields  to  the  Stranger's  eye.    Remembrance  holds 

As  a  selected  treasure  thy  one  cliff, 

1'hat,  while  it  wore  for  melancholy  crest 

A  shattered  Convent,  yet  rose  proud  to  have 

Clinging  to  its  steep  sides  a  thousand  herbs 

And  shrubs,  whose  pleasant  looks  gave  proof  how  kind 

The  breath  of  air  can  be  where  earth  had  else 

Seemed  churlish*    And  behold,  both  far  and  near, 

Oarden  and  field  all  decked  with  orange  bloom. 

And  peach  and  citron,  in  Spring's  mildest  breeze 

Expanding ;  and  along  the  smooth  shore  curved 

Tnto  a  natural  port,  a  tideless  sea. 

To  that  mild  breeze  with  motion  and  with  voice 

Soflly  responsive ;  and,  attuned  to  all 

Those  vernal  charms  of  sight  and  sound,  appeared 

Smooth  space  of  turf  which  from  the  guardian  fort 

Sloped  seaward,  turf  whose  tender  April  green. 

In  coolest  climes  too  fugitive,  might  even  here 

Plead  with  the  sovereign  Sun  for  longer  stay 

Than  his  unmitigated  beams  allow. 

Nor  plead  in  vain,  if  beauty  could  preserve. 

From  mortal  change,  aught  that  is  born  on  earth 

Or  doth  on  time  depend. 

While  on  the  brink 
Of  that  high  Convent-crested  cliff  I  stood, 
Modest  Savona !  over  all  did  brood 
A  pure  poetic  epir'ft — as  the  breeze, 


Mild  — as  the  verdure,  fresh  — the  •onaliioe.  ta 
Thy  gentle  Chiabrera ! — not  a  atooe, 
Mural  or  level  with  the  trodden  floor. 
In  church  or  chapel,  if  my  curioiM  quest 
Missed  not  the  truth,  retains  a  single  name 
Of  young  or  old,  warrk>r,  of  aaiot,  or  mge. 
To  whose  dear  memories  hisisepalchral  verse* 
Paid  simple  tribute,  such  as  might  have  flowed 
From  the  clear  sfMfog  of  a  plain  English  heart, 
Say  rather,  oi»^'itative  fellowship 
With  all  who  |pi|uit  not  skill  to  coaple  grief 
With  praise,  as  genuine  admiFadoa  prompts. 
The  grief,  the  praise,  are  severed  fiom  their  dsii^ 
Yet  in  his  page  the  records  of  that  worth 
Survive,  uninjured; — glory  then  to  words, 
Honour  to  word-preserving  arts,  and  bail 
Ye  kindred  local  influences  that  still. 
If  Hope's  familiar  whispers  merit  ftith, 
Await  my  steps  when  they  the  breezy  height 
Shall  range  of  philosophic  Tusculum; 
Or  Sabine  vales  explored  inspire  a  wish 
To  meet  the  shade  of  Horace  by  the  side 
Of  his  Bandusian  fount ;  or  I  invoke 
Ilis  presence  to  point  out  the  spot  where  oooe 
He  sate,  and  eulogized  with  earnest  pen 
Peace,  leisure,  freedom,  moderate  desires; 
And  all  the  immunities  of  rural  life 
Extolled,  behind  Vacuna's  crumbling  ftne. 
Or  let  me  loiter,  soothed  with  what  is  given 
Nor  asking  more  on  that  delicKMis  Bay, 

i  Parthenope's  Domain  —  Viigilian  haont, 

'  Illustrated  with  never-dying  verse, 
And,  by  the  Poet's  laurel-shaded  tomb, 
Age  afler  age  to  Pilgrim's  from  all  lands 
Endeared. 

And  who  —  if  not  a  man  as  cold 
In  heart  as  dull  in  brain  —  while  pacing  gnad 
Chosen  by  Rome's  legendary  Bards,  high  oiirfi 
Out  of  her  early  struggles  well  inspired 
To  localize  heroic  acts — could  look 
Upon  the  spots  with  undelighted  eye, 
Though  even  to  tlieir  last  ayllable  the  laji 
And  very  names  of  those  who  gave  them  birth 
Have  perished  ?  —  Verily  to  her  ntmost  depth. 
Imagination  feels  what  Reason  fears  not 
To  recognise,  the  lasting  virtue  lodged 
In  those  bold  fictions  that,  by  deeds  assigiwd 
To  the  Valerian,  Fabian,  Curian  Race, 
And  others  like  in  fiime,  created  Powen 

j  With  attributes  from  History  derived, 

<  By  Poesy  irradiate,  and  yet  graced. 
Through  marvellous  felicity  of  skill, 
With  something  more  propitkxis  to  high  aiitf 

*  If  any  English  reader  should  be  desiroos  of  ksB 

how  far  I  am  justified  in  thus  describing  the  epifi^l 

Chiabrera,  he  will  find  translated  specimens  of  tb 

this  Volume,  under  the  head  of  **  Epitaphs  aftl  £ 

i  Piece! ." 
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ith  jaitiea  qIub. 

And  mC  iliwhilp'pg  "^ 
h  thou  fiMMfd  muipm 
noniwit%  ijtfly  y>  fam  yoqr  hoigfat 
TMitaoMS  at  Hf  Spiffiei  cdl 
tnd  on  tbe  tooir  of  tncieDt  Rome 
nriTQS  in  runib  nunfen 
iet  mingled  with  the  hfjphtiwf  hnei 
emorial  helo^  UimtJh&igf 
■  tD  he  ^»*™^*  wliile  &ilh  endniee. 
f  nadkhonoond  l!f  the  pnlhr, 
ber  Sinolnerieil«-»Open  ftr  vf  feet 
omhib  gi«9  to  mine  eyeo  a  glinpte 
Bfont*  a%  mid  joor  gloome  eonvened 
%  tiMj  of  jove  enckiped  the  Cram 
that  oeand  ftom  trembling,  or  intoned 
nne  with  voieei  htltaipprened, 
imee  faeaidv  or  imcied  to  be  heard, 

iiiehoar. 

And  tlioa  Mamertine  prison, 
ranlt  receive  me  ftom  whose  depth 
reeled  in  no  presnmptnous  vinon, 
ing  hmnaa  to  dirine, 
he  CShneh^a  Rock,  the  mystic  Keys 
D  his  lumd ;  and  b !  with  upright  sword 
ig  his  own  impendent  doom, 
tie  of  the  Gentiles;  both  prepared 
peine  with  heathen  scorn  and  hate 
-^Ueesed  Men,  (hr  so  to  Heaven 
nr  their  dear  Lord. 

Time  flows — nor  winds, 
atea,  nor  precipitates  his  coaiee, 
a  benefit  borne  npon  his  breast 
n-kind  sinks  oat  of  sight,  is  gone, 
M>WB  how ;  nor  seldom  is  put  forth 
arm  that  snatches  good  away, 
'haps  to  reappear.    The  Stream 
r  generation  brought  and  brings 
Ue  gains ;  yet  we,  who  now 
he  light  of  day,  pertain  full  surely 
ed  age,  most  pitiably  shut  out 
;  which  «t  and  actuates,  by  forms, 
ms,  and  by  lifeless  fact  to  &ct 
linked  with  diligence  uninspired, 
d,  unguided,  unsustained, 
e  insight.    To  this  &te  is  doomed 
iride-spread  and  spreading  still  as  be 
testis  in  the  world  of  sense  made  known, 
le  internal  mind  it  fares;  and  so 
mis,  trusting  in  contempt  or  fear 
irinciple*s  controlling  law, 
irblind  guide  Expediency ;  and  so 
ligious  faith.    Elate  with  view 
is  won,  we  overlook  or  scorn 
that  should  keep  pace  with  it,  and  must, 
!  and  more  the  general  mind  will  droop, 
r  bent  on  perishing.    There  lives 
f  within  us  which  tbe  Soul 

2Q 


Can  Bpu9f  and  homUest  earthly  Weal  demindsi 
For  dignity  not  placed  beyond  her  reach« 
Zealooa  eo-operatkm  of  all  means 
Given  or  aoquired«  to  raise  its  flrom  the  mire 
And  liberate  onr  hearts  from  low  ponuitsi 
By  gross  atilities  enslaved  we  need 
More  of  ennobling  impolee  from  the  past,    . 
I  If  to  the  future  aught  of  |{bod  must  ooma 
Sounder  and  therefore  holier  than  the  ends 
Which,  ui  the  giddiness  of  ael^pplause, 
We  covet  as  supreme.    O  grant  the  crown 
;  That  Wisdom  wears,  or  take  his  treacherous  staff 
I  From  Knowledge ! — If  the  Muse,  whom  I  haveeerved 
I  This  day,  he  mirtress  of  a  single  pearl 
Fit  to  be  placed  in  that  pore  diadem ; 
Then,  not  in  vain,  under  theee  chesnut  boughs 
Reclined,  shall  I  have  yielded  up  my  soul 
To  transports  from  the  secondary  founts 
Flowing  of  time  and  place,  and  paid  to  both 
Due  homage ;  nor  shall  fruitlessly  have  striven. 
By  love  of  beauty  moved,  to  enshrine  in  verse 
Accordant  meditations^  which  in  times 
Vexed  and  disordered,  as  our  own,  may  shed 
Influence,  at  least  among  a  scattered  few, 
To  soberness  of  mind  and  peace  of  heart 
Friendly ;  as  here  to  my  repose  hath  been 
This  flowering  broom's  dear  neighbourhood,  the  light 
And  murmur  issoing  from  yon  pendent  flood, 
And  all  the  varied  landscape.    Let  us  now 
Rise,  and  to-morrow  greet  magnificent  Rome.* 


THE  PINE  OF  MONTE  MARIO  AT  ROME. 

I  SAW  ftir  off  the  dark  top  of  a  Pine 
Look  like  a  cloud — a  slender  stem  the  tie 
That  bound  it  to  its  native  earth  —  poised  high 
'Mid  evening  hues^  along  the  horizon  line, 
Striving  in  peace  each  other  to  outshine. 
But  when  I  learned  the  Tree  was  living  there,. 
Saved  from  the  sordid  axe  by  Beaumont's  carev 
Oh,  what  a  gush  of  tenderness  was  mine ! 
The  rescued  Pine-tree,  with  its  sky  so  bright 
And  cloud-like  beauty,  rich  in  thoughts  of  home. 
Death-parted  friends,  and  days  too  swift  in  flight, 
Supplanted  the  whole  majesty  of  Rome 
(Then  first  apparent  from  the  Pincian  Height) 
Crowned  with  St  Peter's  everlasting  Dome.f 


AT  ROME; 

la  this,  ye  Gods,  the  Capitolian  Hill  ? 
Yon  petty  Steep  in  truth  the  fearful  Rock, 
Tarpeian  named  of  yore,  and  keeping  still 
That  name,  a  local  Phantom  proud  to  mock 


*  See  Note.  *  Jut^. 
/ 


tSce  Noie.  '-^Oc 
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The  Traveller's  expectation? — Could  oar  Will 
Destroy  the  ideal  Power  within,  *t  were  done 
Thro*  what  men  see  and  touch, — slaves  wandering  on, 
Impelled  by  thirst  of  all  but  Heaven-taught  skill. 
Full  oil  our  wish  obtained*  deeply  we  sigh ; 
Yet  not  unrecompensed  are  they  who  learn. 
From  that  depression  raised,  to  mount  on  high 
With  stronger  wing,  more  clearly  to  discern 
Eternal  things ;  and,  if  need  be,  defy 
Change,  with  a  brow  not  insolent,  though  stem. 


CX)NT1NUED. 

♦Complacent  Fictions  were  they,  yet  the  same 
Involved  a  history  of  no  doubtful  sense, 
History  that  proves  by  inward  evidence 
From  what  a  precious  source  of  truth  it  came. 
Ne*er  could  the  boldest  eulogist  have  dared 
Such  deeds  to  paint,  such  characters  to  frame. 
But  for  coeval  sympathy  prepared 
To  greet  with  instant  &ith  their  loftiest  claim. 
None  but  a  noble  people  could  have  loved 
Flattery  in  Ancient  Rome's  pure-minded  style : 
Not  in  like  sort  the  Runic  Scald  was  moved ; 
He,  nursed  'mid  savage  passions  that  defile 
Humanity,  sang  feats  that  well  might  call 
For  the  blood-thirsty  mead  of  Odin's  riotous  Hall. 


PLEA  FOR  THE  HISTORIAN. 

Forbear  to  deem  the  Chronicler  unwise, 

«Ungcntle,  or  untouched  by  seemly  ruth. 

Who,  gathering  up  aill  that  Time's  envious  tooth 

Has  spared  of  sound  and  grave  realities. 

Firmly  rejects  those  dazzling  flatteries. 

Dear  as  they  are  to  unsuspecting  youth, 

That  might  have  drawn  down  Clio  from  the  skies 

To  vindicate  the  majesty  of  truth. 


AT  ROME—REGRETS.— IN  ALLUSION  TO  NIEBUHR  AND 
OTHER  MODERN  HI8T0RIAN& 

Those  old  credulities,  to  nature  dear, 

Shall  they  no  longer  bloom  upon  the  stock 

Of  History,  stript  naked  as  a  rock 

'Mid  a  dry  desert?    What  is  it  we  hear  1 

The  glory  of  Infant  Rome  must  disappear. 

Her  morning  splendors  vanish,  and  their  place 

Know  them  no  more.    If  Truth,  who  veiled  her  &ce 

With  those  bright  beams  yet  hid  it  not,  must  steer 

Henceforth  a  humbler  course  perplexed  and  slow ; 

One  solace  yet  remains  for  us  who  came 

Into  this  world  in  days  when  story  lacked 

Severe  research,  that  in  our  hearts  we  know 

How,  for  exciting  youth's  heroic  flame. 

Assent  is  power,  belief  the  soul  of  fact. 


Such  was  her  office  while  she  walked  with  men, 
A  Muse,  who,  not  unmindful  of  her  aire 
All-ruling  Jove,  whate'er  thetheme  might  be 
Revered  her  Mother,  sage  Mnerooflyne, 
And  taught  her  faithful  servants  how  the  lyre 
Should  animate,  but  not  mislead  the  pen.* 


AT  ROME. 

Thbv  — who  have  seen  the  noble  Roman's  soora 
Break  forth  at  thought  of  laying  down  his  head. 
When  the  blank  day  is  over,  garreted 
In  his  ancestral  palace,  where,  from  room 
To  night,  the  desecrated  floors  are  worn 
By  feet  of  purse-proud  strangers;  they — who  btveici 
In  one  meek  smile,  beneath  a  peasant's  shed. 
How  patiently  the  weight  of  wrong  is  borne; 
They  —  who  have  heard  some  learned  pathot  treat 
Of  freedom,  with  mind  grasping  the  whole  tbefiie 
From  ancient  Rome,  downwards  through  that  brj^h 

dream 
Of  Commonwealths,  each  city  a  starlike  seat 
Of  rival  glory;  they  —  fallen  Italy  — 
Nor  must,  nor  will,  nor  can,  despair  of  Thee! 


NEAR  ROME.  IN  SIGHT  OF  ST.  PETER'& 

Long  has  the  dew  been  dried  on  tree  and  lawn; 
0*er  man  and  beast  a  not  unwelcome  boon 
Is  shed,  the  languor  of  approaching  noon ; 
To  shady  rest  withdrawing  or  withdrawn 
Mute  are  all  creatures,  as  this  couchant  &wd, 
Save  iosect-ewarms  that  hum  in  air  afloat, 
Save  that  the  Cock  is  crowing,  a  shrill  note, 
Startling  and  shrill  as  that  which  roused  the  dtva 
—  Heard  in  that  hour,  or  when,  as  now,  the  nene 
Shrinks  from  the  note  as  from  a  mis-timed  things 
Oft  for  a  holy  warning  may  it  serve. 
Charged  with  remembrance  of  his  sudden  sting, 
His  bitter  tears,  whose  name  the  Papal  Chair 
And  yon  resplendent  Church  are  proud  to  bear. 


AT  ALBA  NO. 

Days  passed  —  and  Monte  Calvo  would  ootcleir 

His  head  from  mist ;  and,  as  the  wind  sobbed  throagii 

Albano's  dripping  Ilex  avenue, 

My  dull  forebodings  in  a  Peasant's  ear 

Found  casual  vcnL     She  said,  «*  Be  of  good  cbeer; 

Our  yesterday's  procession  did  not  sue 

In  vain ;  the  sky  will  change  to  sunny  blue. 

Thanks  to  our  lady's  grace."     I  smiled  to  hear, 

But  not  in  scorn :  —  the  Matron's  Faith  may  lack 

Tho  heavenly  sanction  needed  to  ensure 

•  Queni  vinim  — lyra  — 
?umes  celebrare  Cliof 


nt;  but,  we  trust,  lier  upward  track 
I  at  tiiia  low  point,  nor  wants  the  lure 
■rs  the  Virgin  without  fear  may  own, 
er  Son's  bleai  hand  the  eeed  waa  Bown. 


aio'e  alreain,  1  spied  a  gentle  Dove 
on  an  olive  branch,  ami  heUd  her  cooing 
v-boTD  Uo»Hns  that  ooft  tics  were  wooing, 
II  things  present  told  of  joy  and  love, 
less  Fancy  left  that  olive  grove 
Lhe  e:!plonitorr  Bird  renewing 
■  the  few,  who,  at  llie  worlil'ij  undoing, 
[feat  flood  were  spared  to  live  and  move. 
»)us  Heaven ;  sign^  true  as  dove  and  bough 
to  the  ar!c  are  coning  evermore, 
loogh  we  seek  thoni  not,  but,  while  we  plough 
of  life  without  a  visible  thore, 
ler  promise  ask  nor  grace  implore 
alone  ib  ours,  the  living  Now. 


rtie  aLBan  hills  looking  -RiWABua  home 
;  JllDSlriouB  Country  <  Ihese  deep  aighs, 
le9B  G>r  thj  bright  plains  and  hlllB  beslrown 
moments  decayed  or  overthrown, 
bat  lotiering  stands  or  proBlrate  lies, 
'  like  Bcenes  in  moral  vision  shown, 
rceived  Ibr  keener  aynipathies; 
jshed,  yet  proud  of  weeds,  her  gaudy  crown ; 
laid  low,  and  mouldering  energies. 

prriong  this  mournful  strain  1 — Fallon  Powe 
uaes,  twice  exalted,  might  provoke 

glad  notes  prophetic  of  the  hour 
uxi,  uprisen,  ehalt  break  thy  double  yoke, 
?r.  with  prompt  aid  from  the  Most  High, 
bird  stage  of  thy  great  destiny. 


AB  THE  LAKE  OF  THRASYMENE, 
ere  with  Carthage  Rome  to  conflict  came, 
iquake,  mingling  with  the  battle's  shock, 
not  its  rage;  unfelt  the  ground  did  rock, 
ropped  not.  javelio  kept  its  deadly  aim,  — 
ix  Bun-brlglit  peace.    Of  that  day's  shame, 
,  not  a  vestige  seems  to  endure, 
this  rill  that  took  from  blood  tjie  nnme  * 
let  it  bears,  sweet  Stream '.  as  crystal  pure, 
all  trace  and  signs  of  deeds  aloof 
e  true  guidance  of  humanity. 
ime  and  Nature's  influence,  purify 
linti  or,  unless  tbey  lur  reproof 
ling  serve,  thus  lei  Ihem  all,  on  ground 
ve  them  being,  vanish  to  a  sound. 

*  SsnguinetlD. 


I  NEAR  THE 

Foa  action  born,  existing  t  « 

Powers  manifold  we  have  i  i 

I  To  stir  the  heart  that  woul  b«ii 

I  Her  peace  from  images  all.cu. 

I  What  wonder  if  at  midnight,  by 
Of  Snnguinetlo  or  broad  Thrasyi... 

;  The  clang  of  arms  is  heard,  and  pi         im 

1  Unhappy  ghoala  in  troopa  by  mooniigui  bbeh  , 
singly  thine,  O  vaotiuiiilied  Chief!  whose 
LTnburied,  lay  hid  under  heaps  of  slain  : 
~iM  who  is  He?  —  the  Conqueror.  Would  he 
tlis  way  to  Rome?  Ah,  no,  —  round  hill  and 
Wandering,  he  haunts,  at  fancy's  strong 
This  ('pot  —  his  shadowy  death-cup  in  his  hand. 


THE  CL'CKOO  AT  LAVERNA. 
M<t  asm,  IB37. 
List  — 'twas  the  Cuckoo.  — 0  with  what  dp 
Heard  I  that  voice!  and  catch  it  now,  thougl 
Far  off  and  TainL  and  melting  into  air, 
not  to  be  mistaken.     Hark  again  ! 
Those  louder  cries  give  notice  that  the  Bird, 
Although  invisible  at  Echo's  self. 
Is  wheeling  hilhetward,     Tlmnko,  happy  Cre 
I  Fur  this  unthought-of  greeting ! 

While  allured 
Prom  vale  to  hill,  from  hill  to  vale  led  on, 
I  We  have  pursued,  through  various  lands,  B  long 
;  And  pleasant  course ;  flower  after  flower  has  blown, 
,    Embellishing  the  ground  that  gave  them  birth  , 

I  With  aspects  novel  to  my  sight;  but  still 
Most  (air,  moat  welcome,  when  they  drank  the  dow' 
'  In  a  sweet  fellowship  with  kinds  beloved, 
'  For  old  remembrance  sake.     And  oft  —  where  Spring 
Display'd  her  richest  blos»>ms  among  files 
Of  orange-trees  bedecked  with  glowing  fruit 
Ripe  for  the  hand,  or  under  a  thick  shade 
Of  lleic,  or,  if  better  suited  lo  the  hour, 
I  The  lightsome  Olive's  twinkling  canopy  — 
:  Oft  have  I  heard  the  Nightingale  and  Ttiruab 

ding  as  in  a  common  English  grove 
Their  love-songs;  but.  where'er  my  feet  might  roam, 
Whate'er  assemblages  of  new  and  old, 
Strange  and  thmiliar,  might  beguile  the  way, 
A  gralulation  from  that  vagrant  voice 

B  wanting;  — and  most  happily  till  now, 

'or  ;ee,  Laverna !  mark  the  Ihr-lamed  Pile, 

High  on  the  brink  of  that  precipitous  rock, 

Implanted  like  a  Fortress,  as  in  truth 

It  is,  a  Christian  Portresa.  garrisoned 

Iti  fuith  and  hope,  and  dutil'ul  obedience, 
I  By  a  few  Monks,  a  alem  society, 
I  Dead  to  the  world  and  scorning  earth-born  joys. 
I  Nay— though  tlie  hopes  that  drew,  Uie  fears  thatdrotfi. 
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St  Francis,  &r  from  Man's  resort,  to  abide 

Among  these  sterile  heights  of  Apenniue, 

Bound  him,  nor,  since  he  raised  yon  House,  have  ceased 

To  bind  his  spiritaal  Progeny,  with  rules 

Stringent  as  flesh  can  tolerate  and  live ; 

His  milder  Grenius  (thanks  to  the  good  God 

That  made  us)  av^r  those  severe  restraints 

Of  mind,  that  dread  heartrfreezing  discipline, 

Doth  soinetinies  here  predominate,  and  workf 

By  unsought  means  for  gracious  purposes; 

For  earth  through  heaven,  for  heaven,  by  changeful 

earth. 
Illustrated,  and  mutually  endeared. 

Rapt  though  He  were  above  the  power  of  sense. 
Familiarly,  yet  out  of  the  cleansed  heart 
Of  that  once  sinful  Being  overflowed 
On  sun,  moon,  stars,  the  nether  elements. 
And  every  shape  of  creature  they  sustain, 
Divine  afl^tions ;  and  with  beast  and  hi 
(Stilled  from  afar  —  such  marvel  story  tells  — 
By  casual  outbreak  of  his  passionate  words. 
And  from  their  own  pursuits  in  field  or  grove 
Drawn  to  his  side  by  look  or  act  of  love 
Humane,  and  virtue  of  his  innocent  life) 
He  wont  to  hold  companionship  so  free. 
So  pure,  so  fraught  with  knowledge  and  delight 
As  to  be  likened  in  his  followers'  minds 
To  that  which  our  first  Parents,  ere  the  fall 
From  their  high  state  darkened  the  Earth  with  fear, 
Held  with  all  Kinds  in  Eden's  blissful  bowers. 

Then  question  not  that,  'mid  the  austere  Band, 
Wlio  breathe  the  air  he  breathed,  tread  where  he  trod, 
Some  true  partakers  of  his  loving  spirit 
Do  still  survive,  and,  with  those  gentle  hearts 
Consorted,  others,  in  the  power,  the  fiiith. 
Of  a  baptized  imagination,  prompt 
To  catch  from  Nature's  humblest  naonitors 
Whatc'er  they  bring  of  impulses  sublime. 

Thus  sensitive  must  be  the  Monk,  though  pale 
With  &8t8,  with  vigils  -worn,  depressed  by  years, 
Whom  in  a  sunny  glade  I  chanced  to  see, 
Upon  a  pine-tree's  storm  uprooted  trunk, 
Seated  alone,  with  forehead  sky-ward  raised. 
Hands  clasped  above  the  crucifix  he  wore 
Appended  to  his  bosom,  and  lips  closed 
By  the  joint  pressure  of  his  musing  mood 
And  habit  of  his  vow.    That  ancient  Man  — 
Nor  haply  less  the  brother  whom  I  marked. 
As  we  approached  the  Convent  gate,  alof\ 
Looking  far  forth  from  his  aerial  cell, 
A  young  Ascetic  —  Poet,  Hero,  Sage, 
He  might  have  been,  Lover  belike  he  was — 
If  they  received  into  a  conscious  ear 
The  notes  whose  first  faint  greeting  startled  me. 
Whose  sedulous  iteration  thrilled  with  joy 
My  heart— may  have  been  ax>ved  like  me  lo  think, 


Ah !  not  like  me  who  walk  in  the  world*!  wayii 

On  the  great  Prophet,  styled  tkt  Vmee  ^  Omi 

Crying  amid  tke  wildemeMMf  end  given. 

Now  that  their  anows  most  melt,  their  berhiaBd  flm 

Revive,  their  obstinate  winter  pa«  away, 

That  awful  name  to  Thee,  thee,  eimple  Coehoo^ 

Wandering  in  solitude,  and  evermore 

Foretelling  and  proclaiming,  ere  tboe  leave 

This  thy  last  haunt  beoBath  Italian  akies 

To  carry  thy  glad  tUiflge  over  heights 

Still  loftier,  and  to  diflMs  more  near  the  P^ 

Voice  of  the  desert,  fiure-thee-well ;  sweet  BUt 
If  that  substantial  title  jrieaae  thee  more, 
Farewell ! —but  go  thy  way,  no  need  bast  tboo 
Of  a  good  wish  sent  after  thee »  from  bower 
To  bower  as  green,  firom  sky  to  aky  as  clear. 
The  gentle  breezes  waft — or  airs  that  meet 
Thy  course  and  sport  around  the  softly  &n— 
Till  Night ,  descending  upon  bill  and  vale. 
Grants  to  thy  mission  a  brief  term  of  silence. 
And  folds  thy  pinions  up  in  blest 


AT  THE  CONVENT  OF  CAMALDOU 

Grievk  for  the  Man  who  hither  came  bereft. 

And  seeking  consolation  finom  above; 

Nor  grieve  the  less  that  skill  to  him  was  left 

To  paint  this  picture  of  his  lady-love: 

Can  she,  a  blessed  saint,  the  work  approve  ? 

And  O,  good  Brethren  of  the  eowl,  a  Huag 

So  &ir,  to  which  with  peril  be  must  cling. 

Destroy  in  pity,  or  with  care  remove. 

That  bloom —those  eyes— can  they  assist  to  \M 

Thoughts  that  would  stray  from  Heaven  1    The 

must  cease 
To  be ;  by  Faith,  not  sight,  bia  soul  most  live; 
Else  will  the  enamoured  Monk  too  surely  find 
How  wide  a  space  can  part  from  inward  peace 
The  most  profound  repose  bia  cell  can  give. 


CONTINUED. 

The  world  fbreaken,  all  ita  buay  carea 
And  stirring  interesta  shunned  with  despetats  fli|kl, 
All  trust  abandoned  in  the  healing  might 
Of  virtuous  action ;  all  that  courage  darea, 
Labour  accomplishes,  or  patience  bears— 
Those  helps  rejected,  they,  whose  minds  poceife 
How  subtly  works  man's  weakness,  aighs  may  beiw 
For  such  a  one  beset  with  cloistral  snaresi 
Father  of  Mercy !  rectify  his  view. 
If  with  his  vows  this  object  ill  agree ; 
Shed  over  it  thy  grace,  and  thus  subdue 
Imperious  passion  in  a  heart  set  free: — 
That  earthly  love  may  to  herself  be  tme, 
Give  him  a  soul  that  cleaveth  unto  thee.* 

•See  Note. 


or  CAMALDOLt, 

n  had  Ihey,  the  Pair  oT  Monks,  in  size 
EnnriiKMis,  dra^g-ei),  white  side  by  eide  [lie;  sate, 
Btr  paDliDg  steers  up  la  this  convent  giite ! 
Hdw,  wilh  empurpled  cheohs  snd  pnmperbd  eyes, 
Dare  they  confront  the  lean  siuterities 
Of  Brethren  who,  hero  fixed,  cm  Jesu  wait 
Id  rackclolh,  and  God's  anger  deprecnle 
Througfa  all  thai  hambles  flesh  and  mortiSea  * 
Strange  oxilrast  t  —  verily  the  wotid  of  dreams, 
Where  mingle,  u  for  mockery  eamblned. 
Tilings  in  Iheir  very  essences  at  strife. 
Shows  not  a  sight  incongruous  aa  the  extrcniea 
That  everywhere,  before  the  thoughtful  mind, 
JUi'ct  on  tlie  solid  ground  of  waking  life.* 


AT  VALLOMBnOSA, 


'V«Li.oMBao8A  —  I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wood 
To  slumber,  reclined  on  the  moie-covered  floor!" 
Food  wwh  that  was  granted  at  last,  and  the  Flood, 
■Riat  lulled  me  aaleep,  bids  me  listen  once  more, 
111  murmur  huw  soft!  ss  it  falls  down  the  Bleep, 
\<ar  that  Cell — yon  Eei|ue»tercd  Retreat  high  in  air — 
Where  our  Mitton  »-us  wont  lonely  vigils  to  keep 
fur  cooverw   with   God,   sought   iJirough   study   and 
prayer. 

The  Monks  still  repeat  the  tradition  with  pride, 
.^nd  ita  truth  who  shatl  doubtl  fur  his  Spirit  is  here; 
In  the  cloud-piercing  rocks  doth  her  grandeur  abide. 
In  the  pines  pointing  hesveeward  her  beauty  austere; 
In  the  Sower-besprent  meadows  his  genius  we  trace 
Turned   U   humUer  delights,  in  which  youth   miglit 

confide. 
That  would  yield  bun  fit  help  while  prefiguring  that 

Vfaere,  if  Sin  bad  nut  entered.  Love  never  luul  died. 

When  with  life  lengthened  out  came  a  desolate  time. 
And  darkness  and  danger  had  cotnpaj<scd  him  round. 
With  a  thought  be  would  flee  to  these  haunts  of  liis 

And  here  once  again  a  kind  shelter  be  found. 
And  let  mc  believe  tliat  when  nightly  the  Muse 
Uid  waft  him  to  Sion,  the  glorified  hill. 
Here  also,  on  some  favoured  height,  he  would  choose 
To  wawier  and  drink  inspiration  U  wilL 

ViUambroca !  of  thee  I  firat  heard  in  the  page 
ftf  that  holiest  of  Bards,  and  the  name  for  my  mind 
Had  a  musical  charm,  which  the  winter  of  age 
Aod  the  changes  it  brings  had  no  power  to  unbind. 


And  DOW,  ye  Millooiao 

I  repose,  nor  am  tiirccd  I  ^  port. 

While  your  leaves  I  hbnuii.  .  u.^^ke  the; 

And  the  realized  viiion  is  clasped  I  rt. 

Even  ao,  and  unblamed,  we  rejoice 

In  Forma  tiiat  must  perish,  frail  objci.u  uf  ,.— 

Unhlamed  —  if  the  soul  be  intent  on  ttie  day 

When  the  Being  of  Boings  shall  Eummon  her  Iteno 

For  he  and  be  only  witli  wisdom  is  blest 

Who.  gathering  true  pleasures  wherever  they  grow, 

Lwiks  up  in  all  places,  for  joy  or  for  rest, 

To  the  Fountain  whence  Time  aiid  Eternity  flow. 


AT  FLORENCE. 

Unmnt  the  sliadow  of  a  stalely  Pile 

The  dome  of  Florence,  pensive  and  alone. 

Nor  giving  heed  to  aught  that  paaied  the  while, 

I  stood  and  gazed  upon  a  marble  alone. 

The  laurelled  Dante's  favourite  seat.     A  throne, 

In  just  esteem,  it  rivals ;  though  no  style 

Be  there  of  decoration  tu  beguile 

The  mind,  depressed  by  thoiiglit  of  greatneea  flowtf 

As  a  true  man,  who  long  had  served  the  tyre, 

1  gazed  with  earoestnesB,  and  dared  no  more. 

But  in  his  brsost  the  mighty  Poet  bore 

A  Patriot's  heart,  warm  with  undying  fire. 

Bold  with  the  thought,  in  reverence  I  sate  down, 

And,  for  a  moment,  filled  that  empty  Tliroue. 


Thb  Baptist  might  have  been  ordain'd  to  cry 

Forth  from  the  lowers  of  that  huge  Pile,  wherein 

His  Father  served  Jehovah ;  hut  how  win 

Due  audience,  how  tor  aught  but  scorn  defy 

The  obstinate  pride  and  wanton  revelry 

Of  the  Jerusalem  below,  her  sin 

.\nd  folly,  if  they  with  united  din 

Drown  not  at  once  mandate  and  prophecy ! 

Therefore  the  Voice  spake  from  the  Desert,  tlience 

To  Her,  aa  to  her  opposite  in  peace, 

-Silence,  and  holiness,  and  innocence. 

To  Her  and  to  all  Land«  its  warning  sent. 

Crying  with  earnestness  that  might  not  cease, 

"  Make  straight  a  highway  for  the  Lord  —  repent !" 


AT  FLORENCE.  — FROM  MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

Rapt  above  earth  by  power  of  one  lair  face,       ._,   g 
I  Hers  in  whose  sway  alone  my  heart  delighta,      ^^ 
'  I  mingle  with  the  blest  on  those  pure  heighla 
j  Where  Man,  yet  mortal,  rarely  finde  a  place. 
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|Work  that  Work  accords 

llirough  his  grace 
my  deeds  and  words, 
Buul'a  embrace . 
mine  cannot  turn, 
:  doth  abide 
the  wBj  and  guide; 
i.  if  f  bum, 

g'lory  shines  for  aye. 


AckDOwledgin;  no  taak-maMttr.  at  will 
(As  if  her  labour  aod  ber  eaae  were  twi 
Hbr  ieeme  to  work,  at  pleasure  to  lia  st 
And  sofUj'  aieepi  within  the  Ihre^d  abe 
So  fare  tJiey  —  the  Man  serving  as  her 
Ere  long  their  falea  do  each  to  each  con 
Both  pass  into  new  being, — bat  tbe  Wi 
TnnsUgured,  sinks  into  a  bopeleaa  gttT 
'  Hit  volant  Spirit  will,  he  tnub^  ascend 
To  blisa  unbounded,  glorj  without  end. 


AFTES  LEAVING  ITAl 


witb> 


Fair  Land '.  Thee  all  m 
Whose  souls  lake  pride  i 
Part  from  thee  without  pitf  dyed  in  dw 
I  could  not  —  while  from  Venice  we  wil 
Led  on  till  an  Alpine  strait  oonlined  oar 
Within  its  depths,  and  to  the  shore  we  ( 
Of  Lago  Morto,  dreary  sight  and  name, 
Wliich  o'er  sad  thoughts  a  sadder  coloui 
Itnlis !  on  the  surface  of  thy  spirit, 
(Too  aptly  emblemed  by  that  torpid  laki 
Shall  a  few  partial  breeEea  only  creep! 
Be  its  depths  quickened  ;  what  thuu  doe 
Of  the  world's  hopes,  dare  to  fulfil;  awi 
Mother  of  Heroes,  from  thy  death-like  ■ 


COKTIXCED. 

Ai  indignation  mastered  grief,  my  tongi 
Spake  bitter  words;  vfytAt  that  did  ill  «. 
With  lliose  rich  stores  of  Nature's  imag 
And  divine  Art,  that  fsHt  to  memory  ctu: 
Tliy  gifts,  magniticent  Region,  ever  yoi 
In  the  sun's  eye,  and  in  his  sister's  sighi 
How  beautiful  [  how  worthy  to  be  sung 
In  itraina  of  rapture,  or  subdued  delight 
1 1  feign  not )  witness  that  unwelcome  ah 
I  That  followed  the  first  sound  of  Gennai 
Caught  the  far-winding  barrier  Alpa  am 
In  that  announcement,  greeting  seemed 
Parting;  the  casual  word  had  power  to 
My  heart,  and  filled  that  heart  with  con 


COMPOSED  AT  BVDAL  ON  MAT  MOB 
It  with  old  love  of  you,  dear  Hills !  I  sh 
New  love  of  many  a  rival  image  brough 
From  hi,  forgive  the  wanderings  of  my 
Nor  art  thou  wronged,  sweet  Hay !  whe 
Thy  present  birth-mom  with  thy  last,  eo 
So  rich  to  me  in  favours.  For  my  lot 
Then  was,  within  the  &med  E^erian  Gi 
To  sit  and  muse,  fanned  \ij  its  dewy  air 


rx 
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with  thy  Boft  breath '.    That  iiioruing  too, 

I  heiinl  their  joy  unboaooiing 

junnj,  shadowy  Col  well  ID ; 

01,  unchecked  by  auflil  uf  sadJening  hue. 

eg  there  won  hj  flower-crowned  Spring, 

jll  clioir  ttieir  innoceDl  Te  Deum. 


THE  PILLAR  OF  TBAJAN, 

wers  are  crnahed,  and  unforbidden  weeds 
ated  arches  shed  their  seeds; 
CB,  doomed  lo  mUder  change,  unfold 
gnificence  that  vies  with  old ; 
I  prifline  majesty  bath  atood 
lolumn,  spared  by  fire  and  flood :  — 
;h  tlie  pasNions  of  man's  fretful  race 
r  ceaaed  lo  eddy  round  its  base, 
-3  more  by  touch  of  meddling  hands 
le  obelisk,  'mid  Nubian  sanda, 
n  Syrian  deserts  lefl  to  save 
1  the  memory  of  the  good  and  brave. 
rnres  round  the  shaft  euibost 
ith  lineaments  in  air  nol  loEt : 
turne,  the  charmed  spectator  sees 
ding  after  group  with  dream-like  enao ; 
in  BUnbright  gratitude  displayed, 
teating  into  modeat  ehade- 
sed  with  purple  clusters  lo  entwine 
elm-tree,  moimts  the  daring  vine; 
line  m,  with  spiral  grace,  and  breathes 
iding  odours  from  her  flowery  wreaths. 

f  the  Mu9e  from  rills  in  shepherd's  ears 
J  but  one  smooth  story  for  all  years, 
mmnne  with  the  mind  and  heart 
lo  thus  survives  by  classic  art, 
I  witness,  venerate  hia  mieii, 
Trajan  aa  by  Pliny  seen ; 
V  fought  the  Chief  whose  conquering  sword 
&t  as  earth  might  own  a  single  lord  ; 
ght  of  moral  prudence  echoolcd, 
■■g\y  at  home  the  Sovereign  ruled ; 


Boat  of  the  good  —  in  pagai  * 

To  more  than  man  by  vinui 

Memorial  Pillar!  'mid  lb  t  i 

Preserve  thy  charge  with  ci.         nee  e- 

The  exultations,  pomps,  and  cares  .e. 

Whence  half  the  breathing      .r  Is  d. 

Things  that  recoil  from  Ian)  hown 

By  apter  pencil,  from  the  lij  vn. 

A  Pontiff;  Trajan  here  the  Ooau  iiii|iiores. 
There  greets  an  Embassy  from  Indian  shores; 
Lo  '■  be  harangues  his  cohor"'  —  iht"  '''e  storm 
Of  battle  meets  him  in  auti      >  b 
UnharneEsed,  nuked,  troops       **  "-=» 

Sweep  ta  the  charge ;  more 
To  hoof  and  finger  mailed :         j^. 
None  bleed,  and  none  Jio  prostrate  Uit  .nt.-  lue; 
In  every  Roman,  through  all  turns  of  liile 
Is  Roman  dignity  inviolate; 
Spirit  in  him  pre-eminent,  who  guides, 
Supports,  adorn.",  and  over  all  presides; 
Distinguished  only  by  inherent  stale 
From  honoured  Instruments  that  round  him  wail; 
Rise  as  he  may,  his  grandeur  scorns  the  lest 
Of  outward  symbol,  nor  will  deign  lo  rest 
On  augbl  by  which  another  is  depreal. 
- —  Alufl '.  that  one  thus  disciplined  could  toil 
To  enclave  whole  nations  on  their  native  soil ; 
So  emulous  of  Macedonian  fame, 
That,  when  his  age  was  measured  with  his  aim. 
He  drooped,  'mid  else  unclouded  Victoria 
And  turned  his  eagles  back  with  dee^rawn  sigh*: 
O  weakness  of  the  Great  1     O  Gilly  of  the  Wi«e ! 

Where  now  the  haughty  Empire  that  was  spread 
With  such  fond  hope!  her  very  speech  is  dead; 
Yet  pioriouB  Art  the  power  of  Time  defies, 
And  Trajan  still,  through  various  enterprise. 
Mounts,  in  this  flne  illusion,  toward  the  skies: 
Still  are  we  present  with  the  imperial  Chiei; 
Nor  cease  to  gaze  upon  the  bold  Relief 
Till  Rome,  to  silent  marble  unconSncd, 
Becomes  with  alt  her  years  a  vision  of  Ibe  Mind, 

*  litre  and  ialri.  tei  Fenyib. 
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WHITE    DOE    OF    RYLSTONE; 


THE  FATE  OF  THE  NORTONS. 


dntny  Man*!  nobility;  ibr  mtainl  j  Man  bof  kiim  to  the  Btamabjtm  Body; 

■  Spirii.  he  ii  a  btae  ignoble  Crcalun.  Il  d^nyt  Ukenw  Magnuumi^,  tad  t 
■u  eiani|>le  uf  a  Dngg,  and  mark  what  a  generouty  and  connge  h*  will  |ail «, 

■  Man,  k'Im  Id  him  ii  imlnd  of  a  God.  or  Helior  Nalun.    Whldi  mni^a  m  ■ 
that  nnTiiIcnce  of  a  beiicr  Xalure  Ihan  hi*  own  mold  wTer  uain.    So  U 

■vour,  gaibpieth  a  tone  and  fiitb  whicfa  humi 


Fair  fhiit  of  plea 

From  blosKNiu  wild  of  &ociea  inaocaii 

It  Boothnl  us  —  it  bellied  us  —  then,  tc 
Once  more,  of  troubles  wrought  bj  "«■£ 
And  ^efe  wlioee  ser;  nntion  comes  doI 
Tlie  pangf  that  tempt  the  Spirit  to  label 
Tlien,  with  mild  Una  in  ber  aober  cbeer 
High  over  hill  and  low  adown  tha  del 
Again  v.c  wandered,  willing  to  pBitdu 
All  ibat  she  suSt-red  for  her  deu  Lofii'* 

Then,  too,  thin  Song  of  mine  ooce  more 
Where  anguish,  stran;^  oe  dretuus  of  n 
la  (etnpercd  and  allajcd  bj  sympitbic) 
Aloft  nscendinfr,  and  descending-  deep. 
Even  to  the  inferior  Kinds;  whom  fbreal 
Protect  from  bealinp  Runbeams,  and  the 
Of  the   sharp  windsi — fair  Creatore 

Heaven 
A  calm  and  sinless  life,  with  kva,  btth 

This  tragic  SliHy  cheered  oa ;  for  it  spe 
Of  female  patience  winning  firm  repose 
And  of  the  recompense  which  conacienc 
A  bright,  encouraging  e^carople  ahiMra; 
Needful  when  o'er  wide  reatma  the  teini 
I  Needful  amid  life's  ordinarj  woe*;  — 
Hence,  not  Ibr  them  unfitted  who  wonid 
A  happy  hour  with  holier  hnppineas. 

He  serves  the  Aluses  erring))'  and  ill, 
Whoee  aim  ie  pleasure  light  and  fogit 
O,  that  m;  miitd  were  equal  to  fulfil 
The  comprcheDsive  mandate  which  the 
Vain  aspiration  of  an  earnest  will ! 
Yet  in  this  mural  Strain  a  power  may 
Beloved  Wife !  such  solace  to  impart 
As  it  hsth  yielded  to  thy  tender  heart 

RTDAt.  MouTT,  WtarnoaiLiitft, 


April  m 


POEMS   OF   THE   IMAGINATION. 


CANTO  FIRST. 

W  BoIIoq'h  old  moDSBlie  tower* 
Ik  bella  rin^  loud  with  gladsome  power  ; 
"be  eon  b  bright ;  the  fields  are  gaj 
filh  people  in  their  beet  smy 
f  Hole  and  doublet,  hood  ind  aoBiT, 
bog  the  banks  of  ciystal  Wharf, 
rangh  the  Vale  retired  and  lowl^, 
loping  to  that  Eummons  holy, 
i,  op  among  the  moorlands,  see 
i«t  rpriitklin^  of  blithe  company ! 
losses  and  of  shepherd  grooniB, 
mi  down  the  Eteep  hills  force  their  w.iy, 
ce  cattle  through  the  budded  brooms; 
th,  or  no  path,  whit  oaie  they  ! 
■d  thus  in  joyous  mood  they  hie 
■  Bolton's  moulderiag  Priory. 

't»t  would  they  there!  —  Pull  fifty  years 
lal  womptuoos  Pile,  with  all  its  peerB, 
10  harshly  hith  been  doomed  to  taale 
he  bitterness  of  wrong  and  waste : 
I  courts  are  ravaged;  but  the  tower 
Muding  witb  a  voice  of  power, 
bit  ancient  voice  which  wont  to  eall 
D  maso  or  some  high  feativulj 
ni  in  the  shattered  fabric's  heart 
Imuielh  one  protected  part; 
L  rvfal  Chapel,  neatly  drMt,f 
n  tm-pfl  like  n  Tittle  nest ; 
ud  thither  young  and  old  repair,  « 

yk  Sibbatb^j,  fi>r  ptai«e  and  prayer. 

ui  the  dmrcb-yard  fills;  —  anon 
nk  again,  and  they  all  are  gone ; 
)e  chuter  round  the  porch,  and  the  Iblk 
Iw  Mte  in  the  shade  of  the  Prior's  Oak !} 
id  seatcely  have  tbey  disappeared 
e  tlw  preloRTe  hymn  is  heard :  — 
ith  one  cooMiit  the  people  rejoice, 
liog  the  chnrch  with  a  lofty  voice ! 


tt  ■  k)  be  ngnued  Ihat  al  the  pRwnl  diy  BoiMn  Abbejr 
qto  Ihk  ocnawvul;  twt  Ihe  RDern.  aecotding  to  dw  JotBgina- 
I  <£  (be  Rm,  ii  corapaeed  in  Queen  Elinbaih'i  time.  •-  ^o^ 
rly,"  my  Dr.  Whiuker.  'over  the  Tianwpl  wa>  a  town. 

■  '» [nned  not  ceij  Dom  the  mention  oT  belli  al  the  Dbao- 
oo,  wtien  tbef  could  have  hvl  no  other  jima,  but  fraa  ibe 
lied  nof  sf  ihe  chnir,  which  miiil  have  letminued  west- 
id.  in  SDBie  baSding  of  •uparior  beighl  lo  die  ridge." 

•  HwNav*  of  Ibe  Chnrch  havmg  been  reeerved  at  tfw  Dia- 
Uion.  br  lb*  !■«  of  the  Siion  Cure,  ii  ■nil  a  parochial 
■pel ;  and.  al  ihia  day,  iiaBWeU  keplai  tlie  neiteM  Engliih 
tednL" 

■  At  a  aaall  diMnee  Ihiai  Ibe  great  gateway  itood  the  Pri- 
Oak,  wbiebmsMled  about  Ae  year  ITSO.  end  n]d  for  701. 
arfinc  IB  Ae  fnea  at  weod  at  Oal  lime,  it  roold  acarcely 

I  III   T     ■■      -'      ■'" 


They  sing  a  service  which  they  leel; 
For  't  is  the  Eunrlse  now  of  see.. 
And  fitllh  and  hope  are  in  their  prime 

In  great  Eliza's  golden  time. 

A  moment  ends  the  fervent  din. 

And  all  is  huslied,  without  and  within; 

For  though  the  prioat,  more  tmnquilly, 

Recites  the  holy  liturgy. 

The  only  voice  which  you  can  hear 

Is  the  river  murmuring  near. 

—  When  soft!  —  the  dusky  trees  between, 
And  down  the  path  through  the  open  green. 
Where  is  no  living  thing  to  be  seen; 

And  through  yon  gateway,  where  is  found. 
Beneath  the  orch  with  ivy  hound. 
Free  entrance  lo  the  church-yard  groundj 
And  riirht  across  the  verdnnt  sod 
Towards  the  very  house  of  God; 

—  Comes  glidingr  in  with  lovely  gleam. 
Comes  gliding  in  serene  and  slow. 
Soil  and  silent  as  a  dream, 

A  solitary  Doel 

White  she  is  as  lily  of  Jane, 

And  beauteous  as  the  silver  moon 

When  out  of  sii;lit  the  clouds  are  driven 

And  she  is  left  alone  in  heaven; 

Or  like  a  i^hip  some  gentle  day 

In  sunshine  eailing  Bir  away, 

A  glittering  ship,  that  hath  the  plain 

Of  ocean  for  her  own  domain. 

Lie  silent  in  your  gmves,  ye  dead ! 
Lie  quiet  in  your  church-yard  bed! 
Ye  living,  tend  your  holy  cares; 
Ye  multitude,  pursue  your  prayers  ; 
And  blame  not  me  if  my  heart  and  tight 
Are  occupied  with  one  delight! 
'T  is  a  work  Ibr  sabbath  hours 
If  I  with  this  bright  Creature  go; 
Whether  she  be  of  forest  bowera, 
From  the  bowers  of  earth  below ; 
Or  a  Spirit,  for  one  day  given, 
A  gift  of  grace  from  purest  heaveiL 

What  barmonious  peoaivo  changes 
Wait  upon  her  as  she  ranges 
Round  and  through  this  Pile  of  atale^ 
Overthrown  and  desolate! 
Now  a  step  or  two  her  way 
Is  through  space  of  open  day. 
Where  the  enamoured  sunny  light 
Brightens  her  that  was  so  bright; 
Now  doth  a  delicate  shadow  &J1, 
Falls  upon  her  like  a  breath. 
From  some  lofty  arch  or  wall. 
As  she  passes  nDdecneath; 
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■dding  cell, 
Diath  lesTO  ti 


lly  ehow ; 

3  Ins 

i  blesedness. 

I  holy  places, 

f  she  paces. 


I      The  da;  if  placid  in  ita  going. 
To  t  liDgertDg  motion  bound. 
Like  tlie  river  in  its  floiring  — 
Can  there  be  a  ■oftei  aoond ) 
So  the  baimj  ntinutea  paw. 
While  this  tndiant  Creature  li«a 
Couched  upon  the  deny  gnat. 
Pensively  with  downcast  «yea. 
— W^en  DOW  again  the  people  rear 
A  voice  of  praJM,  with  awfii)  eheert 
It  ia  the  laat,  the  portiBg  nog ; 
And  from  the  temple  firth  they  thrao| 
And  quickly  ipreod  themaelvea  abroad 
While  each  punaea  hii  nvetal  nad. 
But  mme,  a  variegated  band, 
or  middle-aged,  and  old,  and  young. 
And  little  children  by  the  band 
Upon  tlieir  leading  mothera  hung, 

'  Turn,  with  obeisajice  gladly  paid, 

I  Towards  tlie  apot,  where,  full  in  vie*, 
The  lovely  Doe,  of  whitest  hne, 

I  Hl^^  sabbatli  couch  has  made. 


I'liere  Man  abode ; 

1  concealing', 
1  of  healing,  — 

|otnameDl,  — 

|bloBsutiiB  fttir; 

B  place  of  birtli 

s  licnrlh  ! 

i]  in  atone. 
Ids,  BtretcliL'd  alone 
liicid  of  pride 

I  tranquil  bceaat : 
I  by  the  aiglit, 
might : 

e  elsewhere. 

I  serenely  bright, 

I  witli  pace  how  light ! 
r  head,  and  taete 
wera  beslrowD ; 

Until  at  last 


r  breese  hath  died. 


Iress,  doth  ahe 
ind  lovingly. 


ll  was  a  eolitjuy  mound; 

Which  two  apears'-lengdi  of  level  grc 

Did  from  all  other  gravea  divide : 
1  As  if  in  some  respect  of  pride ; 
.  Or  melancholy's  sickly  mood. 

Still  §hy  of  human  neighbourhood ; 

Or  guilt,  lliat  humbly  would  eapreas 

A  penitential  loneliness. 

"  Look,  there  ahe  is,  my  Child !  draw  n 
'  .Slie  fears  not,  wherefore  sliould  we  fe« 
,  tJlic  means  no  harm;" — but  still  the 
To  whom  the  words  were  softly  laid. 
Hung  back,  and  smiled,  and  blushed  I 
A  ahamc-faccd  blush  of  glowing  red ! 
A^ain  the  Mother  whimpered  low, 
I  "Now  you  have  seen  the  ftmoua  Doe 
,  From  RyUlone  she  hath  Ibund  her  wa 
I  Over  tlic  bills  this  sabbath-day; 
]  Her  work,  wliaie'er  it  be,  is  done. 
And  she  will  depart  when  we  are  gone 
Thus  doth  she  keep,  from  year  to  jei 
Her  sabbath  mornbg,  foul  or  fair." 

This  whisper  soft  repeata  what  he 
Had  known  from  early  infancy. 
Bright  is  the  Creatnre  —  ae  in  dreama 
The  Boy  had  seen  her — yee,  more  hri 
But  is  she  truly  what  she  seemsl 
He  aaks  with  insecure  delight, 
Aaka  of  himself — and  doubts  —  and  sti 
The  doubt  returns  agabat  his  will : 
Though  be,  and  all  the  atsndera-bTi 
Could  teU  a  ta^^tor* 


POEMS    OF    THE    [MAGINATION. 


miged,  wherein  appear 
I  motive,  reaam  clear, 

the  milk-white  Doe  is  Ibunil 
beside  that  Tone!;  mouiHl 
he  duly  loFes  lo  pace 
t  of  this  balimrod  place. 
!  Child''  inqoiriaf  miod 
i^Jejs'ty  coofined : 
of  sbSer  truth,  that  sect 
*  Cxol  KinenibnDces 
this  wyalwy  btloiiS, 
red,  my  ckil'  can  tra^e 
jters  of  eveiy  iice, 
i  Dot  strange  di:1usv)ti  hoir, 

vaifue,  and  idle  Satr, 
(titious  &ncies  dtron^. 

the  gentle  Crealuro  vro.'<^. 

ieid.  Btaffimipported  Sirt, 
lis  yimith  halh  atlejt  feu 
ilyon  coiiTent  breid, 

old  tales  by  the  on'eft-.'r*, 

halh  brought  home  tlie  Sv'nij 
n  long  and  distant  visn) 
Man — studious  lo  expo;in,' 
icle  —  hath  mounted  Mgh 
f  dim  ODtiquily : 
ly  AalizB  mourned* 
utd  felt  in  her  detipair, 
of  unavailing  prayer; 
n  'ttliarrs  Bhyu^s  liiowiied, 

B07  of  EgTemoand. 
h  tfflictka,  when  God's  gn^  • 
had  in  her  heart  fiiimd  plau. 
mcture,  fiur  to  see, 
-  Ibi*  aUtelj  Priory  1 
iwiH^ — but  now  laid  low; 
if  of  her  soul  that  doth  coroe  a^d  .|>i, 
Dtifbl  Ibnn  of  thta  innocent  Doe : 
aagh  aeemingly  doomed  in  its  bretia*  t> 

remembnnce  of  sorrow  and  pain, 
and  bolj,  and  gentle,  end  bright; 
I  o'er  the  earth  like  an  angel  of  light 

■  who  will,  yon  chantry  door;t 
gfa  the  chink  in  the  fractured  floor. 


H  of  Ifaii  Dwlitkn  m^  be  Jbund  in  Dr.  Whiuker'i 
■  I^ieni   al  pagB  412,  of  Ihia  cdiikm,  cnlitled 

of  ft»7er,"  Ac. 
EaM  end  of  lbs  North  aide  of  Bollon  Pnory 


Ir  Hill,  a 


Taull. 


■n,  the  aaphum"  [who  inheriled 
rdM  bnalelinv.  finn  ibe  MsulcTsren)  "nerriD- 
L"  Mm  de  Ciapham,  of  whom  di»  ferDcioui  act 
eM  a  nan  of  fint  not*  in  tbia  lima ;  "  be  wu  a 
ptii.  »Jifc«i|iiBa«Bf  [jBcilBf.  in  whom  dKipiiit 
rim  NSMsd  Id  HOTiva." 


Look  down,  and  see  a  grisly  1 
A  vault  where  the  bodies  are  uu..  irighl! 

There,  face  by  lace,  and  hand  by  luiiiu. 
The  Clspliama  and  Mauleverers  stand  ; 
And,  in  bis  place,  among  eon  and  sire, 
Is  John  de  Claplism,  tlial  tierce  Esquire, 
A  valiant  man,  and  a  name  of  dread. 
In  the  ruthless  wars  of  the  White  and  Red ; 
Who  dragged  Earl  Pembroke  from  Banbury  church. 
And  smote  off*  his  head  on  the  etoties  of  tlio  porch ! 
Look  down  among  them,  if  you  dare 
Oft  does  the  White  Doe  loiter  there, 
Pryinji!  into  the  darksome  rent; 
Nor  can  it  be  with  good  intent ;  — 
So  thinks  that  Dame  of  haughty  air. 
Who  bfttn  a  Page  her  book  to  hold, 
And  wean  a  frontlet  edged  with  gold. 
.  Well  may  her  thonghls  be  harsh ;  for  she 
Niunbrrs  among  her  ancestry 
r.arl  Pembroke,  sliiin  90  impiouoly  i 

i  That  slender  Youth,  a  schokr  pale, 

I  Prom  Oxford  come  lo  his  native  vale. 

;  He  also  hath  his  own  conceit: 

I  It  its  thinks  he,  the  gracious  Fairy, 

I  Who  loved  the  Shepherd  Lord  to  meetl 

lu  his  wanderings  solitary ; 

Wild  noles  she  in  his  hearing  RUig, 
I  A  song  of  Nature's  hidden  powers; 
I  Thai  whistled  like  the  wind,  and  rang 

Among  the  rocks  aud  holly  bowers. 

Twas  said  that  she  all  shapes  could  wear; 

And  oftentimes  before  him  stood. 

Amid  the  trees  of  some  thick  wood. 

In  semblance  of  a  lady  lair; 

And  taught  him  signs,  and  showed  him  sigbt% 

In  Craven's  dens,  on  Cumbrian   heights; 

Wh.^n  undtT  cloud  of  fear  he  lay, 

A  Shepherd  clad  in  homely  gray, 

Not  left  him  at  his  later  day. 

And  h°nre,  when  he,  with  spear  and  bhield, 

Kode  fui!  cf  years  to  Flodden  field, 

L'is  eye  co;ild  see  the  hidden  spring. 

And  how  the  curroat  was  to  flow; 

The  lAtal  end  of  EJcotland'e  King, 

And  all  th.tt  ht^lese  overthrow. 

But  not  in  wan  did  he  delight, 

Thi*  CliSbrd  wished  for  worthier  might; 

Nor  in  broad  p.^m7,  or  courtly  state; 

Him  his  own  thotttlta  did  elevate, — 

Most  happy  in  tha  ah)'  recess 

Of  Barden's  humble  qjietnesa. 

And  choice  of  studious  iViends  had  he 

Of  Bolton's  dear  fraleniitv ; 

Who,  standing  on  this  old  cboTch  (ower, 

In  many  a  calm  propttioas  hoar. 


'  ^»:a 


tasaNoM. 
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Perused,  with  him,  the  stuiy  sky; 
Or,  in  their  oelk,  with  him  did  pry 
For  other  lore, — throu|fh  stnmg  desire 
Searching  the  earth  with  chemic  fire: 
But  they  and  their  good  worln  are  fled 
And  all  is  now  disquieted — 
And  peace  is  none,  fer  living  or  dead  I 

Ah,  pensive  Scholar,  think  not  so, 
But  lcx>k  again  at  the  radiant  Doe! 
What  quiet  watch  she  seems  to  keep> 
Alone,  beside  that  grassy  heap! 

'AVhy  mention  other  thoughts  unmeet 
For  vision  so  composed  and  sweet  1 
While  stand  the  people  in  a  ring, 
Grazing,  doubting,  questioning; 
Yea,  many  overcome  in  spite 
Of  recollections  clear  and  bright ; 
Which  yet  do  unto  some  impart 
An  undisturbed  repose  of  heart 
And  all  the  assembly  own  a  law 
Of  orderly  respect  and  awe 
But  see  —  they  vanish  one  by  one. 
And  last,  the  Doe  herself  is  gone. 

Harp!  we  have  been  full  long  beguiled 

By  busy  dreams,  and  fancies  wild; 

To  which,  with  no  reluctant  strings. 

Thou  hast  attuned  thy  murmurings; 

And  now  before  this  Pile  we  stand 

In  solitude,  and  utter  peace: 

But,  harp!  thy  murmurs  may  not  cease - 

Thou  hast  breeze-like  visitings; 

For  a  Spirit  with  angel-wings 

Hath  touched  thee,  and  a  Spirit's  hand: 

A  voice  is  with  us — a  command 

To  chant,  in  strains  of  heavenly  glory, 

A  tale  of  tears,  a  mortal  story ! 


CANTO  SECOND. 


The  Harp  in  lowliness  obeyed; 

And  first  we  sang  of  the  green-wood  shade 

And  a  solitary  Maid; 

Beginning,  where  the  song  must  end, 

With  her,  and  with  her  sylvan  Friend; 

The  Friend  who  stood  before  her  sight. 

Her  only  unextinguished  light; 

Her  last  companion  in  a  dearth 

Of  love,  upon  a  hopeless  earth. 

For  she  it  was — this  Maid,  who  wrought 

Meekly,  with  foreboding  thought, 

In  vermeil  colours  and  in  gold. 

An  unblest  work;  which,  standing  by. 

Her  Father  did  with  joy  behold, — 

i?Tif/ti/ur  in  the  imagery; 


A  Banner,  one  that  did  fiilfil 
Too  perfectly  his  headftmii^  will: 
For  on  this  Banner  had  her  Jniid 
Embroidered  (such  was  the  ^^^p— ■Hf) 
The  Sacred  Cross;  and  figmed  them 
The  five  dear  wounds  our  Laid  did 
Full  soon  to  be  uplifted  highf 
And  float  in  rueful  company! 

It  was  the  time  when  EoglaiMfs  QoesB 

Twelve  years  had  reigned,  a  So?ereigii  Ai 

Nor  yet  the  restless  crown  had  been 

Disturbed  upon  her  virgin  head; 

But  now  the  inly-working  North 

Was  ripe  to  send  its  thoosands  Ibrth, 

A  potent  vassalage,  to  fight 

In  Percy's  and  in  Neville's  right. 

Two  Earls  fast  leagued  in  discontent. 

Who  gave  their  wishes  open  vent; 

And  boldly  urged  a  general  plea. 

The  rites  of  ancient  piety 

To  be  triumphantly  restored* 

By  the  dread  justice  of  the  swovd ! 

And  that  same  Banner,  on  whoee  faraast 

The  blameless  Lady  had  ezpreat 

Memorials  chosen  to  give  life 

And  sunshine  to  a  dangerous  strife; 

That  Banner,  waiting  for  the  call. 

Stood  quietly  in  Rylstone  HalL 

It  came, — and  Francis  Norton  said* 

**0  Father!  rise  not  in  this  fray  — 

The  hairs  are  white  upon  your  bead; 

Dear  Father,  hear  me  when  I  oay 

It  is  for  you  too  late  a  day! 

Bethink  you  of  your  own  good  name: 

A  just  and  gracious  Queen  have  we, 

A  pure  religion,  and  the  claioi 

Of  peace  on  our  humanity. 

'Tis  meet  that  I  endure  yoor  sooro,— 

I  am  your  son,  your  eldest  bom; 

But  not  for  lordship  or  for  land. 

My  Father,  do  I  clasp  your  knees — 

The  Banner  touch  not,  stay  yoor  hand,-« 

This  multitude  of  men  disband. 

And  live  at  home  in  MameleaB  ease; 

For  these  my  brethren's  sake,  fir  ne; 

And,  most  of  all,  for  Ekniiy  !*" 

Loud  noise  was  in  the  crowded  haD, 
And  scarcely  could  the  Father  hear 
That  name  —  which  had  a  dying  fall. 
The  name  of  his  only  Daughter  dear,-* 
And  on  the  banner  which  stood 
He  gkmced  a  look  of  holy  |»'ade, 
V  ^d  Vvia  moist  eyes  were  gloriflMi; 


the  Etaff,  tad  Uios  did  wy: 
lard,  beat>t  ihy  fetiier'B  name. 
Ilia  ensign  till  the  day 
Lhe«  require  the  rame: 
«  on  my  bettor  hiod ;  — 
ts  true  u  thou,  I  sen, 

to  tliie  good  etuM  aad  me." 
nd  eight  hrsTB  eons  atniightway 

bim,  B  gallant  bkod! 

Sire  and  Sons  appeared 
ig  about  wna  reared, 
'  arms  and  niiiistrel?y, 
s  warlike  tenantry, 
end  barneteed  with  bim  to  ride; 
to  wliich  the  liLIla  replied! 

^  in  the  VHCanl  linlt, 

under  dreary  weight, — 
,  in  which  roof  and  wall 
tered  —  awam  before  bis  eight; 

like  a  dream  of  night! 
helmed,  and  desolate, 
ia  way  to  a  poatern-gate ; 
be  waked  at  length,  hi^  eye 

calm  and  silent  aky  ; 
out  hini  brealliinj;  fweet, 

green  graea  beneath  his  leel; 
6i]  ere  bog  to  hau 
military  cheer, 

it  reached  that  sheltered  spot; 
nd  it  disturbed  him  noL 

he,  leanioff  on  ■  lance 
lad  grasped  unknowingly,  — 

grasped  in  Uiat  strong  trance, 
B  of  heart  agony ; 

be,  claansed  from  the  d^apnir 

of  bis  fraitlesa  prayer, 

;  calmly  bath  reviewed  : 

will  be  the  fbrlitude 

e  Han,  when  he  shull  see 

beneath  the  aprending  tree, 

Jiat  it  is  Emily ! 

lem  from  each  other,  hide. 

n,  this  pair  severely  tried  ! 

where  in  open  view 
neath  the  spreading  yew,  — 
poD  har  lap,  concealing 
ner  bitter  feeling; 
he  choose  but  shrink  or  sigh  1 
and  multered  inwardly. 


re  justified  to-dny." 
■elf— and  to  the  Maid, 

he  had  approached,  he  said, 
e  thej, — they  have  their  desire; 

thee  one  hoar  will  stay, 
«  eooibrt  if  I  may." 


He  paused,  her  silence  to  pu  ^m  k 

And  long  it  was  before  he  sp  '  •• 

Then,  all  at  once,  hia  iboughu  turne 
And  fervent  words  a  passage  found, 

"  Gone  are  thoy,  bravely,  though  miaed ; 

With  a  dear  Fatiier  at  their  head '. 

The  Sons  obey  a  natural  lord ; 

The  Father  had  given  solemn  word 

Tq  noble  Percy,  —  and  a  force 

Still  stron^r,  hends  him  to  his  course. 

This  sail),  our  tears  ttniay  may  tail 

As  at  an  innocent  funeral. 

In  deep  and  awful  channel  runs 

This  sympathy  of  Sire  and  Sons; 

Untried  our  Brothers  were  beloved, 

And  now  their  faithfiilness  is  proved : 

For  faithful  we  mast  call  them,  bearing 

That  soul  of  conscientious  daring. 

—  There  were  they  all  in  circle  —  thers 

Stood  Richard,  Ambrose,  Chriet(i|Aar, 

John  with  a.  sword  that  will  not  (ail. 

And  Marmnduke  in  fearless  mail, 

And  those  bright  Twins  were  side  by  side 

And  tliPre,  by  fresh  hopes  beautified. 

Stood  He,  whose  arm  yet  lacks  the  power 

Of  man,  our  youngest,  fairest  flower! 

I,  by  the  right  of  eldest  bom. 

And  in  a  second  lather's  place. 

Presumed  lo  grapple  with  their  scorn, 

And  meet  thsir  pity  fhce  to  lace ; 

Yea,  trusting  in  God's  holy  aid, 

I  to  my  Fother  knelt  and  prayed, 

And  one,  the  penpive  Mannaduke, 

Mo  thought,  was  yielding  inwardly. 

And  would  hove  laid  hia  purpose  by. 

But  for  a  glance  of  his  Father's  eye. 

Which  I  myself  could  scarcely  brook. 

Then  be  we,  each,  and  all,  forgiven! 

Thee,  chiefly  thee,  my  Sister  dear, 

Whose  pnngs  are  registered  in  heaven 

The  stifled  sigh,  the  hidden  tear, 

And  smiles,  that  dared  lo  lake  their  pisce, 

Meele  filial  smiles,  upon  thy  face. 

As  that  unhallowed  Banner  grew 

Beneoth  a  loving  old  man's  view. 

Thy  part  is  done  —  thy  painful  part; 

Be  thou  then  satisfied  in  heart  1 

A  further,  though  far  easier,  task 

Than  thine  bath  been,  my  duties  ask; 

With  theirs  my  efforts  cannot  blend, 

I  cannot  for  such  cause  contend ; 

Their  aims  I  utterly  forswear; 

But  I  in  body  will  be  there. 

Unarmed  and  naked  will  I  go. 

Be  at  their  aide,  come  weal  or  woe : 
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I  I  may  irait, 
r  mitigftte. 

a  empty  hand."* — 
'  away  the  lance, 
1  in  that  Htinng  trance, 
kimetblng  tlist  would  stand 

j  soul  H-Bs  bent. 

ia  left  the  senae 
t  offence 

;ng[h  mutt  lie. 
]  ptophes;  ! 
I  thai  rings  the  knell 
1  loTed  BO  well;  — 
I  thus  may  speak 
I  and  thence  weak  ; 
Kpeati  for  we 
wiah  utterly : 
11  with  me  divide 
1  am  by  [hy  aide, 
race  in  this, 
hark  aby^: 

e  when  I  ani  ^ne, 
I  wrought  upon. 
I,  all  debate, 

or  for  that! 
I  thee  1  but  depend 
luiward  friend ; 
It  once,  and  cleave 
t  reprieve. 
I  hath  we  and  nur:s  — 
I  these  pleasant  bowern, 
larbours,  homestead,  hall, 

vill  reach  them  all ; 
I  must  forsake  his  mang-er, 
I  Stronger  ; 
Ihis  perch  —  the  Hoiiiid 
!nt  ground : 

"  which  words  sayjiijr. 
Rvely  Doe, 
ftt.  feeiling,  strayinc; 
more  while  Ihon  snow  1 
her  peaceful  woods 
murmuring  flood  f, 
|nd  soul  Ihe  siine 

y  to  lore  us  all, 
I  RyUtonc  Hall. 


mimed  Ii 


bo 


1  by  lloaven'B  decree 
I  blaslnd  tree: 


If  Dot  IB  vain  we  breathed  the 
Together  of  t  poror  &itfa  — 
If  hand  in  hand  we  bate  been 
And  thou,  (O  hapnr  thcngbt  tli 
Not  seldom  foremast  in  the  wa 
If  on  one  thought  cair  minda  hi 
And  we  have  in  one  meaning  j 
If,  when  at  home  oar  private  <■ 
Hath  niOered  frran  the  Aoek  c 
Together  we  have  learned  to  f 
Forbearance  and  aelf-aacrifice— 
If  we  like  combattnta  have  tw 
And  for  this  iasue  been  pfepan 
If  thou  ait  beautifal,  and  joatli 
And  thought  endue  ihee  with  i 
Be  strong; — be  worthy  of  the  | 
Of  God,  and  fill  thy  deitined  p 
A  Soul,  by  force  of  mrowa  hig 
Uplifted  to  the  purest  akj 
or  undisturbed  humanity  !" 

He  ended,  — or  she  heard  do  n 
He  led  her  from  the  Yew-tree 
And  at  the  Mansion's  silent  da 
He  kissed  the  consecrated  Haii 
And  down  the  Valley  he  panai 
Alone,  the  armed  Multitude. 


CANTO  THI 
Now  joy  for  you  and  audden  di 
Vc  Waiclimen  upon  BraDcepetli 
Looking  forth  in  doubt  and  feai 
Te]1in<r  melancholy  hours! 
Proclaim  it,  let  your  masters  hi 
That  Norton  u-ilh  his  Band  ia  i 
The  Wntchmen  from  their  etati 
Pronounced  the  word, — and  Ui« 
Forthwith  the  armed  Ctmpany 
Marching  down  the  banka  of  VI 

Said  learless  Norton  to  the  Pai 
Gone  forth  to  hail  him  on  the 
I  "This  meeting,  noble  Lords!  Ic 
I  bring  with  me  a  goodly  train; 
Their  hearts  are  with  you :  —  hi 
I  Have  helped  us;  —  Ure  we  ctm 
I  .^m!  Horse  and  Hame»  fbllowc 
I  The  best  pari  of  their  yeomanr 
I  — Stand  Ibrth,  my  Sons!  —  these 
Whom  to  this  service  I  commei 
Which  way  soe*er  our  fate  incli 
These  will  be  faithful  to  the  en 
They  are  my  all" —  voice  ftiled 
"  My  all  save  one,  a  Daughter  i 

t  Bnnnpeih  Cvde  iiand*  near  the 
m  ihr  riiy  of  Dnibam.  Ii  fbnmrlj  1 


isve  kft,  the  mildesl  birth, 
«st  Child  oa  this  bletsed  earth. 
lit  these  are  by  my  side, 
■hi.  and  this  is  a  day  of  pride! 
ifl  ripe  —  with  festive  din 
the  people  are  flocking  in, — 
fry  Fowl  to  the  Feeder's  hand 
iw  lies  heavy  upon  the  laiid." 

bare  truth ;  for  far  and  near 
ty  Bide  came  noisy  swarms 
1(9  in  their  homely  gear  ; 
ed  with  these,  to  Brancepeth  came 
'Rtry  of  estate  and  name, 
ains  ImowQ  for  worth  in  arms ; 
ed  the  Earls  in  self-defence 
ind  prove  their  innocence. — 
ible  Earls,  put  forth  your  might 
Church,  and  the  People's  richt !" 

Ml  &(ed,  at  this  demand, 

jpon  Northumberland. 

,  "The  Minds  of  Men  wi!!  own 

rest  while  England's  Crown 

without  an  Heir,  the  bait 

anl  bctione  desperate ; 

ring  deadly  hale  in  kind 

all  things  else,  in  this  can  find 

I  hope,  a  common  mind ; 

and  pant  to  overwhelni 
nt  honour  in  the  realm. 
Earls !  to  whoK  heroic  vems 
»t  blood  is  given  in  trust, 

BuRbring  State  complain?, 
nust  raise  her  from  die  dnsi. 
hes  of  still  bolder  scope 
re  took,  with  dearest  hope, 
out  Altars,  —  for  the  prize 
ra,  of  life  that  never  dies ; 
lid  and  holy  Church  we  mourn, 
t  in  joy  to  her  return. 
—  and  from  his  Son  whose  atftiid 
his  right,  from  that  guardian  hand 
the  Binner,  and  unfurled 
ions  folds — "behold,"  said  he, 
MDOi  of  a  sinfiil  world  ; 
yoor  preservation  he,  — 
ids  of  hands  and  feet  and  aide. 
■acred  Croaa  on  which  Jems  died 
iriug  1  from  an  ancient  hearth, 
ecords  wrousht  iu  pledge  of  love 

of  no  ignoble  birth, 
n'er  whom  the  blessed  Doie 
cd  in  ppntleneso  to  bmod 
le  the  holy  work  pursued." 
he  Standard !"  was  the  cry 

tJK  Ijstenen  that  stood  round, 


"Plant  it,  —  by  lliis  we  live  o 
The  Norton  ceased  not  for  th  ™,        ^ 

Bill  Kiid,  "  The  prayer  which  ye  nave  ha 
Much  injured  Eirls!  hy  these  preferred, 
Is  olfered  to  the  Saints,  the  sigh 
Of  tens  of  thousands,  secretly." 
"  Uplift  it !"  cried  once  more  the  Band. 
And  then  a  thoughtful  pause  ensued. 
"Uplift  it  I"  fnid  Northumberland  — 
Wliereat,  from  all  the  multitude, 
Who  saw  the  Banner  reared  on  high 
In  all   ita  dread  emblazonry. 
With  tumult  and  indignant  root 
A  voice  of  uttermost  joy  brake  out : 
The  traoFport  was  roiled  down  the  river  of  Were, 
And  Durham,  the  lime-honoured  Durham,  did  hear. 
And  the  Towers  of  Saint  Cuthbert  were  stirred  by 
the  shout ! 

Now  was  the  North  in  arms;  —  they  shine 

In  warlike  trim  from  Tweed  to  Tyne, 

At  Percy's  voice  :  and  NeviJle  sees  | 

Hia  F^llowwrs  gathering  in  from  Tens,  ..( 

From  Were,  and  all  llie  little  Rills  '.'1 

Concealed  among  the  forked  Hills —  ;     , 

Seven  Hundred  Knights,  Retainers  all  , 

Of  Neville^  at  their  Maater's  call 

Had  sate  together  in  Raby  Hall ! 

Such  strength  that  Earldom  held  of  yore; 

Nor  wanted  at  this  time  rich  store 

Of  well-appointed  Chivalry. 

—  Not  loth  the  sleepy  lance  to  wield. 

And  greet  thee  old  paternal  shield, 

They  heard  the  summons;  — and,  furthermore. 

Horsemen  and  Foot  of  each  degree, 

Unlwiind  by  pledge  of  fealty, 

.appeared,  with  (tee  and  open  hate. 

Of  novelties  in  Church  and  State ; 

Knight,  Burgher,  Yeoman,  and  Esquire; 

And  Romish  Prieet,  in  Priest's  attire. 

And  thus,  m  arms,  a  zealous  Band 

Proceeding  under  joint  command. 

To  Durham  first  their  course  they  bear; 

And  in  Saint  Cuthbert's  ancient  seat 

Sling  Mass,  — and  tore  the  book  of  Prayer,— 

And  trod  ilie  Bible  beneath  their  feet. 

Tlience  marching  smitliward  smooth  and  free, 
"They  mustered  their  Host  at  Wetherby. 
Full  sixteen  thousand  fiiir  to  see;"* 
The  choicest  Warriors  of  the  North ! 
But  none  for  beauty  and  for  worth 
Like  those  Eijtht  Sons  —  embosoming 
Di-termined  thoughts  —  who,  in  a  ring. 
Each  with  a  lance,  erect  and  tall, 
A  falchion,  and  a  buckler  small, 

•From  iha  oU  BalM. 
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Stood  by  their  Sire»  on  Cliflford-moor, 
To  guard  the  Standard  which  he  bore. 

—  With  feet  that  firmly  prened  the  ground 
They  stood,  and  girt  their  Father  round ; 
Such  was  his  choice,  -»  no  Steed  will  he 
Henceforth  bestride ;  —  triumphantly 

He  stood  upon  the  grassy  tod^ 
Trusting  himself  to  the  earth,  and  God. 
Rare  sight  to  embolden  and  inspire! 
Proud  was  the  field  of  Sons  and  Sire, 
Of  him  the  most ;  and,  sooth  to  say. 
No  shape  of  Man  in  all  the  array 
So  graced  the  sunshine  of  that  day. 
The  monumental  pomp  of  age 
Was  with  this  goodly  Personage ; 
A  stature  undepressed  in  size. 
Unbent,  which  rather  seemed  to  rise, 
In  open  victory  o'er  the  weight 
Of  seventy  years,  to  higher  height ; 
Magnific  limbs  of  withered  state,  — 
A  face  to  fear  and  venerate,  — 
Eyes  dark  and  strong,  and  on  his  head 
Bright  locks  of  silver  hair,  thick-spread. 
Which  a  brown  morion  half-concealed, 
Light  as  a  hunter's  of  the  field ; 
And  thus,  with  girdle  round  his  waist. 
Whereon  the  Banner-stafiT  might  rest 
At  need,  he  stood,  advancing  high 
The  glittering,  floating  Pageantry. 

Who  sees  him  1  —  many  see,  and  One 

With  unparticipated  gaze; 

Who  'mong  these  thousands  Friend  hath  none. 

And  treads  in  solitary  ways. 

He,  following  wheresoe*er  he  might. 

Hath  watched  the  Banner  from  afar, 

As  Shepherds  watch  a  lonely  star. 

Or  Mariners  the  distant  light 

That  guides  them  on  a  stormy  night 

And  now,  upon  a  chosen  plot 

Of  rising  ground,  yon  heathy  spot ! 

He  takes,  this  day,  his  fiLr-off  stand. 

With  breast  unmailed,  unweaponed  hand. 

—  Bold  is  his  aspect;  but  his  eye 
Is  pregnant  with  anxiety. 
While,  like  a  tutelary  Power, 

He  there  stands  fixed,  from  hour  to  hour : 
Yet  sometimes,  in  more  humble  guise. 
Stretched  out  upon  the  ground  he  lies; 
As  if  it  were  his  only  task 
Like  Herdsman  in  the  sun  to  bask, 
Or  by  his  mantle's  help  to  find 
A  shelter  from  the  nipping  wind: 
And  thus,  with  short  oblivion  blest. 
His  weary  spirits  gather  rest. 
Again  he  lifts  his  eyes;  and  lo! 
The  pageant  glancing  to  and  fro; 
And  hope  ia  walrened  by  the  sighu 


He  thence  may  learn,  ere  idl  ef  niffal; 
Which  way  the  tide  is  doomed  to  taw. 

To  London  were  the  Chieftains  bent; 

But  what  avails  the  bold  intent? 

A  Royal  Army  is  gone  forth 

To  quell  the  RmHo  or  thx  Nobtb; 

They  march  with  Dudley  at  their  heed. 

And,  in  seven  days*  space,  will  to  York  be  led: 

Can  such  a  mighty  Host  be  raised 

Thus  suddenly,  and  brought  so  near? 

The  Earls  upon  each  other  gmsed ; 

And  Neville  was  opprest  with  feer; 

For,  though  he  bore  ■  valient  name. 

His  heart  was  of  a  timid  frames 

And  bold  if  both  had  been,  yet  tbey 

"Against  so  many  may  not  stay.*** 

And  therefore  will  retreat  to  eeise 

A  strong  hold  on  the  banks  of  Tees; 

There  wait  a  fiivourable  hour. 

Until  Lord  Dae  re  with  his  power 

From  Na worth  comes;  and  Howard's  aid 

Bo  with  them,  openly  displayed. 


While  through  the  Host,  from  man  to 
A  rumour  of  this  purpose  ran. 
The  Standard  giving  to  the  cere 
Of  him  who  heretofore  did  bear 
That  charge,  impatient  Norton  Bought 
The  Chieflains  to  untold  his  tbonglilv 
And  thus  abruptly  spake, — **We  yield 
(And  can  it  be 7)  an  unfought  field! 
—  How  oflen  hath  the  strength  of  beaffs 
To  few  triumphantly  been  given ! 
Still  do  our  very  children  boast 
Of  mitred  Thurston,  what  a  Host 
He  conquered  If  —  Saw  we  not  the  Phtis, 
(And  flying  shall  behold  again) 
Where  fiiith  was  proved  1  ^  while  to  battle  i 
The  Standard  on  the  Sacred  Wain 
On  which  the  gray-haired  Barons  stood. 
And  the  infimt  Heir  of  Mowbray's  Uoodt 
Beneath  the  saintly  ensigrns  three. 
Stood  confident  of  victory ! 
Shall  Percy  blush,  then,  for  his  Name? 
Must  Westmoreland  be  asked  with  shams 
Whose  were  the  numbers,  where  the  IoHi 
In  that  other  day  of  Neville's  Crass  ?t 
When,  as  the  Vision  gave  commend. 
The  Prior  of  Durham  with  holy  band 
Saint  Cuthbert's  Relic  did  npreec 
Upon  the  point  of  a  lofty  spear. 


*From  the  old  Ballad. 

rSee  the  Historians  for  the  aooountof  thii 
usually  denominated  the  Battle  of  tbs 


od  deaeenAed  in  hie  power, 

Ihe  Mouka  played  in  Maiden's  Bower. 
'ould  not  at  our  nee^l  be  due 

who  war  Bgninst  tbe  Untrue ;  — 
^legates  of  H^ven  we  rise, 
:ed  the  iinpious  lo  cbastLiC) 
'e.  the  svictitJeB  of  old 

re-establiah  and  upliold."  — 

Chieb  were  bj  hii  teal  confi)iind»l, 
ird  n-aa  given  —  and  the  trumpet  sounded ; 
hmigh  the  roelancholj  Host 
NorlDit,  and  r^umed  hia  po^t. 
thought  be,  and  have  I  borne 
hnnet  raised  so  joyfuilj, 
ope  of  all  posterity, 

0  become  at  once  the  scorn 
bling  winds  as  they  go  l^, 

of  «hame  lo  tbe  sun'*  bright  eye, 

1  &ail  clouds  a  mockery  t 

pen  these  poor  eight  of  mine  would  stom ." 

I  himself,  and  half  lo  tliein 

ike,  "  would  elem,  or  quell  a  force 

mea  their  number,  man  and  borFe; 

y  their  own  BnBidpd  might, 

It  their  fiilhcr  in  their  sight, 

jt  the  cause  for  which  ihpy  fight; 

se,  which  on  a  ueedful  day 

breed  ub  thoassnds  brave  as  they." 
speaking,  he  his  reverend  head 

towards  that  itnagery  once  more: 
e  familiu  prospect  shed 
idency  imfelt  before ; 
:k  of  intimationa  vain, 
f,  and  superstitious  pain, 
a  him,  with  the  sudden  thought 
■  by  whom  the  work  was  wrought :  — 
lerefore  was  her  countenance  bright 
love  divine  and  gentle  tight! 
\d  in  paasiveness  obey, 
!r  Paith  leaned  another  way. 
rs  she  wept,  —  I  saw  them  fall, 
lieard  her  as  she  spake 
ords  lo  that  mute  Animal, 
VTiile  Doe,  in  the  hawthorn  brake; 
eeped,  but  not  for  Jesu'a  «ake, 
ron  in  tears;  —  by  her,  and  One 
Uuer  far,  we  are  undone  — 
Irotbei  wa»  it  who  assailed 
!i»der  spirit  and  prevailed. 
ier  Parent,  too,  whoee  head 

cold  grave  hath  long  been  laid, 
reason's  earliest  dawn  beguiled 
ocile,  unsuspecting  Child : 
*k  —  far  bock  my  mind  must  go 
icb  the  well-spring  of  this  woe!  — 

thus  he  brooded,  music  sweet 
ilayed  to  cheer  them  in  retreat; 
(Ktia  liitf«red  ia  tlie  rear; 

^         as 


Thought  followed  tboughl 

Of  that  unhappy  train  wi  « 

Before  him  Francis  did  a; 

"Now  when  'tis  not  you; 

Said  he.  "  in  open  field  jvn  »f   ^  .  - 

Now  that  ftvm  this  deciaii 

Your  multitude  mu<t  melt  ■» 

An  unarmed  Man  may  come  ed:  — 

To  Qsk  a  grace,  that  was  not  uiuuiud 

I^ng  as  your  hopes  were  high,  he  now 

hlaj  hither  bring  a  fearless  brow  : 

When  his  discountenance  can  do 

No  injury  —  may  come  to  you. 

Though  in  your  cause  no  part  I  bear, 

Vour  indignation  I  can  share ; 

Am  grieved  this  backward  march  lo  se^^ 

How  careless  and  disorderly '. 

I  scorn  your  Chieftains,  men  who  lead. 

And  yet  want  courage  at  their  need; 

Then  look  at  Ihem  with  open  eyes! 

Deserve  they  further  sacrifice! 

My  Father !  I  would  help  to  find 

A  place  of  shelter,  till  the  ragti 

or  cruel  mca  do  like  the  wind 

Exhaust  itself  and  sinb  lo  rest: 

Be  Brother  now  to  Brother  joined ! 

Admit  me  in  the  equipage 

Of  your  misfottunefl,  that  at  least. 

Whatever  ftie  remains  behind, 

I  may  bear  witnees  in  my  breast 

To  your  nobility  of  mind '." 

"  Thou  Enemy,  my  bane  and  blight  1 
Ohl  bold  to  fight  the  Coward's  fight 
Against  all  good"— but  why  declara, 
At  length,  the  issue  of  this  prayer! 
Or  how,  from  his  depression  raised. 
The  Father  on  his  Son  had  gazed; 
Suffice  it  that  the  Son  gave  way. 
Nor  strove  thnt  passion  to  allay. 
Nor  did  he  turn  aside  to  prove 
His  Brothers'  wisdom  or  their  love  — 
But  calmly  from  the  spot  witlidrew; 
The  like  endeavours  lo  renew. 
Should  e'er  a  kindlier  lime  ensue. 


CANTO  FOURTH. 

Pbok  cloudless  ether  looking  down, 
The  Moon,  this  tranquil  evening,  sees 
A  Camp,  and  a  beleaguered  Town, 
And  Castle  like  a  stalely  crown 
On  the  steep  rocks  of  winding  Tees;  — 
And  southward  far,  with  moors  h^twem. 
HiU-tops,  and  floods,  and  forests  green. 
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The  bright  Moon  sees  that  VBlley  small 
Where  Rylstone's  old  sequestered  Hall 
A  venerable  image  yields 
Of  quiet  to  the  neighbouring  fields ; 
While  firom  one  pillared  chimney  breathes 
The  smoke,  and  moants  in  silver  wreaths. 

—  The  courts  are  hushed;-^ for  timely  sleep 
The  Grey-hounds  to  their  kennel  creep; 
The  Peacock  in  the  broad  ash-tree 

Aloft  is  roosted  for  the  night, 
He  who  in  proud  prosperity 
Of  colours  manifold  and  bright 
Walked  round,  affronting  the  daylight; 
And  higher  still  above  the  bower, 
Where  he  is  perched,  from  yon  lone  Tower 
The  Hall-clock  in  the  clear  moonshine 
With  glittering  finger  points  at  nine. 

—  Ah !  who  could  think  that  sadness  here 
Hath  any  sway?  or  pain,  or  fearl 

A  soft  and  lulling  sound  is  heard 

Of  streams  inaudible  by  day ; 

The  garden  pool's  dark  surface,  stirred 

By  the  night  insects  in  their  play, 

Breaks  into  dimples  small  and  bright; 

A  thousand,  thousand  rings  of  light 

That  shape  themselves  and  disappear 

Almost  as  soon  as  seen:  — and  lo! 

Not  distant  far,  the  milk-white  Doe: 

The  same  fkir  Creature  who  was  nigh 

Feeding  in  tranquillity, 

When  Francis  uttered  to  the  Maid 

'His  last  words  in  the  yew-tree  shade;  — 

The  same  fkir  Creature,  who  hath  found 

Her  way  into  forbidden  ground; 

Where  now,  within  this  spacious  plot 

For  pleasure  made,  a  goodly  spot. 

With  lawns  and  beds  of  flowers,  and  shades 

Of  trellis- work  in  long  arcades. 

And  cirque  and  crescent  firamed  by  wall 

Of  close-clipt  foliage  green  and  tall. 

Converging  walks,  and  fountains  gay. 

And  terraces  in  trim  array, — 

Beneath  yon  cypress  spiring  high, 

With  pine  and  cedar  spreading  wide. 

Their  darksome  boughs  on  either  side, 

In  open  moonlight  doth  she  lie; 

Happy  as  others  of  her  kind, 

That,  far  from  human  neighbourhood, 

Range  unrestricted  as  the  wind. 

Through  park,  or  chase,  or  savaere  wcmkI. 

But  where  at  this  still  hour  is  she. 
The  consecrated  Emily? 
FiVen  while  I  speak,  behold  the  Maid 
F<merging  from  the  cedar  shade 
To  open  moonshine,  where  the  Doe 
Beneath  the  cypress-spire  is  laid; 
Like  a  patch  of  April  ^now. 


Upon  a  bed  of  herbage  greeiif 
Lingermg  in  a  woody  glade. 
Or  behind  a  rocky  screen; 
Lonely  relic !  which,  if  seen 
By  the  Shepherd,  is  passed  by 
With  an  inattentive  eye. 
—  Nor  mor^  regard  doth  she 
Upon  the  uncomplaining  Doe! 


Yet  the  meek  Creature  was  not  free, 

Erewhile,  firom  some  perplexity: 

For  thrice  hath  she  approached,  this  day. 

The  thought-bewildered  Emily; 

Endeavouring,  in  her  gentle  way. 

Some  smile  or  look  of  love  to  gain«  — 

Encouragement  to  sport  or  play; 

Attempts  which  by  the  unhappy  Maid 

Have  all  been  slighted  or  gainsaid. 

Yet  is  she  soothed :  the  viewless  breeze 

Comes  fraught  with  kindlier  sympathies: 

Ere  she  had  reached  yon  rustic  Shed 

Hung  with  late-flowering  woodbine,  spread 

Along  the  walls  and  overhead ; 

The  fragrance  of  the  breathing  flowers 

Revives  a  memory  of  tliose  hours 

When  here,  in  this  remote  Alcove, 

(While  from  the  pendent  woodbine  came 

Like  odours,  sweet  as  if  the  same) 

A  fondly-anxious  Mother  strove 

To  teach  her  salutary  fears 

And  mysteries  above  her  years. 

—  Yes,  she  is  soothed:  —  an  image  &iiit— 

And  yet  not  faint  —  a  presence  bright 

Returns  to  her;  —  'tis  that  blest  Saint 

Who  with  mild  looks  and  language  mild 

Instructed  here  her  darling  Child, 

While  yet  a  prattler  on  the  knee. 

To  worship  in  simplicity 

The  invisible  God,  and  take  for  guide 

The  faith  reformed  and  purified. 

*Tis  flown  —  the  vision,  and  the  sense 
Of  that  beguiling  influence ! 
**But  oh!  thou  Angel  from  above. 
Thou  Spirit  of  maternal  love. 
That  slnod'st  before  my  eyes,  more  cleat 
Than  Ghosts  are  fabled  to  appear 
Sent  upon  embassies  of  fear; 
Ah  thou  thy  presence  hast  to  me 
Vouchsafed,  in  radiant  ministry 
Descend  on  Francis:  —  through  the  air 
Of  this  sad  earth  to  him  repair. 
Speak  to  him  with  a  voice,  and  say, 
*  That  he  must  cast  despair  away !'  ** 


Then  from  within  the  embowered  retreat 
Where  she  had  fbtmd  a  grateful  seat. 


POEMS   OF  THE   IMAGINATION. 


-She  V 


I  go; 


1  fellow  to  ihe  wnr, 

her  fclher'a  knees ;  —  ah,  no 

ihe  insuperebie  bar, 

tjoa  hj  her  Brother  laid ; 

■  charge  —  bul  ill  obeyed  ! 

licted  all  debate, 

for  liiia  cause  or  for  tint ; 

that  would  tiim  aside 

rong  curient  of  tbeir  Tnie : 

Is  (o  ttand  and.ioml; 

ioa  la  abide 


ws,  ahe  reels  it,  and  is  cheered ; 

;r  present  pangs  are  checked. 

'  an  encient  Man  appeared, 

g  her  with  grave  respect 

smooth  walk  which  tlien  she  trod 

akmg  the  silent  lod, 

ag  her  thus  gently  spake. 

lati'a  privilege  I  take; 

e  time  —  a  woefiil  day ! 

Iter  of  affliction,  say 

I  serve  you !  point  the  way." 

ive  you,  and  may  well  be  bold : 
my  Father  have  grown  old 
ip;  — go — from  him  —  Irom  me  — 
Tert  thia  misery, 
I  I  beg;  bol  on  my  mind 
Etillnesa  is  enjoined. 
nee  oSbr  help  or  aid, 
laid; 


irbidden  to  recline 

:  upon  the  Will  divine." 

lid  the  Sofierer'a  zealous  Frieod, 
.  braake  us  till  the  end.  — 
B  wilds  is  maoy  a  den, 

persecuted  men: 

ground  is  many  a  cave, 
ly  might  lie  as  in  the  grave, 
Biorm  hath  ceased  to  rave; 
m  croes  the  river  Tweed, 

once  from  peril  freed !" 

npt  me  not!"  she  laintly  sighed; 
it  counsel  nor  exhort, — 
condition  ralicfied ; 
It  least,  may  make  report 
lefalls;  —  be  thia  your  Insk  — 
be  done; — 'tis  all  1  nsk!" 

— and  from  the  Lady's  sight 
s  of  his  age. 


Departed  promptly  as  a  Pn, 

Bound  on  some  errand  of  <i  ' 

—  The  noble  Francis — ^wh 

Thought  he,  may  hava  the  ise: 

With  hopes  in  tenderness  i 

L'narmed  he  fallowed  to  thi 

Him  will  1  seek:  tlie  insut 

-Are  now  besieging  Baruaro  si  — 

"  Grant  that  the  Moon  which  sh  nis  night 

May  guiile  them  tn  a  prudent  '." 

But  quick  the  turns  of  chance  and  change, 
And  knowledge  has  a  narrow  range ; 
Whence  idle  fears,  and  needless  pain. 
And  wishes  blind,  and  efforts  vain.  — 
Their  flight  the  feir  Moon  may  not  see; 
For,  from  mid-heacen,  already  she 
Hath  witnessed  their  captivity. 
8he  saw  the  desperate  assault 
Upon  that  hostile  castle  made ;  — 
But  dark  and  dismal  is  the  Vault 
Where  Norton  aiul  his  sons  are  laid ! 
Disastrous  issue!  —  he  had  said, 
"This  night  yoa  haughty  Towers  must  yield, 
Or  we  for  ever  quit  the  Geld. 

—  Neville  is  utterly  dismayed. 
For  promise  fails  of  Howard's  aid; 
And  Dacre  to  our  call  replies 
That  he  is  unprepared  to  rise. 

My  heart  is  sick;  —  this  weary  pause 

Must  needs  be  fttal  to  the  cause. 

The  breach  is  open  — on  the  Well. 

This  night,  the  Banner  shall  be  planted !" 

— 'T  was  done  —  his  Sons  were  with  him  —  all ; 

They  bt^lt  him  round  with  heortH  undaunted 

And  others  follow;  —  Sire  and  Son 

Leap  down  into  the  court  —  "'Tis  won" 

They  shout  aloud  — but  Heaven  decreed 

Another  close 

To  that  brave  deed 
Which  struck  with  terror  friends  and  foes  I 
The  friend  shrinks  back  — the  foe  riwroils 
Prom  Norton  and  his  filial  band; 
But  they,  now  caught  within  the  toils. 
Against  a.  thousand  cannot  stand ;  — 
The  foe  from  numbers  coiiruge  drew. 
And  overpowered  that  gallant  few. 
"  A  rescue  for  the  Standard !"  cried 
The  Father  from  within  the  walls: 
But,  see,  the  sacred  Standard  ftUs  !  — 
Confusion  through  the  Camp  spread  wide; 
Some  fled  —  and  some  their  fears  detained* 
But  ere  the  Moon  had  sunk  to  rest 
In  her  pale  chambers  of  the  West, 
Of  Ihat  t«8h  levy  mtughl  remained 
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CANTO  FIFTH. 

High  oq  a  point  of  nigged  ground 
Among  the  wastes  of  Rylstone  FelU 
Above  the  loftiest  ridge  or  mound 
Where  Foresters  or  Shepherds  dwell. 
An  Edifice  of  warlike  frame 
Stands  single  (Norton  Tower  its  name)  ;* 
It  fronts  all  quarters,  and  looks  roond 
0*er  path  and  road,  and  plain  and  dell. 
Dark  moor,  and  gleam  of  pool  and  stream. 
Upon  a  prospect  without  bound. 

The  summit  of  this  bcJd  ascent. 
Though  bleak  and  bare,  and  seldom  free 
As  Pendle-hill  or  Pennygent 
From  wind,  or  frost,  or  vapours  wet. 
Had  often  heard  the  sound  of  glee 
When  there  the  youthful  Nortons  meU 
To  practise  games  and  archery: 
How  proud  and  happy  they !  the  crowd 
Of  Lookers-on  how  pleased  and  proud ! 
And  from  the  scorching  noon-tide  sun, 
From  showers,  or  when  the  prize  was  woo. 
They  to  the  Watch-tower  did  repair, 
C(Hnmodious  Pleasure-house!  and  there 
Would  mirth  run  round,  with  generous  &re; 
And  the  stern  old  Lord  of  Rylstone-ball, 
He  was  the  proudest  of  them  all ! 

But  now,  his  Child,  with  anguish  pale. 
Upon  the  height  walks  to  and  fro; 
*T  is  well  that  she  hath  heard  the  tale. 
Received  the  bitterness  of  woe : 
For  she  had  hoped,  had  hoped  and  feared. 
Such  rights  did  feeble  nature  claim; 
And  oft  her  steps  had  hither  steered. 
Though  not  unconscious  of  self-blame ; 
For  she  her  brother's  charge  revered, 
His  farewell  words;  and  by  the  same. 
Yea,  by  her  brother's  very  name. 
Had,  in  her  solitude,  been  cheered. 


*  It  it  to  called  to  this  dajr,  and  is  thus  described  by  Dr.  Whi^ 
aker :  —  **  Rylstone  Fell  yet  exhibits  a  monument  of  the  old 
warikre  between  the  Nortons  and  CliflbrdB.  On  a  point  of 
very  high  ground,  commanding  an  immense  prospect,  and  pro- 
tected by  two  deep  ravines,  are  the  remains  of  a  square  tower, 
expressly  said  by  IXxlsworth  to  have  been  built  by  Richard 
Norton.  The  walls  are  of  strong  g^>u^work,  about  four  feet 
thick.  It  seems  to  have  been  three  stories  high.  Breaches  have 
been  industriously  made  in  all  the  sides,  almost  to  the  ground, 
to  render  it  untenable. 

**  But  Norton  Tower  was  probably  a  sort  of  pleasure-house 

in  summer,  as  there  are,  adjoining  to  it,  several  large  mounds, 

two  of  them  are  pretty  entire.)  of  which  no  other  account 

can  be  given  than  that  they  were  batta  for  large  companies  of 

archers. 

**  The  place  is  savagely  wild,  and  admirably  adapted  to  the 
mmoi  ^  watcfa-lDwer/' 


She  turned  to  him,  who  with  liis  ej8 
Was  watching  her  whfle  oo  the  hefglil 
She  sate,  or  wandered  reflHeasly, 
O'erburthened  by  her  0onaw*8  weight; 
To  him  who  this  dire  news  had  told 
And  now  beside  the  Mourner  slood; 
(That  gray-haired  Man  of  gentle  blood. 
Who  with  her  Father  had  grown  old 
In  friendship,  riTal  Honten  they. 
And  fellow  Warriors  in  their  day) 
To  Rylstone  he  the  tidings  broogfat; 
Then  on  this  place  the  Maid  had  aou^hC: 
And  told,  as  gently  as  ooold  he. 
The  end  of  that  ssd  Tragedy, 
Which  it  had  been  his  lot  to  see 

To  him  the  Lady  turned;  ^'Yoa  said 
That  Francis  lives,  Ae  is  not  deadr* 

**Your  noble  Brother  hath  been  spared. 
To  take  his  life  they  bad  not  dared; 
On  him  and  on  his  high  endeavour 
The  light  of  praise  shall  shine  for  e?er! 
Nor  did  he  (such  Heaven's  will)  in  vain 
His  solitary  course  maintain: 
Not  vainly  struggled  in  the  might 
Of  duty,  seeing  with  clear  sight; 
He  was  their  comfort  to  the  last. 
Their  joy  till  every  pang  was  paat. 

**I  witnessed  when  to  York  they  came — 
What,  Lady,  if  their  feet  were  tied ; 
They  might  deserve  a  good  Bian*s  Uame; 
But,  marks  of  infamy  and  shame, 
Tliese  were  their  triumph,  these  their  pridt 
Nor  wanted  *roid  the  pressing  crowd 
Deep  feeling,  that  found  utterance  loud, 
'  Lo,  Francis  comes,*  there  were  who  cnedk 
'A  Prisoner  once,  but  now  set  free! 
*Tis  well,  for  he  the  worst  defied 
For  sake  of  natural  Piety ; 
He  rose  not  in  this  quarrel,  he 
His  Father  and  his  Brothers  wooed. 
Both  for  their  own  and  (Country's  good. 
To  rest  in  peace  —  he  did  divide 
He  parted  from  them;  but  at  their  aide 
Now  walks  in  unanimity  — 
Then  peace  to  cruelty  and  soom. 
While  to  the  prison  they  are  home. 
Peace,  peace  to  all  indignity!* 


^  And  so  in  Prison  were  they  laid 
Oh  hear  me,  hear  me,  gentle  Maid, 
For  I  am  come  with  power  to  bleaa, 
By  scattering  gleams,  through  year 
Of  a  redeeming  happiness. 
Me  did  a  reverent  pity  move 
And  privilege  of  ancient  -love ; 


*-1*OEMS  OF  THE 


IMAGINATION. 


that 


bold  — 

Btrong-hold. 


her  gave  me  cordial  greeting; 

purposes,  that  burned 
>,  instsnlly  returned  — 
mmanding  uid  enlrealing. 

We  need  not  ilop,  my  Son '. 

end  what  is  began ; 
r  which  I  do  not  tear 

to  any  living'  ear.' 
Francis  he  renewed 

more  calmly  thua  pursued. 

lis  our  enlprpriie  hare  sped, 

le  and  di'Cp  the  Land  had  seen, 

iQ  from  Ihq  dead, 

le  of  immortal  green ; 

me  Altars  would  have  blaznl 

when  cloude  are  rolled  away  ; 

)  all  eyea  Chat  pited, 

the  Rood  had  been  uprsieed 
its  arms,  sod  stand  fbt  aye. 
,  bad  I  survived  to  see 
1  Bolton  Priory; 
restored,  the  eye  of  Truth 
Ihat  inspired  my  youth  j 

in  her  pomp  armyed; 
r  (ftir  Bucb  vow  I  made) 
he  consecrated  breast 
le  Temple  have  found  rest: 
self  have  hung  it  high, 
f  of  glad  victory ! 

'  of  such  thought  remains 
lis  and  and  pensive  Time; 
incy  yet  sastaina 
Being  —  bids  me  climb 
last— one  effort  more 
y  Faith,  if  not  restore. 

n,"  BBtd  he,  *  while  I  impart, 

e  last  wish  of  my  hear^ 

□er  strive  thou  to  regain ; 

endeavour  be  not  vain, 
whom  if  not  to  thee 
lonely  thought  consign  ^  — 

loltoQ  Priory, 

DO  Saint  Mnry'a  shrine, — 

n  the  snn  and  breeze 

lecayiog'  Sanctities. 

L  least  the  gift  be  iMd, 

ny  there  diaplnyed ; 

bat  with  no  selli^  aim, 
Faith  and  Chriat's  dear  name, 

k  brow  though  while, 

place  in  all  men's  eight; 

ap  this  beiDleoua  Drood 

rivaJIed  Brotherhood, 


And  turned  awny  trom  tli  i 

And  left  — but  be  the  re«l  i.. 

The  name  untouched,  the  l        id,- 

My  wish  is  knovni,  and  I 

Now  promise,  grant  this  or,t  itnjui^H 

This  dying  prayer,  and  be  ihou  blest !" 

"  Then  Francis  answered  fervently, 
'If  God  so  will,  the  same  shall  be.' 

"  Immed Lately,  this  solemn  word 

Thus  scarcely  given,  a  noise  waa  heard. 

And  OIGccrs  appeared  in  elate 

To  lend  the  Prisoners  io  their  fete. 

They  rose,  oh!   wherefore  should  1  fear 

To  tell,  or,  Lady,  you  lo  hear! 

They  rose  —  embraces  none  were  given  — 

They  stood  like  trees  when  earth  and  heaven 

Are  calm;  they  knew  each  other's  worth. 

And  reverently  the  Band  went  forth : 

They  met,  when  they  hsd  reached  the  door. 

The  Banner,  which  a  Soldier  bore. 

One  marshalled  thus  with  base  intent 

That  he  in  scorn  might  go  before. 

And,  holding  up  this  monument, 

Conduct  them  to  their  punishment; 

So  cruel  Susaex,  unrestrained 

By  human  feeling,  had  ordained. 

The  unhappy  Banner  Francis  saw. 

And,  with  a  look  of  calm  command 

Inspiring  universal  awa 

He  look  it  from  the  Soldier's  hand; 

And  all  the  people  that  were  round 

ConliriQed  the  deed  in  pence  profound. 

—  High  transport  did  the  Father  shod 

Upon  his  Son  —  and  they  were  led, 

Led  on,  and  yielded  up  their  breath. 

Together  died,  a  happy  death  '. 

But  Francis,  soon  as  he  had  braved 

This  insult,  and  the  Banner  saved. 

That  moment,  from  among  llic  tide 

Of  the  spectators  occupied 

Imiration  or  dismay. 
Bore  unobserved  his  Charge  away." 

These  things,  which  thus  had  is  the  sight 
And  hearing  passed  of  him  who  atood 
With  Emily,  on  the  Watch-tower  height. 
In  Rylstooe's  woeful  neighbourhood. 
He  told  ;  and  oftentimes  with  voice 
or  power  lo  comfort  or  rejoice  ; 
For  deepest  sorrows  that  aspire. 
Go  high,  no  transport  ever  higher. 
"  Yet,  yet  in  this  affliction,"  said 
The  old  Man  to  the  silent  Maid, 

Vet,   Lady!  heaven  is  good — the  nl^ 
Showa  yet  a  Star  which  is  most  bright; 
Your  Brother  lives  — he  lives  — is  come 
Perhaps  already  to  his  home ; 
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drear  J  place. 

Such  conflict  lon«  did  he  muntun 

[Biitle  pace. 

Within  himself;  and  finind  no  r«t; 

lifted  look. 

Calm  liberty  be  could  not  guia; 

■y  she  took.  — 

His  own  life  into  danger  bitngbt 

By  this  nd  burden— even  that  thnigl 

Exciting  self-euspicion  moog, 

0  SIXTH. 

Swayed  the  btsve  man  tu  his  wrong. 

»  !  —  Joyful  chwr 

And  how,  untea  it  were  the  aeuB 

Btion, 

Of  all-disposing  Providence. 

indiiniBimn, 

Its  will  intelligibly  shown, 

he  doleful  Cily : 

Finds  he  the  banner  m  hi*  batid. 

i^t  could  hear 

Without  a  thought  to  soch  intent. 

Or  conscious  effiut  of  his  own ; 

naoced  fiirewcll 

And  no  ohBttuctioo  to  prevent. 

r  from  pity  ] 
then  a  knell 

His  Father's  wish,  and  hurt  commutd 

And,  thus  beset,  he  heaved  a  sigh ; 

If-opened  Flowrr! 

one  hour ! 

ncis!    ThoughiB  of  love 

To  Emily  in  the  yew-tree  idiade : 

B  Sister  dear 

He  sighed,  submitting  to  the  power. 

inged  D(>vp  ; 

The  mi^ht  of  liiat  prot^etic  hour. 

"No  choice  is  left,  the  deed  is  mine' 

d  he  appcnr. 
for  westward  ftpt 

Dead  are  they,  dead !  —  And  I  will  g 

And,  for  their  sakes,  come  wed  or  w< 

rk  he  pant : 

Will  lay  the  Relic  m  the  shrine." 

in  his  hand. 

i  from  ei^iit. 

1,  in  open  (lijiht. 

He  went,  and  traversed  plain  and  hill 

jIs  or  leads. 

And  up  the  vale  of  Wharf  his  way 

on  ;  —  nor  hcnis 

Pursued;  —  and,  on  Uie  second  day. 

>e  Villages, 

He  reached  a  summit  whence  his  eye 

cruelties 

Could  see  the  Tower  of  Bolton  rise. 

brce. 

There  Francis  for  a  moment's  space 

Hit  remorse. 

Made  halt  — but  hark!  a  noise  bebinc 

not  as   hp  fled; 

Of  hoisemen  at  an  eager  pace  ! 

learl  wiw  dead. 

He  heard,  and  with  misgiving  mind. 

blank  awp. 

— 'Tis  Sir  George  Bowes  who  leads  U 

ar  itronf : 
hich  hu  m«F. 

They  come,  by  cruel  Sussex  eenl; 

Who.  when  the  Nortona  from  the  ban 

09  he  swept  along,— 
his  hand ! 
■udden  stand. 

How  Francis  had  the  Banner  cUimed, 

And  with  that  charge  had  disappeared 

one  betnyed: 

By  all  the  standers-by  revered. 

what  promise  made  ? 

His  whole  bold  carriage  (which  bad  q 

int  i  'to  what  end 

Thus  fiir  the  Oppoeer,  and  repelled 

ion  tend. 

All  censure,  enterprise  so  bright 

-Can  he  go 

That  even  tod  men  had  vainly  striven 

ent  rf  woe, 

here,  &  right 

Was  then  reviewed,  and  prompt  word  g 

Country's  eight? 

That  to  what  place  soever  fled 

deem  the  change 

He  ahouid  be  seited.  alive  or  dead. 

perverse  and  atrangc? 

,  when!  must  she, 

y. 

The  troop  of  horae  have  gained  the  heif 

ect  see! 

Where  Francis  stood^pen  ngbt. 

win  iiiin  mund  —  "Behold  the  proof, 

the  Eosign  in  his  hand : 
not  aTm,  he  walked  aloof: 
ijl— to  Bsve  his  Father's  Land;  — 

Traitor  of  them  all  ia  be, 
itor  dark  and  cowardly !" — 

no  Traitor,"  Francis  eaid, 
gh  this  unhappy  fl'eigbt  I  bear^ 
kens  me,  mj  heart  bath  bled 

ia  weak — but  you,  beware. 
I  a  Euflering  Spirit  wrong, 
:  Bclf-rcproBches  are  too  strong- !" 
)  be  from  the  beaten  road 
ted  tow'rds  a  brake  of  thorn, 

like  a  place  of  'vantaga  showed ; 
lere  ilood  bravely  though  Ibrlom. 
Ulefence  with  warlike  brow 
od,  —  nor  weapoolew  was  now; 
m  a  Soldier's  hand  had  snatched 
iT,  —  aad  with  his  eyes  he  watched 
motiono,  turning  round  and  round:  — 
»kcr  hand  the  Banner  held ; 
.roight,  by  ravage  zeal  impelledi 
nisbcd  a  Pikcnmn,  as  if  he, 
ilhout  harsh  indignity, 

seize  the  same;  —  instinctively  — 
ite  Ihe  Oflender — with  his  lance 
nncia  from  tho  brake  advance; 
on  behind,  a  Ireoeberous  wound 
ing  brought  hira  to  tlio  groand, 
tal  stroke:  —  oh  grief  to  [ell! 
ihQ^  the  noble  Fnncis  fell: 
did  he  lie  of  breath  forsaken; 
knoer  ftom  his  grasp  waa  taken, 
3nie  exultingly  away; 
le  Body  waa  left  on  the  ground  where  ii 

aya,  as  many  nights,  he  slept 

DDOOticed,  and  unwept; 

that  time  distress  and  fear 
Kd  the  CouDtry  lar  and  near; 
lird  day.  One,  who  chanced  to  pass, 

him  stretched  upon  the  gran, 
lie  Forester  waa  be, 
*  the  Norton  Tenantry ; 
8  bad  heard  that  by  a  Train 
nemen  Francis  had  been  slain, 
was  he  tranUed — for  the  Msn 
-ecogniied  hie  pallid  &ce; 
>  the  nearest  Huts  he  ran, 
illed  the  People  to  the  place. 
r  desolate  is  Rylstooe-hall ! 
T«s  the  instant  thought  of  all; 
'  the  kneiy  I^ly  there 

be,  this  sight  she  cannot  bear  ■ 
Iwagfat  the  Forester  expressed ; 
I  wen  swayed,  and  deemed  it  best 


That,  if  tlie  Priest  should  -m 

And  join  himself  to  their  , 
Then,  they,  for  Christian  pn        i 
In  holy  ground  a  grave  wouiu  uUin 
That  straightway  buried  he  should  k 
In  the  Church-yard  of  the  Priory. 

Apart,  Boroe  little  epace,  was  mode 

The  grave  where  Francis  must  be  laid. 

In  no  conliision  or  neglect 

This  did  they,  —  but  in  pure  respect 

Tint  he  was  bom  of  gentle  Blood; 

And  that  there  was  no  ncigbbouihood 

Of  kindred  for  him  in  that  ground : 

So  to  the  Churchyard  they  are  bound, 

Hearing  the  Body  on  a  bier 

In  decency  and  butnhle  cheer 

And  pealms  are  sung  with  holy  sound. 

But  Emily  hath  raised  her  head, 

And  is  agnin  di^juieted ; 

She  must  behold!  —  so  many  gone, 

Where  is  the  solitary  One  I 

And  fortli  from  Rylalone-hal!  stepped  she,  — 

To  seek  her  Brother  forth  ahc  went. 

And  tremblingly  her  course  she  bent 

Tow'rd  Bolton's  ruined  Priory. 

She  comes,  and  in  the  Vale  hath  heard 

The  Funeral  dirge; — she  aees  the  knot 

Of  people,  seps  them  in  'iie  spot  — 

And  darting  like  a  wounded  Bird 

She  reached  the  grave,  and  with  her  breast 

Upon  the  ground  received  the  rest, — 

The  consummatioa,  the  whole  ruth 

And  sorrow  of  this  final  troth ! 


CANTO  SEVENTH. 

Taotr  Spirit,  whoee  angelic  hand 
Waa  to  the  Harp  a  strong  command, 
Called  the  submissive  strings  to  wako 
In  glory  for  this  Maiden's  sake. 
Say,  Spirit!  whither  hath  she  fled 
To  hide  her  poor  afflicted  headi 
What  mighty  forest  in  its  gloom 
Enfolds  herl  —  is  a  rifted  tomb 
Withb  the  Wilderness  her  seat' 
Some  island  which  the  wild  waves  beat 
Is  that  the  Sufferer's  last  retreat  1 
Or  some  aspiring  rock,  that  shrouds 
Its  perilous  front  in  mists  and  clouds  T 
Higb-climbing  rock — low  sunless  dale — 
Sea — desert  — what  do  these  availl 
Oh  take  her  angnish  and  her  fears 
Into  a  deep  recea  of  yean! 


844 


WORDSWORTH'S  POETICAL  WORKS 


*Ti8  done; — despoil  and  desolation 
O'er  Rylstone's  fair  domain  hare  blown  *; 
The  walks  and  pools  neglect  hath  sown 
With  weeds ;  th^  bowers  are  overthrown* 
Or  have  given  way  to  slow  mutation, 
While,  in  their  ancient  habitation 
The  Norton  name  hath  been  unknown. 
The  lordly  Mansion  of  its  pride 
Is  stripped;  the  ravage  hath  spread  wide 
vThrough  park  and  field,  a  perishing 
That  mocks  the  gladness  of  the  Spring ! 
And  with  this  silent  gloom  agreeing 
There  is  a  joyless  human  Being, 
Of  aspect  such  as  if  the  waste 
Were  under  her  dominion  placed: 
Upon  a  primrose  bank,  her  throne 
Of  quietness,  she  sits  alone ; 
There  seated,  may  this  Maid  be  seen. 
Among  the  ruins  of  a  wood, 
Erewhile  a  covert  bright  and  green. 
And  where  full  many  a  brave  Tree  stood* 
That  used  to  spread  its  boughs,  and  ring 
With  the  sweet  Bird's  carolling. 
Behold  her,  like  a  Virgin  Queen, 
Neglecting  in  imperial  state 
These  outward  images  of  &te. 
And  carrying  inward  a  serene 
And  perfect  sway,  through  many  a  thought 
Of  chance  and  change,  that  hath  been  brought 
To  the  subjection  of  a  holy. 
Though  stem  and  rigorous,  melancholy! 
The  like  authority,  with  grace 
Of  awflilnesB,  is  in  her  face,  — 
There  hath  she  fixed  it;  yet  it  seems 
To  o'ershadow  by  no  native  right 
That  face,  which  cannot  lose  the  gleams, 
liose  utterly  the  tender  gleams 
Of  gentleness  and  meek  delight, 
And  loving-kindness  ever  bright : 


*  Aller  the  attainder  of  Richard  NoitoD,  hit  eetatei  were  for- 
feited to  the  crown,  where  they  remained  till  the  8d  or  3d  of 
James ;  they  were  then  granted  to  Francis,  Earl  of  Cumber- 
land.**  From  an  accurate  survey  made  at  that  time,  several 
particulars  have  been  extracted  by  Dr.  W.  It  appears  that  the 
mansion-house  was  then  in  decay.  Immediately  adjoining  is  a 
close,  called  the  Vivery,  so  called,  undoubtedly,  fiom  the 
French  Vivier,  or  modem  Latin  Vivariom ;  for  there  are  near 
the  house  large  remains  of  a  pleanure-ground.  such  as  were 
introduced  in  the  earlier  port  of  Elixabeth*s  time,  with  topiaiy 
works,  lish-ponds,  an  island,  &c.  The  whole  township  was 
ranged  by  an  hundred  and  thirty  red  doer,  the  property  of  the 
Lord,  which,  together  with  the  wood,  had.  afler  the  attainder 
of  Mr.  Norton,  been  committed  to  Sir  Stephen  Tempest  The 
wood,  it  seems,  had  been  abandoned  to  depredations,  before 
which  time  it  appears  that  the  neighbourhood  must  have  exhi- 
bited a  forest-like  and  sylvan  scene.  In  this  survey,  among  the 
old  tenants,  is  mentioned  one  Richard  Kitchen,  butler  to  Mr. 
JVdMoo,  who  rose  in  rebellion  with  his  master,  and  was  executed 
ai  Ripoa. 


Such  is  her  sovereign  mien:— Imt  dms 
(A  vest  with  woollen  cincture  tied* 
A  hood  of  motmtain-wool  nndyed) 
Is  homely, — fashioned  to  exprass 
A  wandering  Pilgrim's  hunbleness. 

And  she  hath  wandered,  long  and  &rt 
Beneath  the  light  of  sun  and  star ; 
Hath  roamed  in  tronble  and  in  grie£ 
Driven  forward  like  a  withered  Iea( 
Yea  like  a  Ship  at  random  blown 
To  distant  places  and  unknown. 
But  now  she  dares  to  seek  a. haven 
Among  her  native  wilds  of  Craven ; 
Hath  seen  again  her  Father's  Roo( 
And  put  her  fortitude  to  proof; 
The  mighty  sorrow  hath  been  borae» 
And  she  is  thoroughly  fiirlom: 
Her  soul  doth  in  itself  stand  &stt 
Sustained  by  memory  of  the  past 
And  strength  of  Reason ;  held  above 
The  infirmities  of  nx)rtal  love ; 
Undaunted,  lofty,  calm,  and  ttaUet 
And  awfiilly  impenetrable. 

And  so  —  beneath  a  mouldered  tree, 

A  self-surviving  leafless  Oak, 

By  unregarded  age  from  stroke 

Of  ravage  saved — sate  Emily. 

There  did  she  rest,  with  head  reclined, 

Herself  most  like  a  stately  Flower, 

(Such  have  I  seen)  whom  chance  of  birth 

Hath  separated  from  its  kind. 

To  live  and  die  in  a  shady  bower. 

Single  on  the  gladsome  earth. 

When,  with  a  noise  like  distant  thunder, 

A  troop  of  Deer  came  sweeping  by ; 

And,  suddenly,  behold  a  wonder! 

For,  of  that  band  of  rushing  Deer, 

A  single  One  in  mid  career 

Hath  stopped,  and  fixed  his  large  lull  eye 

Upon  the  Lady  Emily, 

A  Doe  most  beautiful,  clear^white, 

A  radiant  Creature,  silver-bright ! 

Thus  checked,  a  little  while  it  stayed; 
A  little  thoughtfiil  pause  it  made; 
And  then  advanced  with  stealth-like  pace, 
Drew  sofUy  near  her  —  and  more  near 
Stopped  once  again;  —  but,  as  no  trace 
Was  found  of  any  thing  to  fear. 
Even  to  her  feet  the  Creature  came. 
And  laid  its  head  upon  her  knee. 
And  looked  into  the  Lady*s  &c<^ 
A  look  of  pure  benignity, 
And  fond  unclouded  memory; 
\V  \v  xJwsQkvJv^.  EnvvlY^  the 
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Doc  or  other  years ! 
ding  look  the  ladj  viewed, 
her  giiEhio^  thoughts  subdiieil, 
ed  into  tears— 
if  te&rs,  that  flowed  apace, 
I  happy  Creature's  Tace. 

eot  ever  blest !  O  Pair ! 

if  HeaveD,  Heaven's  choicest  care, 

1  for  you  o  precious  greeting, 

B  bounteous,  fruitful  meeting, 
■e  they,  and  the  sylvan  Doe 
depart!  can  aha  Ibri^^o, 
y,  ooce  her  piayfiil  Peer, 

her  sainted  Mistren  dear  T 

not  Emily  receive 
;]y  Chronicler  of  Ihtnge 
It.  delights  and  sorrowing? 
Sei«t<  will  not  she  believe 
nise  in  that  speaking  face, 
J  this  gift  of  Heaven  with  grace  I 

',  the  Grttl  of  a  re-union 

'as  to  teem  with  high  communion, 

■  of  balmy  April  weather. 

Tied  ia  the  wood  together. 

!D,  ere  &lt  of  evening  dew, 

I  this  sylvan  haunt  withdrew, 

ite  Doe  tracked  with  faittiful  pace 

y  to  her  Dwelling-place ; 

ik  where,  on  paternal  ground, 

lion  she  bad  (bunt), 

Iter  of  whoee  humble  board 

oed  her  IVtber  for  hia  Lord ; 

y  tufted  treei  defended, 

tylatooe  Brook  with  Wharf  is  bleuded. 

mily  by  oMraing  light 
ftb,  the  Doe  was  there  in  sighL 
nk:  —  with  one  frail  shock  of  pain, 
and  followed  by  a  prayer, 
beboU — saw  once  again; 

II  Ae  not,  she  feels,  will  bear;-' 
veaoever  she  looked  round, 

waa  trouble-haunted  ground, 
the  Snfierar  deem  it  good 
X  again  this  neighbourhood 
I.  —  Unwooed,  yet  unforbidden, 
ite  Doe  followed  up  the  Vale, 
lother  Cottage — hidden 
eep  fi>rk  of  Amerdale ;  • 
«  may  Emily  restore 
in  epots  uneeen  before. 


(he  eiuamily  of  the  parijh  of  Burrusl,  ihe  vi 
'  forks  off  into  two  greal  branchea.  ana  of  w 
•  nama  of  WharTdals,  to  Ihe  Bource  of  ihe  ri 
ia  DSBallr  called  Litlondale,  bui  more  ancic 
rty,  Amwdala.  Dam-brook,  which  runa  elon 
•Uay  from  the  N.  W.,  ia  derived  from  a  Tvui 
■ifyiiig  coocealmeni."  —  Da.  Whiiiiuk. 
ST 


Why  tell  of  mossy  took,  or  t; 

By  lurking  Dembrooh's  patblea 

Haunts  of  a  strengthening  amily 

Thnt  calmed  her,  clieered,  and  fortified ! 

For  she  hath  ventured  now  to  read 

l.>f  time,  and  place,  and  thought,  and  deed, 

Eiidlesa  history  that  lies 

In  her  silent  Follower's  eyes  [ 

Who  with  a  power  lilie  human  Reaaoa 

Discerns  t!ie  favourable  eeaeoa. 

Skilled  to  approach  or  to  retire, — 

From  looks  conceiving  hor  deaire. 

From  look,  dcportmeDl,  voicB,  or  mieni 

That  vary  to  the  heart  withia 

If  phe  loo  passionately  wreathed 

Her  amis,  or  over-dee  ply  breathed, 

Walked  quick  or  slowly,  every  mood 

In  ila  degree  was  understood  ; 

Then  well  may  their  accord  be  true, 

And  kindly  interconrse  ensue. 

—  Oh!  furely  'twas  a  gentle  rousing 
When  she  by  sudden  glimpse  espied 

The  White  Doo  on  the  mountain  browsing. 

Or  in  the  meadow  wondered  wide! 

How  pleniied,  when  down  the  Straggler  sank 

Beside  her.  on  some  Eunny  bank  ! 

How  soothed,  when  in  thick  bower  enclosedt 

They  like  a  nested  Pair  reposed ! 

Pair  Vision !  when  it  crossed  the   Maid 

Willi  in  Slime  rocky  cavern  kid, 

The  dark  cave's  portal  gliding  by. 

White  aa  whitest  clood  on  high, 

Floating  through  an  azure  aky. 

—  What  now  is  left  for  pain  or  fear! 
That  Presence,  dearer  and  more  dear, 
Did  now  a  very  gladnera  yield 

At  morning  to  the  dewy  field, 
While  tliey,  side  by  side,  were  straying 
And  the  Shepherd's  pipe  was  playing; 
And  with  a  deeper  peace  endued 
The  hour  of  moonlight  solitude. 

With  her  Companion,  in  such  frame 

Of  mind,  to  Rylslona  back  she  cams; 

And,  wandering  through  tha  wasted  grovea. 

Received  the  memory  of  old  Lores, 

Undisturbed  and  undistrest. 

Into  a  soul  which  now  was  blest 

With  a  eoft  spring-day  of  holy, 

Mild,  delicious,  melancholy; 

Not  Bunlesa  gloom  or  unenlightened, 

But  by  tender  bncies  brightened. 

When  the  Bells  oT  Rylatone  played 
Their  Sabbath  murac— "9ob  u*  agbtr* 


•  On  one  of  ihe  bslli  of  Rjrlrioos  cfaorch.  which  nana  cnanl 
wilta  (he  buiUii^  oT  tba  tower,  b  thii  cypbv,  3.  It.  &r  Joba 

Norton.  Bnd  tbs  OtMo.  'W<4  a^' 
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lejr  seemed  to  ipeak; 

S-1  h>'iiii:rrul  Ihp  Fpiitlen  Thtmll 

■.h  I  ween 

{.\  Ir.ii'ly  yiningling  white  aa  fcam 

lis  be  seen, 

TliHi  II  Hiii'  bfoiijht  to  RylsMw-b 

:r<ind«re-<  lumf ; 

Tier  youti^-^t  Brother  led  it  boms. 

dy  meek 

The  youngpst,  then  ■  Instf  Bn^. 

reod  the  etma. 

Brought  heme  the  priie— and  wit 

itcd  at  tlmt  dny-. 

d  cban^  was  wrought 

But  most  to  Bolton's  Ncred  Pile, 

ae  Bbe  thought. 

On  favourhiK  ni^ta.  ahe  loved  to 

eeemed  to  atr. 

There  ranged  thnrngh  cloister,  coo 

,g  m  the  shade. 

Aucnded  by  the  aofl-paced  Doe; 

ct  ttt  Hftc;" 

Nor  feared  ahe  in  the  atiU  nxnotfa 

•  glul  to  bear 

To  look  upon  Saint  Marj-a  ahrine; 

:Ui«l  prayer. 

Nor  on  the  lonely  turf  that  rtraww 

Where  Francis  slept  in  hia  last  tl 

I's  firmest  power; 

For  that  she  came;  then  oft  tai 

^w  at  hiT  side 

Nortan  Tower, 

And,  when  she  from  the  abyv  reti 

d  her  lur  anil  wiJei 

Of  thought,  ahe  neither  sbnuill  Doi 

s,  — all  ia  Ftilled,— 

Was  hnppy  that  ahe  lifed  to  sieel 

led  her  heart; 

itmied, 

In  love  and  pity  at  her  feet; 

.ina  her  part! 

How  happy  in  ita  turn  to  meet 

worda  havo  failed; 

That  recognition!  the  mild  glance 

om  prevailed; 

BeamfJ  from  that  gracioua  countei 

ill  hereto 

Communication,  like  the  ray 

Paitnor  left; 

Of  a  new  morning,  to  the  nature 

lat  disproves 

her,  and  Iotr. 

do  nut  fnll 

A  mortal  Song  we  frame,  by  don< 

ine,  or  all ; 

Encoumgcd  of  celestial  power ; 

mes  doth  she  woi-p. 

Power  which  the  Tiewleas  Spirit  al 

oul'a  sort  sleep; 

iiy  u-hom  we  were  fint  viaited; 

cbwh  desci'nd 

Whose  voice  we  heard,  wfaoae  ban 

ivjng  Frieml. 

Swept  like  a  breexe  the  conscious 

When,  left  in  solitude,  erewhile 

Iieir  mutual  lot, 

We  Btiod  before  thia  mined  Pile 

savage  spnt ! 

red  hold 

Sang  in  this  presence  kindred  thet 

laoirold  — 
jfore  her  sight. 

Through  human  hearts,  and  pteaan 

this  height. 

Dead  — hut  lo  live  again  on  Earth, 

led  Pount!* 

A  second  and  yet  nobler  birth; 

first  wiis  found. 

Dire  overthrow,  and  yet  how  high 

The  re-afcent  in  aancUty ! 

hy  Dr.HhmkEr:--On  Iho  idain 

From  fair  to  fairer  day  by  day 

A  more  divine  and  loftier  way! 

ID  ilio  N.E.  oimrr  oT  ibe  lon-pr. 

Even  such  this  blessed  Pilgrim  tra 

epp  ciPn,    From  ihis  giro,  a  dilch. 

By  sorrow  lifted  tnw'rda  her  God ; 

.  mill  Kiuih  to  nnuther  deep  and 

.  nml  W.  where  ilic  haiiki  ora  very 

Uplifted  to  the  purest  sky 

ch  KBiiin.!. 

Her  own  thoughts  loved  she;  and  • 

r  Hip  St-uIIinh  Raider,  it  appears 

A  dear  look  to  her  lowly  Friend,- 

iei-u,&c.  WDmfu  Tmni  lieing  un- 

td.     Tlio  iiriiii'inlp  uT  ihem  wn 
iiJiwf-lniFi.      On  Ihi-  Jwliviiy  or 

iii'IrI  itnirly  Irvnl  wilh  ths 
In  high  wilhin,  thnt  wiUioiit  wingi 
pi  Iha  opponledirMtion.    Cars  was 


probably  taken  thai  ll 
feed  ihnn  tha  neigbboarinf  parka  or  foi 
ia  acquainied  wiib  ihe  habits  of  ihesa  a 
will  easily  conceive,  thai  if  (he  leader  « 
doKeod  inio  ihe  saaTe,-an  b< 


r\ 
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et)  :  —  her  thirst  was  BatisGed 

this  innocent  spring  suppliad  — 

1  inwafdly  ebe  bore, 

.part  trum  huntui  cin?s : 

world  returned  ao  ■oort', 

ith  no  uiKvitling  mind 

le  give  Bt  nepd,  and  joined 

3sle  Peoaants  in  their  pra;ei& 

thuB  fniiiUy,  fiintly  tied 

he  ma  set  free,  and  died. 

ixiJled  Emiljr, 

I  blasted  bmily. 

I  God  from  whom  it  canip  I 

Me  Church  her  mortal  tiame 

.  bj  bei  Motlier's  siile. 

J3  Eunset  1  and  a  nj 

the  iwilighl  of  this  day  — 
Creature  whom  the  SelJa 

d  whom  the  forest  shields; 

g  filled  a  holy  place, 

I  her  degree.  Heaven's  grace; 

1  memory  and  a  mind 

kbove  the  law  of  kind  ; 

ie  Bpota  with  lonely  cheer 
dear  Mistress  once  hold  dear: 
what  Emily  loved  most  — 

ire  of  this  Church-yard  ground; 


Here  waadeni  like  a  gliding 
And  every  Subliath  here  is  fi 
CotneB  with  the  People  when  u>i 
Are  heard  among  the  moorland        ^ 
Finds  entrance  through  yon  arc...  ^rt 
Lies  open  on  the  Sabbath-day ; 
Here  walks  amid  the  monmftil  wnsti: 
Of  prostrntc  altars,  shrines  del^ced. 
And  floors  encumbered  with  rich  show 
Of  fret-work  imagery  laid  low  ; 
Paces  softly,  or  makes  halt. 
By  fractured  cell,  or  tornh,  or  vault. 
By  plate  of  monumental  brass 
Dim-g'leiming  amon^  weeils  and  gras% 
And  sculptured  Forms  of  Warriors  brtm 
But  chiefly  by  that  aing'le  grave. 
That  one  sequestered  hillock  green. 
The  pensive  Visitant  it  seen. 
There  doth  the  genlle  Crnalure  lie 
With  those  adversities  unmoved ; 
Calm  Spectacle,  by  earth  and  sky 
In  their  benignity  approved '. 
And  aye,  methinks,  this  hoary  Pile, 
Subdued  by  outrage  and  decay, 
Looks  down  upon  her  with  a  suide, 
A  gniciouB  Bmile,  that  seems  to  aay, 
"Thou,  thou  an  not  a  Child  of  Time, 
But  Daughter  of  the  Eternal  Prime!** 


ECCLESIASTICAL    SKETCHES, 


IN  A  SERIES  OF  SONNETS. 


-  A  Tsne  may  calch  a  wandering  Soul,  that  fl 
Pniibunder  Tracts,  and  by  ■  bint  (DrpriM 
Contsrt  deligbl  inla  ■  SaciiGcs-" 


ADVERTISBHBNT. 


19  mooth  of  December,  1930.  I 
b-loved  and  honoored  Friend  in  a  walk 
iKBt  porta  of  his  Elatate,  with  a  view  to  fix 
e  of  a  New  Church  which  he  intended  to 
u  coe  of  the  most  beautiHil  mornings  of  a 
—  oar  feeling!  were  in  harmony  with  the 
InflDeDces  of  the  scene;  and,  such  being 
m  were  natnrally  led  to  look  back  upon 
wWi  wooder  and  giatitnde,  and  on  the 
Not  Itav  aftaTwardB,  some  of  the 
1  be  fcond  towardi  the  cIom  of  Uiia 


Series,  were  produced  m  a  prints  memorial  <£  that 
morning**  occupation. 

The  Catholic  QneMion,  which  waa  agilatnd  in  Par- 
liament abont  that  time,  kept  my  tbonghta  in  the  Bme 
course;  and  it  atraek  me  that  certain  pointa  in  the 
Ecclesiastical  History  of  our  Country  mi^t  advan- 
tageously be  presented  to  view  in  Verae.  Accordingly, 


*  I  canmt  concloda  withml  raconiiDendinB  lo  lbs  DOtica  of  al 
kivan  of  baaatifiJ  BMiny  —  Bolloo  Abbey  and  IH  Daifbbour 
hood.  'Hiis  enchanrinf  apM  belongi  to  Ihs  Dnka  of  Dsroo- 
■hin ;  and  tba  •apannlmdnica  of  il  ha*  for  not  yaan  bMn 
iDinBlad  lo  th*  Rev.  Waiiam  Carr,  wbo  bse  mrt  skillhlly 
opened  out  it*  batoieii  aod,  in  whaMver  be  hu  added,  hit 
done  ioMioa  to  die  plaoa,  by  woiking  wjlh  an  invUbls  hand  et 
an  in  tba  veiy  spirit  of  naurs. 
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jid  vtut  I  now  oSa  to  Um  [  Did  faolr  Ftnlf  &  »kile  in  bitua 

And  call  the  Foontun  firth  if  m 

ir  adranced,  I  was  agTeeablf  {  And  With  drewl  aigiw  th*  aueoBl 

I  in;  Friend,  Mr.  Southej,  wu  '  Or  He,  wboK  bonda  dnpped  oC 


lews,  in  nTLtiDg  t  codcim 
n  Enfflaod.    If  our  Prodoc- 

lal]y  coinciding,  ehall  be  Jbaod 
t  wit)  prove  a  liigli  ^ntificn^ 
e  my  Friend  will  partici|Mte. 
W.  WoanswcwTH. 

■/  94.  1823. 
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■oDucTIO^. 


I'll  (aithliil  pace 
piis  cloud-fed  spring, 
liiled  bj  biB  Losing 
Blioon  nature's  grace; 
|--r  Stream  to  trace 
e  plauaive  airing 
nit,  proudly  trinmphins. 
I13  resting-place ; 
plita  of  Time  the  source 

o  banks  are  found 
I  and  laurels  lliat  have  Crowned 
iw  of  lawleia  force; 
n  who  tracks  its  course, 
IS  aboond. 


Iectures. 

I  whose  spirila  rest 
e  future,  they  can  tell 
o'er  the  sacred  Well 
ravage  Island  blessed 
HWandering  Ihrough  the  West, 

friim-in"  pnini  nnhe  nilyecl 

lif  ahru^Knna,  ihi)  woric  hn*  taken 

ripHi  bill  ihe  Rowler,  If  ii  hopnl, 

■■  iin»n  n  rlonely  Ponn(i«ed  n  to 

I  ota  pimm  in  ■  frinn  ofKann 

oim  iFiDl  liron  i][ua  Itia  IViM 


Flew  open,  bj  u  AageTa  n 
Or  noM  of  humbler  dum^  to  thai 
Stwa-drtTen,  iriio  tanag  Hen  Ifa 
Pas  ftacn  their  Muter,  wjuuiued 
Tbe  precioiu  Current  ther  hid  n 


trepidahon  of  thi 

ScKuva  round  the  Areb-dnufi  h 

white 
As  Menei'a  (bam ;  and  low'id  ths 
Where  Aogurs  itaqd,  the  IbtoK  ^ 
Slowly  (be  Cotmotaat  sinM  her  hi 
Portending  ruin  to  each  fatlafiil  fil 
That,  in  the  lapse  of  ages,  hath  a 
Diluvian  tratha,  and  patruicbal  fa 
Haughty  the  Baid;  —  can  tfaew  n 
His  transports!  wither  his  hsroie  1 
But  all  shall  be  fiilRlled ;  —tbe  Jd 
A  way  first  opened ;  and,  with  Bu 
The  tidings  come  of  Jesus  cmei&i 
They  come — they  spread  —  tbe  1 

Receive  the  faith,  and  in  the  hope 


IV. 
DRHDICAL  eXCOUMUI 
Maacv  and  I.ovc  have  met  thee  01 
Thou  wretched  Outcast,  from  the 
And  food  cut  off  by  eacetdotal  ire. 
From  every  sympathy  that  Man  be 
Yet  shail  it  claim  our  reverence,  tl 
Ancient  of  Days!  that  to  tbe  eleti 
These  jealous  Ministers  oT  law  ai 
As  to  the  one  eole  fount  whence  V 
Justice,  and  Order.  TremUinfrlf 
As  if  with  prescience  of  tbe  comii 
7%al  intimation  when  the  stars  wc 
And  still,  'niid  yon  thick  wooda,  tb 
Glimmers  through  many  a  npenti' 
"HiBt  fills  the  Soul  with  unavailing 

f  Stitlingfleel  adduces  maaj  arpuDsv 
opinion,  but  thtj  ara  nncotivindiig.  "i 
Snnnel  refFim  io  ■  JsTonritB  00600- 1^  I 
Jowph  of  Arimsihsa  aod  hi*  cooiiBnioE 
into  BriEain,  uid  bnill  a  nide  Chuidi  at 
to  hereaflsr.  in  a  [tsign  upm  Iha  dinoii 

]  Thit  waMP-Eiwl  ww,  among  lbs  Smi 
indilionB  rooDactad  wiih  a»  Mngt  Ifa 
pan  of  ibeir  mjsMn^^ns  CkMBi 


POEMS    OF   THE    IMAGINATION. 


UNCEHTAINTV 


eloat 


inounds  ub;  seeliiL) 

iPm  nilils,  amid  Bri^Qtiun  coves. 

le  Bolilarj  Sheplierd  roves 

'biin  of  Saniin,  by  tlie  Ghosl 

id  Shadows  of  Tradition,  crost ; 

ibe  boatman  of  the  Wealern  tales 

IB  course  —  lo  mark  those  holy  piles 

survive  on  bleak  lona'a  cooBt, 

nor  nioDunieiila  of  eldest  luine, 

tXi'e  unforgotten  lays 

tera  of  Greek  or  ftoman  fRme, 

leetionable  Source  liave  led ; 

if  cjee  that  sought  the  fountain-head, 

aa  the  growing  Rill  may  gate. 


PF.RSECUTION. 
br  Diocle^ika's  Qery  sword 
If  Rfi  the  lightoiog:  but  inalinct 
ee  ue'ei  to  deadlisel  weapon  linked, 
(]'*  ethereal  atore-housca  nUbrd : 
e  Followers  of  the  incamnle  Lord 
-  eocoe  are  smitten  in  the  field  — 
ced  beneath  the  inelleetual  shield 

borne; — with  pomp  are  otliers  irored 
Ifii!  respite.     Thus  wns  Albnn  tried, 

first  Martyr,  whom  no  threata  could  ahake 
d  Victim,  Ibr  his  friend  he  died, 
le  fiiilh  —  nor  ahail  hie  name  forsake 
',  whose  flowery  platform  eeema  to  rise 
I  decked  for  holieat  sBcrifice. 


RECOVERY. 
s  atomi  hath  ceased,  the  birde  regain 
erfulneaB,  and  busily  retrim 
U^  or  cbant  a  patubtin^  hymn 
le  ether  and  bespangled  plain ; 
D  msay  a  re-conatrueied  Gine, 
Sunirors  of  this  atorm  renewed 
f  rites  with  rocal  ^tilude ; 
in  ceremonials  they  ordain 


lilh  B  delicate  feeling. 
VH«  of  H'bjch  an  frpquftii  in  hj 
lonbui  depiclui  imd  luqiiequaq 
He  sidniiiii.  nihil  pivivp^  nihi 
'•lique  deduclum  in  modi 


To  celebrate  their  ^reat  delive 

Most  feelingly  inatructed  'mid  "" 

That  per^culion,  blind  with  n\       iiir 

Klay  not  the  less,  through  Heaven's  mim        nter 

Even  it]  her  own  despite,  both  feed  and  cheer  i 

For  all  things  are  leas  dread&l  than  they  aeem. 


VIII. 
TEMPTATIONS  FROM  ROMAN  fiEFINF,MENT& 
Watcb,  and  be  (inn  !  for  soul-iubduing  vice, 
Heart-killing  luxury,  on  your  steps  await. 
Fair  houses,  bath?,  and  banquets  delicate, 
And  temples  flaehinp,  bright  as  polar  ice, 
Their  radiance  through  the  wooda,  may  yet  eolSce 
To  sap  your  hardy  virtue,  and  abate 
Your  love  of  Him  upon  whose  forehead  sale 
The   crown  of  thorns;   whose  life-blowl   flowed,  thfl 


Of  your  redemption. 

That  Rome  ptwides 

Than  from  her  wily 

I«ngiiBge,  and  lette; 

Ab  humanizing  graces,  are  but  parts 

And  inslnimenta  of  deadliest  wrritiide 


Shon  the  insidious  ana 
Bss  dreading  from  her  frown 
aise,  her  peaceful  gown, 

these,  though  fondly  viewed    . 


DISSENSIONS. 
That  heresies  should  strike  (if  truth  be  scanned 
Presumptuously)  their  roota  both  wide  and  deep. 
Is  natural  aa  dreame  to  feverish  sleep. 
Lo  !  Discord  at  the  Altar  dares  to  stand 
Uplifting  low'rd  high  Heaven  her  fiery  brand, 
A  cherished  Priestess  of  the  new-baptiie<i '. 
But  chastisement  shall  follow  peace  despised. 
The  Pictiah  cloud  darkena  ttie  enervate  land 
By  Rome  abandoned ;  vain  are  suppliant  cries. 
And  pnyers  that  would  undo  her  forced  fareweL 
For  she  returns  noL  —  Awed  by  her  own  knell, 
She  ca;t  the  Biitona  upon  strange  Allies, 
Soon  to  become  more  dreaded  cncRiica 
Than  heartless  misery  called  them  to  repel. 


SrHrGG!.E  OF  THE  BKITONS  A<;AINBT  IHE  BAR, 


1  SI  St  Alhon'i  man  hsvs  been  nn  Dbjert  of  great  Rwb'.  —  they  Aope  riiien:  of  brave  Aneurin  iik 

of  the  venamlite  Beds,  who  thiu  de-  How  they  have  scour^  old  focr.  perfidioo*  fri«KM 

i^hiful  lu  iDKi  wiih  in  Umi  Xhe  spirit  of  CoracUCua  defends 

ni  in  ha  noria :  —  "  Variis  ^b^  Patriots,  animates  their  glorious  task ;  — 

''°"  Ama3:«mcnt  mna  before  the  towering  casque 

nsiuia  ^^  Arthur,  bearing  through  the  stormy  field 

tlieei  earn  pn  nwit  nbi  tpecie  Tmiw  The  Virgin  sculptorei)  on  hi*  Christian  ahield .  — 
qui  beaii  maniTii enure  dicanim."       |  Stretched  in  the  iiinny  light  of  vlctorv.  bssk 
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The  Host  that  followed  Urioi  as  he  stiode 
0*er  heaps  oTsIam ; — from  Cambruui  wood  and  xnoflB 
Drnids  descendy  auxiliars  of  the  Cross ; 
Bards,  nursed  on  blue  Plinlimmon's  still  abode 
Rush  on  the  fight,  to  harps  preferring  swoflrds. 
And  everlasting  deeds  to  burning  words ! 


XL 

SAXON  CONQUEST. 

Nor  wants  the  cause  the  panic-striking  aid 
Of  hallelujahs*  tost  from  hill  to  hill  — 
For  instant  victory.    But  Heaven's  high  will 
Permits  a  second  and  a  darker  shade 
Of  Pagan  night.    Afllicted  and  dismayed. 
The  Relics  of  the  sword  flee  to  the  mountains : 
O  wretched  Land !  whose  tears  have  flowed  like  foun- 
tains: 
Whose  arts  and  honours  in  the  dust  are  laid, 
By  men  yet  scarcely  conscious  of  a  care 
For  other  monuments  than  thoee  of  Earth  ;t 
Who,  as  the  fields  and  woods  have  given  them  birth. 
Will  build  their  savage  fortunes  only  there ; 
Content,  if  foes,  and  barrow,  and  the  girth 
Of  long-drawn  rampart,  witness  what  they  were. 


XIL 

MONASTERY  OF  OLD  BANGORt 

The  oppression  of  the  tumult  —  wrath  and  scorn 
The  tribulation  —  and  the  gleaminf^  blades  — 
Such  is  the  impetuous  spirit  that  pervades 


*  Alluding  to  the  victory  gained  tinder  Germanus.  —  See 
Bede. 

t  The  Imrt  mx  linec  of  thit  Sonnet  are  chiefly  from  the  pmee 
of  Daniel ;  and  here  I  will  state  (though  to  the  Readera  whom 
this  Poem  will  chiefly  interest  it  is  unnecessary)  that  my  obliga- 
tions  to  other  Prose  Writera  are  frequent, — obligations  which, 
even  if  I  had  not  a  pleasure  in  courting,  it  would  have  been 
presumptuous  to  shun,  in  treating  an  historical  subject.  I  must, 
however,  particularise  Fuller,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  in  the 
Srjnnet  upon  Wicliffe  and  in  other  instances.  And  upon  the 
acquittal  of  the  Seven  Bishops  I  have  done  little  more  than 
versify  a  lively  description  of  thnt  event  in  ihe  Memoirs  of  the 
first  Lord  Lonsdale. 

*  Ethelforth  reached  the  convent  of  Bangor,  he  perceived 
the  Monks,  twelve  hundred  in  number,  oflering  fSByers  for  the 
success  of  their  countrymen :  '  if  they  are  preying  against  ns,' 
he  exclaimed, '  they  are  fighting  against  us ;'  and  he  ordered 
them  to  be  first  attacked :  they  were  destroyed ;  and,  appalled 
by  their  fate,  the  courage  of  Brocmoil  wavered,  and  he  fled 
from  the  field  in  dismay.  Thus  abandoned  by  their  leader, 
nis  army  soon  gave  way,  and  Rthelforth  obtained  a  decisive 
conquest  Ancient  Bangor  itself  soon  fell  into  his  hands,  and 
was  demolished;  the  noble  monastery  was  levelled  to  the 
ground :  its  library,  which  is  mentioned  as  a  large  one,  the 
collection  of  ages,  me  repository  of  the  most  predont  roonu- 
nttnttofih9  ancient  Britons,  was  consumed ;  half-mined  walls. 


The  song  of  Talieaini ;  ^  Oun  shall  mooni 
The  vnarmed  Host  who  by  their  pnjen  wm 
The  sword  from  Bangor's  walla^  and  goaid  tl 
Of  Aboriginal  and  Roman  lore^ 
And  Christian  montmients,  that  now  rnnH  \m 
To  senseless  ashes.    Mark  1  bow  all  things  i 
From  their  known  course,  or  vanish  like  a  dr 
Another  Unguage  spreads  fiom  coast  to  eoasi 
Only  perchance  some  melancholy  Stream 
And  some  indignant  Hills  old  names  preserfi 
When  laws,  and  creeds,  and  people  all  are  lo> 


xm. 


CASUAL  INCrrCMENT. 

A  BEioHT-HAUtED  Company  of  yoathfhl  Skisik 
Beautiful  Strangers,  stand  within  the  Pale 
Of  a  sad  market,  ranged  for  public  sale, 
Where  Tiber's  stream  the  inunortal  City  Ufei 
Anou  by  name ;  and  not  an  Angel  waves 
His  wing  who  seemeth  lovelier  in  Hea?en*ief 
Than  they  appear  to  holy  Gregory ; 
Who,  having  learnt  that  name,  salvatioo  cnm 
For  Tliem,  and  for  their  Land.    The  etreoll 
His  questions  urging,  feels  in  slender  ties 
Of  chiming  sotmd  commanding  sympathisi; 
De-irians  —  he  would  save  them  fhxn  GqAI 
Subjects  of  Saxon  JEslul — they  shall  m 
Glad  HALLElujahs  to  the  eternal  Ki^! 


XIV. 

GLAD  TIDINGS 

For  ever  hallowed  be  this  morning  &ir, 
Blest  be  the  unconscious  shore  on  which  ye  tR 
And  blest  the  silver  Cross,  which  ye,  insteid 
Of  martial  banner,  in  procession  bear ; 
The  Cross  preceding  Him  who  floats  in  air, 
The  pictured  Saviour !  —  By  Angostin  led, 
They  come — and  onward  travel  without  died 
Chanting  in  barbarous  ears  a  tuneful  prayei^ 
Sung  for  themselves,  and  those  whom  they  vol 
Rich  conquest  waits  them :  —  the  tempssbMHl 
Of  Ignorance,  that  ran  so  rough  and  high, 
And  heeded  not  the  voice  of  clashing 
These  good  men  hmnble  by  a  few  bare 
And  calm  with  fear  of  God^s  divinity. 

gates,  and  nibhish,  were  all  that  remained  of  dM  ■ 
edifire."  —  See  Turner's  valuable  Hisloiy  of  ifat  Asi 
The  account  Bede  gives  of  thk  remaikabfe  av«l 
n  most  striking  turning  against  Natkxial  and  M| 
jndii^es. 

$  Taliesin  was  present  at  the  barJe  which  fSM 
desolation. 


POEMS  OP  THE   IMAGINATION. 


PAULINirS* 
^mote  Norlhumbria's  royal  Hall, 
nju^lfiil  Edwin,  tutored  in  (he  school 
K,  Still  inainlattii  a  heathen  rule, 
,ea  with  fanctions  apostolical  1 
I,  of  sliouidere  curved,  and  stature  tall, 
r,  and  vivid  eye,  and  meagre  cheek, 
[Rent  feature  tike  an  eagle'H  beak  ; 
hoae  Bspecl  dotli  at  once  appal 
e  with  reverence.     The  Mormrch  hvhB 
•e  pure  truths  thia  Delegate  propounds. 
\y  hit  own  deep  mind  he  Bounds 
ifiil  hesitation,  —  then  convenes 
f  hie  Couneellors:  —  give  ear, 
a  ppnsive  Sage  doth  utter,  hear  : 


XVI. 
PERSDASIDN. 
fe  is  like  a  Sparrowt,  mighty  King ! 
■aliog  in  while  by  the  fire  yoa  sit 
with  rejoicinf;  Priende,  i^  seen  to  Hit 
D  the  Btorm,  in  comfort  tarrying. 
I  it  enter— there,  on  hasty  winir, 
^  sod  piusec  on  from  cold  to  cold ; 
DCe  it  came  we  know  not,  nor  behold 

il  goes.     Even  such  tliot  transient  Thing, 
lan  Soul ;  not  utterly  unknown 
I  the  Body  lodged,  her  warm  abode; 
I  what  world  She  came,  what  woe  or  weal 
iep«rlure  waits,  no  tongue  hath  shown ; 
slery  if  the  Stranger  can  revont, 

welcome  cordially  bestowed  I" 


rONVLRSiON 
ansliilmalion  works  the  novel  Lfire; 
:il  closed,  tht;  PriesI  in  full  career 
I,  an  armed  man,  and  hurb  a  spear 
lie  the  Fane  which  hercloRire 
in  folly.  —  Woden  ftlle  —  and  Thor 
led ;  the  mace,  in  battle  heaved 
Ihey  dream)  till  victory  was  achieved, 
the  Go^  himself  is  sei^n  no  more. 
id  Altar  sink,  in  hide  their  shame 
jnoe  wbiIk.  '  "  O  cntne  In  ttw, 

BB  of  Puihnio  Ik  this  deirnlHt  hy  8nle.  ftm 
ta  ijr^ltitr^'.  —  'hanfK  miMirv,  lanlulnai 
0  rapillD.  f»rie  tmetltnta.  aam  adiinm. 
Inal « imililh  ^iwrtQ ." 


*■  Ye  heavy  laden  I"  suok  tl. 
Heard  near  freah  atreamal, 

joice 
In  the  new  Rite  —  the  p1ed| 
Bhall,  by  regenerate  life,  the 


AI'OLOGV. 


Non  scorn  the  aid  which  Fancy  oil  duth  lend 
The  Soul's  eternal  interests  to  promote: 
I  Death,  darkne«i,  danger,  are  our  oaturaJ  loti 
'  And  evil  Spirits  may  our  walk  attend 
For  atight  the  wisest  know  or  comprehend ; 
Then  be  good  Spirits  free  lo  breathe  a  note 
Of  elevation;  let  their  odours  float 
Around  these  Converts ;  and  their  glories  hiend. 
Outshining  nightly  tapers,  or  the  blaze 
Of  the  noon-day.    Nor  doubt  that  golden  cold? 
Of  pood  works,  mingling  with  the  visions,  raise 
The  eoul  to  purer  worlds;  and  who  the  line 
Shall  draw,  the  limits  of  the  power  deSoe, 
That  even  imoerfect  laith  to  Man  afibrdal 


PRIMITIVE  SAXON  CLERGY.5 

How  beautiful  your  presence,  how  benign. 
Servants  of  God !  who  not  a  thought  will  share 
With  the  vain  world  ;  who,  outwardly  as  bare 
As  winter  trees,  yield  no  fellncious  sign 
That  the  firm  soul  is  clothed  with  fhiit  divine  ! 
Such  Priest,  when  service  worthy  of  hia  CAte 
Has  called  him  forth  to  breathe  the  common  nir, 
tlight  seem  a  Hiinlly  Imagu  from  its  shrine 
Dencended :  —  happy  are  the  eyes  that  meet 
The  Apparition  ;  evil  ihoutfhiR  nre  stayed 
At  his  opproaeh,  and  low-bowed  necks  entreat 
A  benediction  fmm  his  voice  rtr  hand ; 
Whence  grace,  throii;jli  which  Ihe  heart  can  ui 

And  vows,  that  bind  the  will,  in  silcoee  made. 


I  TliA  ent\y  [iRijn^nlim  of  Chriaimnily  i 
I  pmirh  nrai  nvcn.  for  ibe  'Uinenimre  of  hupCHln. 
I      f  Hanaf  iiintipn  nf  Ihr  wnl,  dmnt^mUdim,  m 

-r  riT  Ihe  rlnpy  ot  litne  rimr*.  BHe  ih«  pmewb 


89& 


WORDSWORTH'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


XX. 

OTHER  INFLUENCEa 

Ah,  when  the  Frame,  roond  which  in  love  we  clan^« 

Is  chilled  by  death,  does  mutual  service  fail  ? 

Is  tender  pity  then  of  no  avail  ? 

Are  intercessions  of  the  fervent  tongue 

A  waste  of  hope  1  —  From  this  sad  source  liave  sprung 

Rites  that  console  the  spirit,  under  grief 

Whicli  ill  can  brook  more  rational  relief: 

Hence,  prayers  are  shaped  amiss,  and  dirges  sung 

For  souls  whose  doom  is  fixed  !    The  way  is  smooth 

For  Power  that  travels  with  tlie  human  heart : 

Confession  ministers,  the  pang  to  soothe 

In  him  who  at  the  ghost  of  guilt  doth  start 

Ye  holy  Men,  so  earnest  in  your  care, 

Of  your  own  mighty  instruments  beware ! 


XXI. 

SECLUSION. 

Lance,  shield,  and  sword  relinquished — at  his  side 

A  Beed-roll,  in  his  hand  a  claspdd  Book, 

Or  staff  more  harmless  than  a  Shepherd^s  crook, 

The  war-worn  Chieftain  quits  the  world  —  to  hide 

His  thin  autumnal  locks  where  monks  abide 

In  cloistered  privacy.    But  not  to  dwell 

In  sofl  repose  he  comes.    Within  his  cell. 

Round  the  decaying  trunk  of  human  pride, 

At  mom,  and  eve,  and  midnights  silent  hour. 

Do  penitential  cogitations  cling : 

Like  ivy,  round  some  ancient  elm,  they  twine 

In  grisly  folds  and  strictures  serpentine ; 

Yet,  while  they  strangle  without  mercy,  bring 

For  recompense  their  own  perennial  bower. 


XXIL 
CONTINUED. 

MrrHiNKB  that  to  some  vacant  Hermitage 
My  feet  would  rather  turn  —  to  some  dry  nook 
Scooped  out  of  living  rock,  and  near  a  brook 
Hurled  down  a  mountain-cove  from  stage  to  stage, 
Yet  tempering,  for  my  sight,  its  bustling  rage 
In  the  soft  heaven  of  a  translucent  pool ; 
Thence  creeping  under  forest  arches  cool. 
Fit  haunt  of  shapes  whose  glorious  equipage 
Would  elevate  my  dreams.    A  beechen  bowl, 
A  maple  dish,  my  furniture  should  be ; 
Crisp,  yellow  leaves  my  bed ;  the  hooting  Owl 
My  night-watch :  nor  should  e*er  the  crested  Fowl 
From  thorp  or  vUl  his  matins  sound  for  me. 
Tired  of  the  world  and  all  its  industry. 


xxnt 

REPROOF. 

But  what  if  One,  through  grore  or  flowery  dm 
Indulging  thus  at  will  the  creepmg  fiseC 
Of  a  voluptuous  indolence,  should  meet 
Thy  hovering  shade,  O  venerable  Bede ! 
The  saint,  the  scholar,  from  a  circle  &eed 
Of  toil  stupendous,  in  a  hallowed  seat 
Of  learning,  where  thou  heard^st  the  bOlowi  ba 
On  a  wild  coast,  rough  moniton  to  feed 
Perpetual  industry.    Sublime  Reclose ! 
The  recreant  soul,  that  dares  to  diun  the  debt 
Imposed  on  human  kind,  most  first  forget 
Thy  diligence,  thy  unrelaxing  use 
Of  a  long  life ;  and,  in  the  hoar  of  death. 
The  last  dear  service  of  thy  passin^r  braath  !* 


XXIV. 


SAXON  MONASTERIES*  AND  UGHTS  AND  flHH 

OF  THE  REUGION. 

By  such  examples  moved  to  unbought  pain, 
The  people  work  like  congregated  bees^; 
Ea?er  to  build  the  quiet  Fortressee 
Where  Piety,  as  they  believe,  obtains 
From  Heaven  a  general  blessing;  timely  raitti 
Or  needful  sunshine ;  prosperous  enterprise. 
Justice  and  peace :  —  bold  faith !  yet  also  riis 
The  sacred  Structures  for  less  doubtful  gaioa 
The  Sensual  think  with  reverence  of  tke  palai 
Which  the  chaste  Votaries  seek,  beyond  the  gnM 
If  penance  be  redeemablef,  thence  alms 
Flow  to  the  Poor,  and  freedom  to  the  Slave ; 
And  if  full  oft  the  sanctuarv  save 
Lives  black  with  guilt,  ferocity  it  calms. 


XXV. 

MISSIONS  AND  TRAVELS. 

Not  sedentary  all :  there  are  who  roam 
To  scatter  seeds  of  Life  oo  barfaarous  sboies ; 
Or  quit  with  zealous  step  their  knee-wocn  floon 
To  seek  the  general  Mart  of  ChristaMloa ; 
Whence  they,  like  richly-laden  Merchanti, 
To  their  beloved  Cells : — or  shall  we  say 
That,  like  the  Red-cross  Knight,  they  oTfe 
To  lead  in  memorable  triumph  home 
Truth  —  their  immortal  Una  ?     Babylon* 
Learned  and  wise,  hath  perished  utterly. 


*He  expired  dictating  the  last  woitb  of  s 
John's  Gospel. 

t  See,  in  Turner's  History,  \-ol.  iii.  p.  S9Bl,  the 
erection  of  Ramsey  Monastery. 

t  Penances  were  removable  by  di« 
charity  and  benevolence. 


tfi 
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!8  her  speech  one  woid  to  aid  the  sigh 
»ld  l&meDt  her; — Memphie,  Tyre,  are  gone 
their  Arts,  —  but  claesic  Lare  glides  on, 
Religious  saved  for  all  poWerily. 


»  Pup'J  of  the  Monkish  frown, 
IE  Alfked,  King  to  Justice  dear! 
the  harp  and  liberating  Fpenr ; 
f  Princes !    Indigent  Renown 
inge  the  starry  ether  for  s  crown 
hi»  deserts,  who,  like  the  j«iir, 
rth  his  bounty,  like  the  doy  dolh  cheer, 
«  like  nig;hl  with  mercy- tempered  trown. 
m  this  noble  Miser  of  his  time 
lent  fiteaJs ;  pain  narrows  not  his  cares.* 
gmall  hia  kingdom  us  a  spark  or  ^em, 
>d  booats  remote  Jerusalem, 
ristian  India,  through  her  wide-spread  clime, 
d  conTctse  gifts  with  Alfred  share!. 


xxvn. 

HIS  DESCENDANTS, 
rht  survive  lo  linger  in  the  veins 
red  bodies  —  an  essential  power 
IV  not  vanish  in  one  fatal  hour. 
lOlly  cast  away  terrcstrinl  chains  ) 
«  of  Alfred  covet  glorious  pains 
langera  threaten,  danger*  ever  new  1 
empests  bursting,  blacker  still  in  view ' 
nly  florereignty  its  hold  retains ; 
A  sincere,  the  branches  bold  la  strive 
iG  fierce  tempest,  while,  withb  the  round 
T  protectioD,  gentle  virtues  thrive; 
'mid  mne  green  plot  of  open  grooiid, 
IS  the  oak  extends  its  dewy  gloom, 
itered  hytcmths  spread  tiieir  purple  bloom. 

xxvm. 

INFtUENCE  ABUSED, 
by  Amlutioii,  who  with  subtlest  skill 
••  her  means,  the  Enthusiast  as  a  dupe 
oar,  and  ba  a  hypocrite  can  stoop, 
in  the  instnimenla  of  good  to  ill, 
ng  the  creduloua  People  to  hie  will. 
hnaTAH :  —  from  its  Benedictine  coop 
the  master  Mind,  at  whose  fell  swoop 
taste  aflections  tremble  to  fiilGI 
purposes.    Behold,  pre-oignified, 
jghtof  spiritoal  sway!  histhooghta,  hia  dreams, 

IM^     «  whsls  of  U(  Uft.  AUM  wM  salgwt 


Do  in  the  supernatural  world 
So  vnunt  n  throng  of  Follower  d  with  { 

In  shows  of  virtue  pushed  to  it-  c.^lreme^ 
of  talent  mieapplied. 


DANISH  COSQUESTS. 

Wok  to  the  Crown  that  doth  the  Cowl  obey  !t 
Dimension  checks  the  arms  thai  would  reetrsin 
The  inccasant  Rovers  of  the  Northern  Main ; 
And  widely  spreads  once  more  a  Pagan  sway ; 
But  Gospel-truth  is  potent  to  allay 
Fierceness  and  rage ;  and  scon  tho  cruel  Dane 
Feels,  throuffh  the  influence  of  her  gentle  reign, 

native  superstitions  melt  away. 
Thus,  often,  when  thick  gloom  the  east  o'ershmuds, 
The.  fiill-orbed  Moon,  bIow-c limbing,  doth  appear 
Silently  to  consume  the  heavy  clouds  ; 
Haw  no  one  can  resolve ;  but  every  eye 
Around  her  sees,  while  air  is  hushed,  a  clear 
And  widening  circuit  of  ethereal  aky. 


CANUTE. 
A  PLEABANT  muslc  floBts  along  the  Klerc, 
From  Monks  in  Ely  chanting  service  high. 
Whileas  Canine  the  King  is  rowing  by: 
"  My  Oarsmen,"  quoth  the  mighty  King, "  draw  near 
"  That  we  the  sweet  song  of  the  Monks  may  hear !" 
He  listens  (all  past  conquests  and  all  schemes 
Of  ftitore  vanishing  like  empty  dreams) 
Heart-touched,  and  haply  not  withcwt  a  tear. 
The  Royal  Minstrel,  ere  the  choir  is  still, 
While  his  free  Buge  skims  the  smooth  flood  along. 
Gives  to  that  rapture  an  accordant  Rhyme. ^ 
O  suffering  Earth  [  be  thankful ;  stemeat  clime 
And  rudest  age  are  subject  to  the  thrill 
Of  heaven-descended  Piety  and  Song. 


XXXI. 

THE  NORMAN  CONQUEST. 
Thb  woman-hearlcd  Confeswr  prepares 

The  evanescence  of  the  Saxon  line. 
Hark  !  'tis  the  tolling  Curfew !  the  stars  shine, 
But  of  the  lights  that  cherish  household  cares 
And  festive  gladness,  bums  not  one  that  dares 

t  The  violent  meuum  c 
DuntTan,  Tot  Mrenglhening  ih 
in;  c«uH  of  ihfl  wcond  ■ 
TVmt. 

t  Which  n  itiU  ntam. 


••V 
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To  twinkle  after  that  doll  stroke  of  thine. 
Emblem  and  instrument,  from  Thames  to  Tsme, 
Of  force  thai  daunts,  and  cunning  that  ensnares ! 
Yet  as  the  terrors  of  the  lordly  bell. 
That  quench,  from  hut  to  palace,  lamps  and  fires, 
Touch  not  the  tapers  of  the  sacred  quires, 
Even  80  a  thraldom  studious  to  expel 
Old  laws  and  ancient  customs  to  derange, 
Brings  to  Religion  no  injurious  change. 


XXXIL 
THE  COUNCIL  OF  CLERMONT. 

'*  And  shall,*'  the  PontiflT  asks,  **  pro&neness  flow 

"From  Nazareth — source  of  Christian  Piety, 

"  From  Bethlehem,  from  the  Mounts  of  Agony 

**  And  glorified  Ascension  ?    Warriors,  go, 

**  With  prayers  and  blessings  we  your  path  will  sow ; 

"  Like  Moses  hold  our  hands  erect,  till  ye 

'*  Have  chased  fiir  off  by  righteous  victory 

^  These  sons  of  Amalec,  or  laid  them  low !" 

**  God  willbth  rr,"  the  whole  assembly  cry ; 

Shout  which  the  enraptured  multitude  astounds ! 

The  Council-roof  and  Clermont's  towers  reply ; 

*'God  willeth  it,"  from  hill  to  hill  rebounds, 

And,  in  awe-stricken  Countries  far  and  nigh, 

Through  **  Nature's  hollow  arch"  the  voice  resounds.* 


XXXIIL 
CRUSADES. 

The  turbaned  Race  are  poured  in  thickening  swarms 
Along  the  West ;  though  driven  fix)m  Aquitaine, 
The  Crescent  glitters  on  the  towers  of  Spain ; 
And  soft  Italia  feels  renewed  alarms ; 
The  scimitar,  that  yields  not  to  the  charms 
Of  ease,  the  narrow  Bosphorus  will  disdain; 
Nor  long  (that  crossed)  would  Grecian  hills  detain 
Their  tents,  and  check  the  current  of  their  arms. 
Then  blame  not  those  who,  by  the  mightiest  lever 
Known  to  the  moral  world.  Imagination, 
'Upheave  (so  seems  it)  from  her  natural  station 
All  Christendom  :  —  they  sweep  along  (was  never 
So  huge  a  host!)  —  to  tear  from  the  Unbeliever 
The  precious  Tomb,  their  haven  of  salvation. 


ga  — 


XXXIV. 


RICHARD   I 

REDouirnED  King,  of  courage  leonine, 
I  mark  thee,  Richard  !  urgent  to  equip 
Thy  warlike  person  with  the  staff  and  scrip; 
I  watch  thee  sailing  o'er  the  midland  brine ; 
In  conquered  Cyprus  see  thy  Bride  decline 


Her  blushing  cheeky  knre-vows  upon  her  % 
And  see  lor e-emUems  •tresminf  fioa  tlry  i^ 
As  thence  she  holds  her  wmy  to  Palestaiei 
My  Song,  (a  fearless  Homager)  would  tttOM 
Thy  thundering  battle-axe  as  it  cleaves  the  pi 
Of  war,  but  duty  sunrnxms  her  away 
To  tell — how,  finding  in  the  rash  diatresi 
Of  those  enthusiast  powers  a  constant  Friend 
Through  giddier  heights  hath  clomb  the  Papi 


XXXV. 

AN   INTERDICT. 

Realms  quake  by  turns :  proud  Arbitrees  of  gi 
The  Church,  by  mandate  shadowing  forth  the ; 
She  arrogates  o'er  heaven's  eternal  door. 
Closes  the  gates  of  evenr  sacred  jdace. 
Straight  from  the  sun  and  tainted  air's  emlnoe 
All  sacred  things  are  covered:  cheerful  am 
Grows  sad  as  night — no  seemly  garb  u  mn, 
Nor  is  a  fiice  allowed  to  meet  a  6ce 
With  natural  smile  of  greeting.    Bells  are  daai 
Ditches  are  graves — fimereal  rites  denied; 
And  in  the  CHiureh-yard  he  must  take  bis  Bride 
Who  dares  be  wedded !    Fancies  thickly  eooe 
Into  the  pensive  heart  ill  fortified, 
And  comfortless  despairs  the  soul  benumbi 


XXXVI. 
PAPAL   ABUSES. 

As  with  the  Stream  our  voyage  we  ponue, 
The  gross  materials  of  this  world  present 
A  marvellous  study  of  wild  accident ; 
Uncouth  proximities  of  old  and  new ; 
And  bold  transfigurations,  more  untrue. 
(As  might  be  dfsemed)  to  disciplined  intent 
Than  aught  the  sky's  fantastic  element, 
When  most  fantastic,  ofiers  to  the  view. 
Saw  we  not  Henry  scourged  at  Becket's  ihriael 
Lo !  John  self-stripped  of  his  insignia :  — crovi, 
Sceptre  and  mantle,  sword  and  ring,  laid  dowi 
At  a  proud  Legate's  feet !    The  spears  that  line 
Baronial  Halls,  the  opprobrious  insult  feel; 
And  angry  Ocean  roars  a  vain  appeal 


*11ie  decinon  of  thit  council  was  believed  tn  be  inftantJy 
MMtowtt  m  nmoie  parts  of  Eumps. 


XXXVIL 

SCENE  IS  VENICE. 

Blac  K  Demons  hovering  o'er  his  mitred  head« 
To  Ca38ar's  Successor  the  Pontiff*  spake; 
'*  Ere  I  absolve  thee,  stoop !  that  on  thy  neck 
**  Levelled  with  Earth  this  foot  of  mine  nay  tn 
Then,  he,  who  to  the  Altar  had  been  lei 
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trong  wm  the  Orient  could  not  check, 
d  held  the  SoJd&n  at  his  beck, 
■11  glory  disinherited, 
be  common  dignity  of  man ! 
strikes  the  crowd ;  —  while  msn;  turn 
away  io  soriow,  others  burn 
,  invokiog  a  vindictivo  bkn 
red  Nature;  but  the  sense  af  most 
-nifnthy  with  power  ia  ioaL 


XXXVIIL 

PAPAL   DOMINION. 
I'cter'a  chair  the  viewlem  wind 
ijid  ask  permissian  when  to  blow. 
cr  empire  would  it  have  !  Cor  now 
Jorainstioti,  unconfined 
dreuning  Barj*  W  Ijove  assigfned, 
n  Bober  truth  —  to  rai«c  the  low, 
wise,  the  strong  to  overthrow  — 
nh  and  heaven  to  bind  and  to  unbind ! 
;  thunder  quails  thee ', —  crouch  —  rebuff 
y  lecooipcnse!  from  land  to  land 
:  thrones  of  Christendom  are  stuff 
ioD  of  a  magic  wand, 
'  Pope  that  wields  it :  —  whether  tough 
us  front,  our  world  is  in  his  hand  '. 


^SIASnCAL  SKETCHES. 


ClffPERTlAN  HONASTERY. 
1  mors  purely  lieea,  lew  ojl  dolh  fall? 
vpliy  ritei.  walks  initk  nicer  herd, 
ly  rfiti,  diet  happier,  if  freed 
om  deannng  fire$,  and  gains  wifhal 
'  ernmn."  —  On  yon  Cistertinn  wall 
ent  anurenne  may  be  read ; 
shelter,  from  the  world  have  lied 
Dultitudes.     The  potent  call 
all  cheat  full  oft  the  heart's  desires; 
he  rugged  Age  on  pliant  knee 
It  Fancy  hoinble  fealty, 
fe  spreadc  roun^  the  holy  spires; 
key  rise,  the  sylvan  wsele  retirea, 
irvests  prown  the  fertile  lea. 

•t  nwhirftw.qiiiBhomnvivii  purins.  radii  rariiw, 
i,iiir»d1lrBiilim.']im»rilt«uriu«,inoritiirfelipiir«. 
•.  ptrnninlHi  fojBMiiu."     BemanL     "This  len- 


II 
RELAXATIONS  OF  TI  iL  SYSTEM 

Depuaable  his  lot  who  till 

I  His  whole  life  long  tills  it,  .U 

Of  villain-service,  passing  i 

I  To  each  new  Master,  like  a  ' ' 

Or  like  a  rooted  tree,  or  ston-  „_. 

I  Bill,  mark  how  gladly,  throog ...r  owi.  _ 

The  Monks  relax  or  break  these  iron  chaioL, 
While  Mercy,  uttering,  through  tbeir  voice,  a  sol 
Echoed  in  Heaven,  cries  out,  "  ye  Cliiels,  abate 
Theee  legalized  oppressions!    Mm  whoso  name 
And  Nature  God  diadained  not;  Man,  whose  soul 
Christ  died  for.  cannot  forfeit  bis  high  claim 
To  live  ajid  move  exempt  fnjm  all  control 
Which  fellow-feeling  dolh  not  mitigate !" 


MONKS  AND  SCHOOLMEN. 
RGcosn  we  too,  with  just  and  faithful  pea, 
That  many  hooded  Cenobites  there  arc. 
Who  in  their  private  Cells  have  yet  a  cwa 
or  public  quiet;  unambitious  Men, 
Counsellors  for  the  world,  of  piercing  ken;     ** 
Whose  fervent  exhortations  from  afar 
Move  Princes  to  their  duty,  peace  or  nrar; 
And  oft-times  in  the  most  fbrbidding  den 
Of  solitude,  with  tovo  of  science  strong, 
How  pntiently  the  yoke  of  thought  they  bearl 
How  subtly  glide  its  finest  threads  along! 
Spirits  that  crowd  the  intellectual  sphere 
With  maxy  boundaries,  as  the  Astronomer 
With  orb  and  cycle  girds  the  sturry  throng. 


IV. 

CnHER  BENEHTS. 

Akj>,  not  in  vain  embodied  to  the  sight. 
Religion  finds  even  in  the  Hem  retreat 
Of  feudal  Sway  her  own  appropriate  seal; 
Prom  the  Collegiate  pomps  on  Windsor's  height 
Down  to  the  humble  altar,  which  the  Knight 
.And  his  Retainprs  of  the  embattlpd  halt 
Seek  in  domestie  oratory  small, 

prayer  in  stillneiB,  or  the  chanted  rite; 
Then  chiefly  dear,  when  toen  are  planted  round. 
Who  tench  the  intrepid  guardinns  nf  the  plare. 
Hourly  exposed  to  death,  with  ftmine  worn. 
Ami  Buffering  uniler  ninoy  a  perilous  wound. 
How  3fld  would  he  their  durance,  if  forlorn 
Of  offices  dispenstng  heavenly  grace! 


WORDSWORTH'S    POETICAL    WORKS. 


INUED. 
Iiida  at  limeB  prevttti! 
-'  bright  a  ^leun 
llhe  turbid  Stream! 
t  min^lca  with  the  gale 
our  paeeing  sail  1 

iver's  margiD,  blow 

',  to  bind  the  bronr 

d  that  shall  hot  Riil  ? 

ooder  of  the  world  I 

y  unfurled 
I,  and  love; 
I  honourable  pride ; 

•I  the  Lion's  eide, 
I  Gagle  aiu  the  Dove. 


vm. 

THE   VAUDOII 

Bdt  whence  came  tbej  who  Ibr  Ibe 
Hare  loog  bonie  witoeM  h  the  Seci 
Ages  ere  Valdo  imiaed  hi*  *oica  to 
In  Gallic  ears  (be  nnadulteiBta  W 
Their  fugitire  Pragenitofs  exfrforad 
Bafa^lHDe  Tales,  in  ^luest  of  Mfe  n 
Where  that  pure  Church  aarvifeA 

Open  a  pasetge  to  the  Romisb  iwi 
as  it  dares  U>  follow.  Herb*  i 
And  fruitage  pthered  fitxn  tbs  ch 
Nourish  the  Sufferers  then;  and  m 
■  chasms  with  new-fidteo  obatai 
Protect  them ;  and  the  eteriMl  mo 
Aliene,  is  God's  good  winter  Ibr  lb 


ADERS. 

I  tbe  shores 

It  a  farewell  glance 
I  Issues  —  (list  Roimnce 
iich  Fortune  poors 
^  disUnt  ehoree 
return  to  lie, 
Bries-leggpd  effigy, 
r  chnncf^l  floors, 
requiem  ehiknted 
leu  Heaven  iintien 
I  harmonies ; 


■Good, 


with  V. 

and  Brave,  and  Wise. 

itn  have  panted! 


ANTIATION 

incense  tbeda 
■n!L«  proceeds; 
i)pointed  consecntion ; 
liisird,  its  cIsTation 
irror  breeds, 
ir  heads,  like  reeds 
\  adoration. 

I)n  the  banks  of  Rhone 
|t  chased  him  thence 
!  him  alone, 

seek  defence, 
liN'atiire'a  craggj  thronei 
■pon  soul  and  aenae. 


IX 

CONTINUED. 
Pbaubd  be  the  Rirers,  froDt  lh«r  m 
Shouting  to  Freedooi,  **  Plant  tb^  B 
To  horaseed  Piety,  "  DiemiH  thjr  fi 
in  onr  caverns  smooth  thy  tut 
,  Nor  be  unthanked  their  taidieat  Unj 
'Mid  reedy  fens  wide-apresd  and  m 
Their  own  creation,  till  Iheii  long 
,  End  in  tbe  sea  engulphed.  Such  ^ 
,  As  came  frooi  mighty  Po  when  Vi 
'  Greeted  those  simple  tleirs  of  trui 
WJio  near  his  fountains  sought  obat 
Yet  were  prepered  as  glorious  ligfa 
Should  that  be  needed  for  their  sac 
BIcM  Prinmers  They,  whose  spirit) 


WALDENSES. 
These  who  gave  earliest  Doticei  u  I 
Springs  from  the  ground  tbe  room  tc 
Who  rather  roee  the  day  to  snteda 
By  striking  out  a  solitary  spark. 
When  all  the  world  wiUi  midnight  g 

I  These  Harbingers  of  good,  whom  I 
In  vaia  endeavoured  to  exterminate 

!  Fell  Obloquy  pursues  with  hideous 

I     *TheliitDrEnil  luiiMa  bcmwed  apm 

I  n  long  and  CDiioui; — and,  aa  m,  ate*!  too 

opprobiiout  appellatkios  an  drawn  fion 

I  which  tliFy  mra  Ibnxil  by  their  peTMcnKx 

[  daied  Iboir  miaerin  inln  one  i«|iroachful  Ic 

laremani  oi  PUunn,  fhiin  pali,  U>  talBa. 

Dwellni  with  nolvn.  ibe  Damn  than 

And  green  Oak  are  Iheu-  cmeni  w  lb 

Of  night  dA  fcib  ttinr  Enemy'i  dorign, 

She  tslli  thsm  Ridan  to  the  flyiof  bn 


IbsH^mMimodoa 
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;  —  and  tiio  eacred  fire, 
lliue,  from  decs  luid  eavn^ei  woods 
ided  on  with  never-ceasing  care, 
»irtE,  through  tamps,  o'er  limitary  floods; 
this  secL-girt  lele  a.  limeljr  »lia.re 
tr  Flame,  not  suflered  to  expire. 


"  A»  Ihou  tliese  ashes,  little 
"  Into  ihe  Avon,  Avon  In  thi 
"Of  Severn,  Severn  to  the  i 
"  [nto  m«in  Ocean  thej-,  thii  d 

"  An  emblem  yields  tfl  frienda  and  . 
'  How  the  bold  Teacher's  Doctrir 
"  By  Truth,  shall   spread  thoug.i 


:hb»hop  ciiiaiELY  to  henry  v. 

east  in  wilderness  or  cukured  field 

ly  beauty  of  the  Leopard  shows  ■ 

ower  in  meadow-ground  or  garden  grows 

he  towering  Lily  dolh  not  yitld ! 

meet  only  on  thy  royal  shield ! 

great  King!  claim  what  thy  birth  beetowe; 

the  Gallic  Lily  wliich  thy  foes 

iBorp;  —  thoo  hast  a  sword  to  wield, 

i»en  will  crovtn  the  righu"  — The  mitred 

>  —  and  lo!  a  Fleet,  for  Gaul  tddrest, 

>T  bold  course  across  the  wotdenoK  aena; 

to  »a.y,  ambition,  in  the  brea.it 

d  Heroes,  is  no  sullen  fire. 

It  leaps  to  meet  Ihe  fanning  bfeexe. 


coRnvmoNs  of  the  higher  clergt. 
"Woe  lo  yon,  Prelatw!  rioting  in  etae 
"  And  cumbrous  wealth  —  the  shame  «f  fovr  aMstet , 
"  You,  on  whose  progress  dazzling  tiwn*  await 
"Of  pompous  horses;  whom  vain  titlaa  plaMO  j 
"  Who  will  be  served  hy  others  on  their  kaaci^ 
"  Yet  will  yourselves  to  God  no  service  pay ; 
"  Pastors  who  neither  lake  nor  point  tlw  mj 
"  To  Henvcn;  for  cither  lost  in  vanities 
"  Ye  have  no  skill  to  teach,  er  if  je  know 

"And  speak  the  word "  Alaat  of  ftaifiil  Ouagt 

Tie  the  nmt  fearfbl  wbeD  the  People**  eye 
Abuse  hath  cleared  froni  vain  imagbiDin; 
And  taaght  the  geDeial  voice  to  ptopbesy 
Of  Juotice  aimed,  and  Pride  to  be  laid  k)w. 


xn. 

AR8  Of  YORK  AND  LANCASTER. 

e  Htonn  abated  by  the  crail 

rd  CouneelloT,  eager  to  protect 

h,  whoee  power  hath  recently  been  checked, 

ostTDUB  riches  threatened.     So  the  shaft 

owonte  high,  and  blood  is  quafled 

at  rival  Creaiy  and  Poictiers  — 

:  washed  away  by  bitter  teara! 

•  hell  itself,  the  avenging  dranght 
ingbter.    Yet,  while  Temporal  power 

ebocka  exhausted,  Spiritoel  truth 
the  elae  endangered  gift  of  life ; 
nxD  infiuwy  to  lusty  youth ; 

•  com  «f  this  woefiil  strife, 
lUiglrted  strength  trom  hour  to  hour. 


ABUSE  OF  MONASTIC  POWER. 
And  what  is  Penance  with  her  knotted  thong, 
Mortificatton  with  the  chirt  of  hair. 
Wan  cheek,  and  knees  iadurrl'^  with  prayer. 
Vigils,  and  bstings  rigorous  as  long. 
If  cloistered  Avarice  scruple  not  to  wrong 
The  pious,  humble,  useful  Secular, 
And  rob  the  people  of  his  daily  care, 
Scorning  that  world  whoee  blindness  mokes  heratrong! 
Inversion  strajige !  that  unto  One  who  lives 
For  self,  and  struggles  with  himself  alone, 
The  amplest  share  of  heavenly  brour  gives: 
That  to  a  Monk  allots,  in  the  esteem 
Of  God  and  Man,  place  higher  than  to  him 
Who  on  the  good  of  others  builds  his  own  1 


xm. 

WICLIFFE. 
'  the  Cbnrch  is  seised  with  sudden  fear, 
'  call  is  Wiclifie  disinhumed  : 
ry  bones  to  ashes  are  consumed 
into  the  brook  that  travels  near; 
that  ancient  Voice  which  Streams  can  hear, 
IS  (ttat  Voice  which  walks  upon  the  wind, 
ttn  kaard  bf  bosr  homan  kindj 


XVL 

MONASTIC  VOLUPTDOUBNESB. 
Yet  more,  —  round  many  a  Convent's  blasiDg  fare 
Unhallowed  threads  of  revelry  are  siwn ; 
There  Venus  sits  disgnisW  like  a  Nun, — 
While  Bacchus,  clothed  in  semblance  of  a  EViar, 
Pours  out  his  choicest  beverage  high  and  higher 
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Sparkling,  until  it  cannot  chooi3e  but  run 

Over  the  bowl,  whose  silver  lip  hath  won 

An  instant  kiss  of  nuisterful  desire  — 

To  stay  the  precious  waste.    Through  every  brain 

The  domination  of  the  sprightly  juice 

Spreads  high  conceits  to  madding  Fancy  dear. 

Till  the  arched  roof,  with  resolute  abuse 

Of  its  grave  echoes,  swells  a  choral  strain, 

Whose  votive  burthen  is — "  Ovr  kinodox^s  here  !** 


XVII. 
DISSOLUTION  OF  THE  MONAOTERIEa 

Thrbats  come  which  no  submission  may  assuage ; 

No  sacrifice  avert,  no  power  dispute ; 

The  tapers  shall  be  quenched,  the  belfries  mute. 

And,  'mid  their  choirs  unroofed  by  selfish  rage. 

The  warbling  wren  shall  find  a  leafy  cage ; 

The  gadding  bramble  hang  her  purple  fruit ; 

And  the  green  lizard  and  the  gilded  newt 

Lead  unmolested  lives,  and  die  of  age.* 

The  owl  of  evening  and  the  woodland  fox 

For  their  abode  the  shrines  of  Waltham  choose : 

Proud  Glastonbury  can  no  more  refuse 

To  stoop  her  head  before  these  desperate  shocks — 

She  whose  high  pomp  displaced,  as  story  tells, 

Arimathean  Joseph's  wattled  cells. 


XVIII. 
THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

The  lovely  Nun  (submissive,  but  more  meek 

Through  saintly  habit  than  fi^m  effort  due 

To  unrelenting  mandates  that  pursue 

With  equal  wrath  the  d^eps  of  strong  and  weak) 

Goes  forth  —  unveiling  timidly  her  cheek 

Suffused  with  blushes  of  celestial  hue, 

While  through  the  Convent  gate  to  open  view 

Softly  she  glides,  another  home  to  seek. 

Not  Iris,  issuing  from  her  cloudy  shrine. 

An  Apparition  more  divinely  bright ! 

Not  more  attractive  to  the  dazzled  sight 

Those  watery  glories,  on  the  stormy  brine 

Poured  forth,  while  summer  suns  at  distance  shine. 

And  the  green  vales  lie  hushed  in  sober  light! 


XIX. 

CONTINUED. 

YiT  some,  Noviciates  of  the  cloistral  shade. 
Or  chained  by  vows,  with  undissemblod  glee 
The  warrant  hail  —  exulting  to  be  firee ; 


Like  ships  before  whose  keel^  ihll  loof  emtftyn 
In  polar  ice,  propitioos  windi  hftTe  nnda 
Unlooked-for  outlet  to  an  open  sett* 
Their  liquid  world,  for  bold  disoorery, 
In  all  her  quarters  temptingly  displayed ! 
Hope  guides  the  young;  but  when  the  old  moit 
The  threshold,  whither  shall  they  turn  to  find 
The  hospitality  —  the  alms  (alas ! 
Alms  may  be  needed)  which  that  boose  bestowei 
Can  they,  in  fiiith  and  worriiip,  train  the  mind 
To  keep  this  new  and  ({uestionable  road  ? 


XX. 

SAINTS. 

Ye,  too,  must  fly  before  a  chasing  hand. 
Angels  and  Saints,  in  every  hamlet  nMomed  I 
Ah !  if  the  old  idolatry  be  spumed* 
Let  not  your  radiant  Shapes  desert  the  Land : 
Her  adoration  was  not  your  demand. 
The  fond  heart  proffered  it — the  servile  heart; 
:  And  therefore  are  ye  summoned  to  depart, 
Michael,  and  thou,  St  George,  whose  flaming  ba 
The  Dragon  quelled ;  and  valiant  Margaret 
Whose  rival  sword  a  like  Opponent  slew : 
And  rapt  Cecilia,  seraph-haunted  Queen 
Of  harmony ;  and  weeping  Magdalene, 
Who  in  the  penitential  desert  met 
(jales  sweet  as  those  that  over  Eden  blew ! 


*  These  two  lines  are  adopted  from  a  MS.,  written  about  the 
year  1770,  which  accidentally  fell  into  my  poeMssion.  The 
"fate  of  the  preceding  Sonnet  on  monastic  voluptaousness  is 

mkeo  Gtrnthemme  souree,  as  is  the  vene,- YAiew  v«ttoa\^'^^«i^ Vftl^to» haughtUy  aeeore; 
mtB,''Ae. 


XXL 

THE   VIRGIN. 

Mother  !  whose  virgin  bosom  was  imcrost 
With  the  least  shade  of  thought  to  sin  allied; 
Woman  !  above  all  women  glorified. 
Our  tainted  nature's  solitary  boast ; 
Purer  than  foam  on  central  Ocean  tost 
Brighter  than  eastern  skies  at  daybreak  strews 
With  fancied  roses,  than  the  unblemished  idoqs 
Before  her  wane  begins  on  heaven*s  blue  eoait; 
Thy  Lnage  falls  to  earth.     Yet  some,  I  ween. 
Not  unforgiven  the  suppliant  knee  might  bead. 
As  to  a  visible  Power,  in  which  did  blend 
All  that  was  mixed  and  reconciled  in  Thee 
Of  mother's  love  with  maiden  purity. 
Of  high  with  low,  celestial  with  terrene ! 


XXIL 

APOLOGY. 


Not  utterly  trawonhy  to  endure 
Was  the  supremacy  of  erafty  Rome ; 
Age  afler  age  to  the  arch  of  ChriBtendooi 
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bold :  and.  Uierefore,  to  ihc  tomb 
DC  through  fire — and  by  the  scaflold  ma 
itlj  Fiaher,  and  unbend ing-  More. 
'  for  bolh  Uie  bosom's  lord  did  e'll 
lis  Ihrono  i"  unsofteood,  undJEnmyed 
t  thai  mingled  wilh  the  tragic  scene 
w  fear;  and  Morc's  piy  geniua  played 
e  inotfeosive  sword  of  native  wit, 
J  bare  axe  mora  liiminoufl  and  keen. 


xxm. 

IMACtNATIVK  REGRETS, 
the  iamentatioQ !    Not  &lone 
.gcs  justly  honoured  by  ibankind, 
I  the  gboiUly  Tenants  or  the  tvind, 
and  Spirits,  many  a  dolorous  groaii 
ir  that  dominioD  overthrown: 
ibor  grieveB,  and  far-off  Ganges,  iilind 
wn  woiahippers :  —  and  Nile,  reclined 
I  monstrous  urn,  the  farewell  moan 
,  —  Through  every  forest,  cave,  and  den, 
FtBuds  were  batched  of  old,  hath  sorrow  past 
.'er  the  Arabian  Prophet's  native  Waste, 
iDCe  his  airy  helpers  schemed  and  planned, 
intom  lalies  hemocking  thirsty  men. 
Iking  pillars  built  of  Rery  sand. 


XXIV. 
REFLECTIONS, 
that  by  this  unsparing  Hurricane 
saves  with  yellow  mijted  are  lorn  away, 
idly  fruita^  with  the  mother  spray, 
madness  —  wished  we,  therefore  to  detain, 
indfl  stretched  forth  in  oiollified  disdab, 
"umpery"  thai  ascends  in  bare  display, — 
ardoDS,  relics,  cowls  black,  white,  and  gray, 
led  —  and  flyiog  o'er  the  ethereal  plain 
lod  for  Limbo  Lake.  —  And  yet  not  choice 
it  rules  the  unreflecting  herd, 
y  bonds  are  hirdest  lo  disown  ; 
with  the  Bpiritnal  sovereignty  transferred 
wir,  the  Crown  aseomes  a  voice 
Jess  mtstery,  hitherto  unknown. 


XXV. 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  BIBLE, 
cotwei^  all  harm,  the  sacred  Book, 
f  sequeatratioa  wrapt  too  long, 
« tbe  ueenta  of  our  native  tongue ; 
vIm  gDidet  the  plough,  or  wields  the  ci 
g  ^urtt  DOW  may  look 


Upon  her  records,  listen  to  b 
And  siA  bcr  laws  —  much  w 
Which  ftith  has  suffered,  H"ai 
Trauscendent  BoonI  noblest 

bestowed  to  equalize  at        i 
Under  tiie  weight  of  mortal  wret 
But  passions  spread  like  plague" 
Wilh  bigotry  shall  tread  the  0 
Beneath  theit  feet— detested  am 


THE  POINT  .\T  ISSL'E. 
Fob,  what  cmtend  the  wise  T  fer  nothing  less 
Than  that  the  Soul,  freed  from  the  bonds  of  Sense, 
And  to  her  God  restored  by  evidence 
Of  things  not  seen — drawn  forth  from  their  recess. 
Root  there,  and  not  In  forma,  her  holiness; 
For  Faith  which  to  the  Patriarchs  did  dispense 
Sure  guidance,  ere  a  ceremonial  fence 
Wa-i  needful  round  men  thirsting  to  transgress; 
For  Faith,  more  perfect  stitl,  with  wliich  the  Lord 
Of  all,  himself  a  Spirit,  in  the  youth 
Of  Christian  aspiration,  deigned  to  &U 
The  temples  of  their  hearts —  who,  with  his  word 
Informed,  were  resolute  to  do  his  will, 
And  woiahip  him  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 


EDWARD   VL 
Sweet  is  the  holiness  of  Youth"  —  so  felt 
Time-honoured  Chaucer,  when  he  framed  the  lay 
By  which  the  Prioress  beguiled  the  way. 
And  many  a  Pilgrim's  rugged  heart  did  melL 
Hadst  thou,  loved  Bard !  whoee  spirit  often  dwelt 
In  the  clear  la;id  of  vision,  but  foreseen 
King,  Child,  and  Seraph,  blcitded  in  the  mien 
Of  pious  Edward  kneeling  as  he  knelt 
In  meek  and  simple  tnlancy,  what  joy 
For  nniveraal  Christendom  had  thrilled 
Thy  heart  1  what  hopes  mspirad  thy  genius,  skilled 
(O  great  Precursor,  genuine  morning  Star) 
The  lucid  shafts  of  reason  to  employ. 
Piercing  the  Papal  darkness  fimn  o^ ! 


xxvin. 

EDWARD  SIGNING  THE  WARRANT  FOR  llIE  EXE- 
CUTION OF  JOAN  OF  KENT. 
The  tears  of  man  in  various  measure  gush 
From  various  sources ;  gently  overflow 
Fran  blissfiil  transport  some —  th>m  clefts  of  woa 
Some  with  ungovernable  impnlss  rush ; 
And  some,  coeval  with  the  earliest  blush 


IVORDSWORTH'S  POETICAL   WORKS. 


Hig  but  to  go; 
^  Dlhera'  sonwi  eninb 

ir  these,  nor  yet 
lition  known, 

1  waters  thai  hare  w« 
\fa\  MunarcliB  driven 
■e  dotlk  disown. 


~  POPEUY. 

:□  rule,  dtMrowned 
I'eople  keen 
V  looks  iltn;*  green ! 
k  the  ground 

;  and,  at  the  Bound 

|tllen  Queen !) 

I  la  coo  found 

lo  they  invoke 

e  giory  (rire ; 
t  ttltare  smoke 
Ived  ;  anil  inu*  ii  mng ; 


bof  a 


D   RID  LEV. 
iat  is  unrolled  I 


n  aifrht! 
ji  God  aent  of  old) 
ftllina  hath  loretold 
I'iehl ; 

Hny's  deapite. 

ftrtherer's  cliain  partake, 

jcisl  sukc ;" 
c  Eublinw 


*1E  R. 
\a  upliraided  hand 
|rthly  Sent 

IS  doom  repeat !) 

|do[b  Cniniiier  stand ; 

T>n  band 


Mia  fimme  is  tied ;  finn  ftm  lbs  naked  fcrt 
To  the  bare  head,  the  vie 
The  shrauded  Body,  to  tba  Sonl'a 
Answerinif  with  men  than  Indiui  fottitnd^ 
Through  all  her  nerrei  with  finer  kdn  endM 
Till  breath  departs  in  blisBfiil  a^HiaticD: 
Hien,  'mid  the  ghastly  luiDi  of  tba  fire^ 
BeboU  the  uDalteisUe  heart  entite, 
Elmblem  of  &ith  ontoudied,  minculane  attHM 


.  iiuktiown  tongue. 


Aid,  glorious  Mutjn,  from  yoar  Selda  of  light, 

Our  mortal  ken !    Inspire  a  perfect  tniit 

(While  we  look  round)  that  Hearai'adeen(a>n>* 

Which  Tew  can  hold  committed  to  a  figbt 

That  shows,  cv'n  on  its  better  aUe,  the  might 

or  proud  Self-will,  Rapacity,  and  Last, 

'JMid  cloudi  enveloped  of  polemic  duit. 

Which  showers  of  blood  seem  rather  to  incite 

Than  to  allay.  —  Anathemas  are  hnrled 

From  both  sides;  vetenn  thunden  [the  kmleteit 

Of  Truth)  are  met  by  liilniinatioas  new  — 

Tartarian  flags  are  caught  at,  and  nnfiiried— 

Frienda  ftrik^at  Friends  —  the  firing  shall  ponse- 

And  Victory  sickens,  ignorant  when  to  tcttl 


K\r,LlSII  REFORMERS  IN  EXILE. 
Sci-rrEKiNo,  like  Binls  escaped  the  Fowler's  net 
IJomc  seek  witli  limely  flight  a  foreign  strand 
Meet  hippy,  rc-asiemblcd  in  a  land 
By  dauntle^  Liitlier  freed,  could  they  forget 
Their  Country's  woes.    Bui  scarcely  have  tbey  ne^ 
Partners  in  laitli,  and  Brotliera  in  distreaa, 
Free  to  pour  forth  their  common  thankfuloeaii 
Ere  hope  declines ;  their  union  ia  beset 
With  speculative  notions  rashly  sown, 
VVhence  thickly-sprouting  growth  of  poiaoaani  WMJ 
Their  forms  are  broken  staves ;  their  pamiaa  Keel) 
That  mauler  them.    How  enviably  bleat 
Is  he  who  can,  by  help  of  grace,  enthrooe 
The  peace  of  God  within  his  single  breut! 


XXXIV. 

ELIZABETIL 
Hail,  Virgin  Qneen!  o'er  many  an  eniiow  bar 
Triumphant — snatched  ^m  many  a  treachenof  «i 
All  hail,  Rage  Lady,  whom  a  gratefol  Isle 
Hath  blest,  respiring  from  that  disowl  war 
Stilled  by  thy  voice  [    But  quickly  fhwi  aSu 


t  For  ihe  belief  in 


!'^***T" 


wrBIm 
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'reathes  wilh  more  militant  sitn ; 

etorms  with  bome-bred  fermenta  daini 

I  leltowsbip;     Her  silver  car, 

«*  pnidence  ruled,  glides  elowly  on ; 

riolcnce,  ftom  menaced  tnini 

pure,  and  seeminglj  more  bright ; 
eeoe'er  she  moTes,  the  clouds  anon 

or.  under  a  divine  conBtraint, 
ne  portioa  of  her  glorioua  light. 


EMINENT  REFORMERS, 
diat  1  conid  trip  o'er  heaviesl  aotl, 
I  buoyant  Bark  Ihan  wace  to  wave, 
B  the  trusty  Staff  that  Jkwkl  gave 
il  HoocBB,  in  Ihniiliar  sif  le 
Railing,  and  with  playful  biuiIf  ;• 
quipped,  and  bcnriag  on  hia  head 
r's  &revrcll  blessing,  can  he  dread 
ar  lenfrth  of  way,  or  weight  of  toil ! 
it  than  odoun  caught  by  him  who  tails 
!  Aoret  oT  Araby  the  blest, 
d  times  more  extjULsiiely  aweet. 
It  of  holy  feeling  which  we  meet, 
;tul  DiDOienlK,  wafted  by  tlie  g^Ies 
3  where  good  men  walk,  or  bowers  wherein 


THE    SAME. 

heavenly  Spirit*  aa  they  are, 

I  life,  and  eloquent  aa  wi«e, 

t  entire  affection  do  they  prize 

-bom  Church !  labouring  with  earnest 

,11  that  may  her  alrength  impair; 

'ch  —  the  unperverted  Gospel's  seat; 

Sictions  a  divine  retreat; 

their  liveliest  hope,  and  tendercst  prayer! 

I  exploring  with  an  equal  mind, 

t  and  comrouDioo  they  have  sought 

[weeo  the  two  extremea  to  steer ; 

the  wiae  man's  ordinary  lot, 

igbt  couraes  for  the  itubbom  blind, 

eej  to  ears  that  will  not  hear. 


XXXVII. 

DISTRACTIONS, 
have  ceased  to  reverence,  soon  defy 
s&tfaera;  lo!  Sects  are  formed — and  split 
lid  rettleMnesa,  —  the  ecstatic  fit 


Spreads  wide;  though  spet  leab 

The  SaiaU  imitt  gocrm,  ■"-  -^ 

And  BO  they  labour,  deeming 
Disgraced  by  aught  that  seema  content  to  s 
Beneath  the  roof  of  settled  Modesty. 
The  Romsnist  exults;  Iresh  hope  he  draws 
From  the  confiisioo  —  craftily  incites 
The  overweening —  personate*  the  mad-f  — 
To  heap  disgust  upon  the  worthier  Cause : 
Totters  the  Throne;  the  Dcw-boni  Church  is 
For  every  wave  against  her  peace  unites. 


GUNF-OWDEBPLOT. 

FeitK  hath  a  hundred  eye»  that  all  agree 

To  plague  her  beating  heart;  and  there  is  one 

(Nor  idlest  that  0  which  holds  communion 

With  things  that  were  not,  yet  were  meant  to  h» 

Affhnst  within  its  gloomy  cavity 

Tliat  eye  (which  sees  as  if  fulfilled  and  done 

Crimes  that  might  stop  the  motion  of  the  sun) 

Behny^  the  horrible  cstaatrophe 

Of  an  assembled  Senate  unredeemed 

From  ptjbterraneouB  Treason's  darkling  power 

Merciless  act  of  sorrow  bfiniU  I 

Worse  than  the  prodoct  of  that  disnutl  night, 

When  giiphing,  copioos  as  a  thunder^hoirer, 

The  blood  of  Hugenola  through  Paris  itreuned 


The  Virgin  Mountain],  wearing  like  a  Queen 

A  brilliant  crown  of  everlasting  Snow, 

Sheds  ruin  from  her  sides;  and  men  below 

Wonder  that  aught  of  aspect  so  serene 

Can  link  with  desolation.     Sonoth  and  ^rsen, 

And  seeming,  at  a  little  distance,  alow. 

The  waters  of  the  Rliine ;  but  on  they  go 

Fretting  and  whitening,  keeier  and  nwre  keen, 

Till  madness  seizes  on  the  whole  wide  Flood, 

Turned  to  a  fearful  Thing  wboae  ncatrili  bmtiie 

Blasts  of  tempestuous  smoke  —  wherewith  be  tries 

To  hide  himself,  but  only  magnifies; 

And  doth  in  more  consptciMiH  lorment  writhe. 

Deafening  the  region  in  his  ireful  mood. 

t  A  oommon  d»vK«  In  reltfinia  and  pdiural  eendic*— ft 
Strype  in  nippert  t^  Uu  milmor, 
I  Ths  Jung-Oaa,  -, 
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XL. 

TROUBLES  OF  CHARLES  THE  FIRST 

Even  such  the  contrast  that,  where'er  we  move, 

To  the  mmd*8  eye  Religion  doth  present ; 

Now  with  her  own  deep  quietness  content ; 

Then,  like  the  moontain,  thundering  from  above 

Against  the  ancient  Pine-trees  of  the  grove 

And  the  Land's  humblest  comforts.    Now  her  mood 

Recalls  the  transformation  of  the  flood, 

Whose  rage  the  gentle  skies  in  vain  reprove, 

Earth  cannot  check.    O  terrible  excess 

Of  headstrong  will !    Can  this  be  Piety  1 

No — some  fierce  Maniac  hath  usurped  her  name ; 

And  scourges  England  struggling  to  be  fi-ee : 

Her  peace  destroyed !  her  hopes  a  wilderness ! 

Her  blessings  cursed  —  her  glory  turned  to  shame ! 


XLI. 
LAUD.* 

Prejudged  by  foes  determined  not  to  spare. 

An  old  weak  Man  for  vengeance  thrown  aside. 

Laud  '*  in  the  painful  art  of  dying"  tried 

(Like  a  poor  Bird  entangled  in  a  Snare 

Whose  heart  still  flutters,  though  his  wings  forbear 

To  stir  in  useless  struggle)  hath  relied 

On  hope  that  conscious  Innocence  supplied, 

And  in  his  prison  breathes  celestial  air. 

Why  tarries  then  thy  Chariot  1    Wherefore  stay, 

O  Death !  the  ensanguined  yet  triumphant  wheels. 

Which  thou  prepar^st,  full  often  to  convey 

(What  time  a  State  with  madding  faction  reels) 

The  Saint  or  Patriot  to  the  world  that  heals 

All  wounds,  all  perturbations  doth  allay  ? 


XLII. 
AFFLICTIONS  OF  ENGLAND. 

Harp  !  could*st  thou  venture,  on  thy  boldest  string. 

The  faintest  note  to  echo  which  the  blast 

Caught  from  the  hand  of  Moees  as  it  past 

0*er  Sinai*s  top,  or  from  the  Shepherd  King, 

Early  awake,  by  Siloa's  brook,  to  sing 

Of  dread  Jehovah ;  then,  should  wood  and  waste 

Hear  also  of  that  name,  and  mercy  cast 

Off  to  the  mountains,  like  a  covering 

Of  which  the  Lord  was  weary.    Weep,  oh !  weep. 

Weep  with  the  good,  beholding  King  and  Priest 

Despised  by  that  stem  Grod  to  whom  they  raise 

Their  suppliant  hands ;  but  holy  is  the  feast 

He  keepeth ;  like  the  firmament  his  ways, 

His  statues  like  the  chambers  of  the  deep. 

*SaeNota28. 


ECCLESIASTICAL  SKETCHE& 


PART  IIL 

FROM  THfi  SE8TOBATION  TO  THS  PSSSKHT  TD 


I  SAW  the  figure  of  a  lovely  Maid 

Seated  alone  beneath  a  darksoaie  Tree, 

Whose  fondly  overhanging  canopy 

Set  ofi*  her  brightness  with  a  pleasing  shade. 

Substance  she  seemed  (and  that  my  heart  betnfi 

For  she  was  one  I  loved  exceedingly ;) 

But  while  I  gazed  in  tender  reverie 

(Or  was  it  sleep  that  with  my  Fancy  played?) 

The  bright  corporeal  presence,  form,  and  hot,    , 

Remaining  still  distinct,  grew  thin  and  rare. 

Like  sunny  mist ;  at  length  the  golden  hair, 

Shape,  limbs,  and  heavenly  features,  keeping  pM 

Each  with  the  other,  in  a  lingering  race 

Of  dissolution,  melted  into  air. 


n. 

PATRIOTIC  SYMPATUIEa 

Last  night,  without  a  voice,  this  Vision  spake 

Fear  to  my  Spirit — passion  that  might  seem 

Wholly  dissevered  from  our  present  theme ; 

Yet,  my  beloved  Country,  I  partake 

Of  kindred  agitations  for  thy  sake ; 

Thou,  too,  dost  visit  oft  my  midnight  dream ; 

Thy  glory  meets  me  with  the  earliest  beam 

Of  light,  which  tells  that  morning  is  awake. 

If  aught  impair  thy  beauty  or  destroy. 

Or  but  forbode  destruction,  I  deplore 

With  filial  love  the  sad  vicissitude ; 

If  thou  hast  fallen,  and  righteous  Heaven  mtan 

The  prostrate,  then  my  spring-time  is  renewed, 

And  sorrow  bartered  for  exceeding  joy. 


in. 

CHARLES  THE  SECONa 

Who  comes  with  rapture  greeted,  and  careaB*d 
With  firantic  love  —  his  kingdom  to  regain  1 
Him  Virtue^s  Nurse,  Adversity,  in  vain 
Received,  and  fostered  in  her  iron  breast : 
For  all  she  taught  of  hardiest  and  of  beet. 
Or  would  have  taught,  by  discipliiie  of  pain 
\  KTA\QiQk.^\l^««^klGk^  tow  distolTat  untii^ 


FdKMS   OF   THE   IMAGINATION. 


ibereil  onlj  u  give  test 

if-«9.  —  Away,  Circean  revels ! 

ads  gur  Counlry  on  the  brink 

gt,  that  all  distinclion  levels 

d  felaehood,  BWallowinff  the  good  name, 

hat  draught,  tJie  life-blood  :  misery,  Bhaine, 

alhed ;  from  which  Historians  ahrink  ! 


LATITUDINARUKISM. 

ia  keenly  sought  for,  and  the  wind 

ith  rich  woida  poured  out  in  thought's  de 

lie  Church  inapire  that  eloquence, 

nic  Piely  confined 

?  temple  of  the  bward  mbd  ; 

here  is  who  builds  immortal  lays, 

otaei  to  Iread  in  solitary  ways, 

■elbre,  and  danger's  voice  beliind ! 

tae,  not  helpless  to  repel 

lits ;  for  from  above  ihe  siarry  sphere 

et«,  whispered  nightly  lu  his  ear; 

ure  apirit  of  t^lestial  tipbl 

ough  hia  soul — "that  he  may  see  and  tell 

invisible  to  mortal  sight." 


CLERICAL  INTEGRITY. 

the  eternal  roll  of  praise  reject 
coofisrmiiig ;  whom  one  rigorous  day 
rm  tfaeii  Cures,  a  voluntary  prey 
y,  and  grief,  and  disrespect, 

to  want — as  if  by  tempest  wrecked 
I  coast ;  bow  destitute !  did  They 
Jiat  ConscieDce  never  can  betray, 
w  of  mind  ia  Virtue's  fure  etTePt. 
ara  they  forego,  their  homes  they  quit, 
lich  they  love,  and  paths  they  daily  trod, 
the  future  upon  Providence ; 
he  dictate  of  whose  inward  sen^e 
■  the  world ;  whom  selHeceiving  wit 
t  tout  what  the;  deem  the  cause  of  God. 


Mounluin,  and  moor,  and  crowded  street,  wnere  ii' 

The  headless  martyrs  of  the  Covenaol, 

Skin  by  Compatriot-prolealants  that  draw 

From  councils  senseless  as  intolerant 

Their  warranU     Bodies  fall  by  wild  aword-lnw ; 

But  who  would  force  the  Soul,  tills  with  a  sUmw 

Against  a  Champion  cased  in  adamant. 


VII. 
ACQUnTAL  OF  THE  BISHOPS. 

A  VOICE,  from  long-expecting  thousands  sent, 
Shatters  the  air,  and  troubles  lower  and  spire - 
For  Justice  hath  absolved  (he  Innocent, 
And  Tyranny  is  balked  of  her  desire : 
Up,  down,  the  busy  Thames—  rapid  as  fire 
CouTHing  a  train  of  gunpowder — it  went. 
And  transport  finds  in  every  street  a  vent, 
Till  the  whole  City  rings  like  one  vast  quire. 
The  Fathers  urge  the  People  to  be  still, 
Wilh  outstretched  hands  and  earnest  speech — i 
Yea,  many,  haply  wont  to  entertain 
Small  reverence  for  the  Mitre's  offices. 
And  U)  Religion's  self  no  friendly  will, 
A  Prelate's  blessing  aak  on  bended  kneea. 


WILUAM  THE  THIRD. 
Calm  as  an  under  current  —  strong  to  draw 
Millions  of  waves  into  itself,  and  run, 
From  sea  to  sea.  impervious  lo  the  aun 
And  ploughing  storm  — the  spirit  of  Nassau 
(By  constant  impulse  of  religious  awe 
Swayed,  and  thereby  enabled  lo  contend 
With  the  wide  world's  commotions)  from  its  end 
Swerves  not  — diverted  by  a  casual  law. 
Had  mortal  action  e'er  a  nobler  acope! 
The  Hero  comes  to  liberate,  not  defy; 
And,  while  he  marches  on  with  righteous  hope. 
Conqueror  beloved !  expected  aniiously  t 
The  vacillating  Bondman  of  the  Pope 
Shrinks  from  the  verdict  of  hia  ateadbst  eye. 


UnON  Of  THE  eCXTmSH  COVENANTERS. 
Ipirie  Valea  threw  forth  a  suppliant  cry, 
xty  <rf  England  interposed 
■word  ati^tped ;  the  bleeding  wounds  were 
ed; 

[h  pnaerved  her  ancient  purity. 
1«  boot!  ttiat  precedent  of  good, 
or  forgotten.  Thou  canst  testify, 
knTa  ifaune,  O  Siater  Itoalm !  from  wood, 


OBUGATIONS  OF  aviL  TO  REUGIOUS  LIBERTY 
UNoRATKrni,  Country,  if  thou  e'er  forget 
The  sons  who  for  thy  civil  rights  have  bled ! 
How,  like  a  Rmmo,  Sidney  bowod  his  head. 
And  Russel'a  milder  blood  the  scaffold  wet; 
But  theao  bad  &]Ion  for  profitless  regret. 
Had  not  thy  holy  Church  her  Champions  bred. 
And  claims  from  other  worlds  inspirited 
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IK.     Noryel 

That  Blackens^  and  spreads  wide  a  w 

eut!)ifepiriLml  things 

We,  nothing  loth  a  lingering  coarse 

or  Bcom,  Of  ftar, 

May  gather  up  our  tboogbta,  and  ma 

^snchisee  support. 

How  widely  eprwui  the  interarta  of  < 

ju«lyde«: 

(0  he»ven  by  nature  dinga, 

^  its  coum  ia  ihort. 

xm 

X. 

ASPECTS  OF  CHRISTIAMITY 

BOOK  OF  LIVES. 

Wbu  worthy  to  be  magnified  an  tfa 

the  fiireit  sky 

Who  with  tad  beuts,  of  fKeods  and 

ntber,  whence  the  pea 

A  last  hrewoll,  their  loved  abodes  fi 

tlie  lives  of  these  gmd  men, 

And  hallowed  ground  in  which  thdr 

wiag.    With  moiBteoed  eye 

Then  to  the  ncw-fiwnd  World  ezjda 

rcflt  cliarity 

That  60  a  Church,  unforced,  imcalle 

(1  humble  Citisea: 

ild  virtues,  then 

Her  Lord  might  worship  and  his  woi 

Icssedness  to  die ! 

In  freedom.    Men  they  were  who  ct 

les  Eliine  elill  and  bright; 

Blest  Pilgrims,  surely,  as  they  took  1 

s  OD  B  Eummer  night ; 

A  will  by  sovereign  Conscience  sam 

oni  Inr  they  fling 

Blest  while  their  SpiriW  from  the  w> 

like  Btara  00  high, 

Along  a  Galaiy  that  knows  no  end. 

ucid  ring 

But  in  His  glory  who  for  Sinners  du 

luavBnly  memory. 

XL 

XIV. 

HEVEREL. 

u.  «n.xn>. 

from  the  swell 

by  tenets  Biraiocd 

To  wilds  where  both  were  utterly  a 

ar*.  true  or  feigned. 

But  not  ta  them  had  Providence  forf 

s;  andlo!  the  Sentinel 

Whnt  benefiu  are  missed,  what  e»il 

lllpit  'lanim  bell, 

In  worship  neillier  raised  nor  limitet 

ved  by  female  eyea 

SnvB  by  self-will.     Lo !  from  that  di 

For  rite  and  ordinance.  Piety  is  led 

England  may  rebel 

Back  to  the  Land  those  Pilgrims  let 

ue.     HioH  and  Low. 

Led  hy  bcr  own  free  choice.     So  Ti 

OD  all  tongues  are  rife ; 

By  Conscience  governed  do  their  ati 

sprung  from  heaven,  must  owe 

Fathers !  your  Virtues,  such  the  poi 

extremes  her  life,— 

Their  spirit,  in  your  Children,  thus  i 

and  quiet  flow 

Transcendent  over  time,  unbound  b] 

tred,  temper  strife. 

Concord  and  Charity  in  circles  mon 

•American  epis^picy,  in  union  . 

XIL 

England,  ..ric.ly  belong,  to  th«  gen 

)iU8  far,  a  bold  design 

Bi.hop  Doaxe,  and  Mr.  Henry  Reed 

livelier  stir  of  heart 

'  having  snggiiled  lo  ma  lbs  propriel] 

ae  forward  by  the  Rhine, 

and  pointed  out  ihe  virtuM  and  tnta 

Tfect  him.  and  depart; 

—  up  again  to  start! 

Lambeth.  Feb.  t,  1T8T,  by  Arcfabiahq 

to  number,  that  recline 

on  Ihe  horiEOQ  line 

.fcraced  >n  America,  by  himaelf.    F< 

crests  bis  eye  athwart. 

with  troubled  pleasure: 

nsom  of  a  stream 

;  Bishop  of  New  Jeraer" 

S  XV. 
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jibrmeil  with  Apcctolic  tight 

who,  when  iheir  Country  hod  been  freed, 
h  reverence  to  the  ancient  creed, 
le  trame  of  Eoglaod's  Cburcb  their  sight, 

ia  fiJisI  love  to  reunite 

had  severed.    Thence  they  fetched  the  seed 

n  uniif ,  and  won  a  meed 

■om  Heaven.    To  thee,  O  mintly  White, 

r  a  wide-Bpresding  familf, 

mda  and  unborn  titnee  shall  turn 

ley  would  restore  or  build  —  to  thee, 

I  rightlj  taught  how  zeal  should  bum, 

)  drew  from  out  Faith's  holiest  urn 

Btrcam  of  patient  f^nerg]'. 


XVL 

d  Priests,  blessed  are  ye,  if  deep 
[bore  all  offices  U  high) 
ur  hearts  the  sense  of  duty  lie; 
I  ye  are  bj  Christ  to  feed  and  keep 
ea  jour  portion  of  his  chosen  sheep: 
as  ever  in  your  Master's  sight, 
ur  hardest  taBk  your  best  delight, 
s:I  glory  ye  in  Ilenvon  shsll  reapl  — 
M^emn  Office  which  ye  loagbt 
*/mk  premonished,  if  unsound 
ice  prore,  fitithlen  tboug^h  but  in  thought, 
I  Priestih  think  what  a  gulf  profbund 
I  tbeo,  if  tbejr  were  rightly  taught 
id  tlie  Ordinance  by  your  lives  diiowned ! 


XVtI. 

PLACES  OF  WORSHIP. 

it  riiioe*  dependent  upno  star 

ty  while  we  knk  np  in  love ; 

ieep  &ir  abipt  which  tliough  tfaey  mov' 

I,  to  eyea  that  watch  them  from  ahr ; 

uidy  deaert  fountains  are, 

i-gttnem  shaded  at  wide  intervali, 

it  aniaDd  the  suD-bumt  Native  &lla 

tired  or  deaultory  wir  — „ 

ia  British  ble  her  christian  Fanea, 

id  to  CBch  Rm'  kindred  servicea ; 

I,  her  Sleeple4owen  with  glittering  n 

d,  bar  Cbap^  lurking  among  tree% 

ow  villager*  on  bended  knees 

•  which  k  boty  world  diad 


XV  111. 
PASTORAL  CBARACTER. 
A  oEKiu.  health,  a  hospitable  board, 
And  a  reRned  rusticity,  belong 
To  the  neat  mansion,  where  bis  flock  among, 
The  learned  Pastor  dwells,  their  watchful  Lord. 
Though  meek  anil  palionl  as  a  sheathed  sword ; 
Though  pride's  least  lurking  thought  appear  a  wrong 
To  human  kind;  though  peace  be  on  his  tongue. 
Gentleness  in  hia  heart — can  earth  afford 
Such  genuine  state,  pre-eminence  so  free. 
As  wlien,  arrayed  in  Christ's  autliority. 
He  from  the  pulpil  lifls  his  awtli!  hand ; 
Conjures,  implores,  niul  labours  all  he  can 
For  re-subjecling  to  divine  command 
The  stubborn  spirit  of  rebellious  man! 


THE  UTURGY. 
Yn,  if  the  tntendtiei  of  bop*  aixi  ft«r 
Attimct  ui  (till,,  and  paaaiooate  eierciae  , 
Of  lofly  ibongfata,  tba  way  before  ua  lie* 
DiatiDct  with  Kgm,  thnwgh  which  in  aet  career, 
Aa  throogfa  ■  lodiae,  niovea  the  ritual  year 
Of  England'!  Church;  atupendoua  myateriea  I 
Which  whoK)  tnvela  in  her  boaom  eyea, 
Aa  he  approacbea  them  with  aolemn  cheer. 
Upon  that  circle  traced  from  sacied  story 
We  only  dara  to  cast  a  Irantient  gUnce, 
Trusting  in  hope  that  others  may  advance 
With  mind  intent  upon  the  King  of  Glory, 
From  hit  mild  advent  till  hta  countenance 
Shall  dissipate  the  seaa  and  niounlaina  hoary. 


BAPTISM. 

De&k  be  the  Church,  that,  watching  o*er  the  needs 
Of  In&ncy,  proridea  a  timely  shower 
Whose  virtue  change*  to  a  christian  Flower 
A  Growth  from  sinfiil  Nature's  bed  of  weeda !  — 
Fitlieat  beneath  the  lacred  roof  proceeds 
The  ministration ;  while  parental  Love 
Looks  on,  and  Grace  deacendelh  from  above 
Aa  the  high  service  pledge*  now,  now  pleads. 
There,  should  vain  tbougbt*  outipread  their  winira 

and  fly 
To  meet  the  coming  hour*  of  festal  mirth. 
The  tomb* — which  bear  and  answer  that  brief  cryi 
The  Infant's  Dotice  of  hi*  second  birth  — 
Becal  the  waoderiof  Bool  to  lympathy 
With  whftt  BBii  hope*  tnm  tleaveo,  yet  bar*  Oom 

Eaith. 
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XXI. 

SPONSORS. 

Father  !  to  (jod  himself  we  caonot  give 
A  holier  name !  then  lightly  do  not  bear 
Both  names  conjoined,  but  of  thy  spiritual  care 
Be  duly  mindful :  still  more  sensitive 
Do  thou,  in  truth  a  second  Mother,  strive 
Against  disheartening  custom,  that  by  thee 
Watched,  and  with  love  and  pious  industry 
Tended  at  need,  the  adopted  Plant  may  thrive 
For  everlasting  bloom.    Benign  and  pure 
Thia  ordinance,  whether  loss  it  would  supply. 
Prevent  omission,  help  deficiency, 
Or  seek  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure. 
Shame  if  the  consecrated  vow  be  found 
An  idle  form,  the  word  an  empty  sound ! 


xxu. 

CATECHISING. 

From  Little  down  to  Least,  in  due  degree, 
Around  the  Pastor,  each  in  new-wrought  vest. 
Each  with  a  vernal  posy  at  his  breast. 
We  stood,  a  trembling,  earnest  company ! 
With  low  soft  murmur,  like  a  distant  bee, 
Some  spake,  by  thought-perplexing  fears  betrayed 
And  some  a  bold  unerring  answer  made : 
How  fluttered  then  thy  anxious  heart  for  me. 
Beloved  Mother !  Thou  whose  happy  hand 
Had  bound  the  flowers  I  wore,  with  faithful  tie : 
Sweet  flowers !  at  whose  inaudible  command 
Her  countenance,  phantom-like,  doth  re-appear: 
O  lost  too  early  for  the  frequent  tear. 
And  ill  requited  by  this  heartfelt  sigh ! 


XXIIL 

CONFIRMATION. 

The  Voung-ones  gathered  in  from  hill  and  dale. 

With  holiday  delight  on  every  brow: 

'T  is  passed  away ;  far  other  thoughts  prevail ; 

For  they  are  taking  the  baptismal  vow 

Upon  their  conscious  selves ;  their  own  lips  speak 

The  solemn  promise.     Strongest  sinews  fail; 

And  many  a  blooming,  many  a  lovely,  cheek 

Under  the  holy  fear  of  God  turns  pale  ; 

While  on  each  head  his  lawn-robed  Servant  lays 

An  apostolic  hand,  and  with  prayer  seals 

The  covenant    The  Omnipotent  will  raise 

Their  feeble  souls ;  and  bear  with  his  regrets, 

Who,  looking  round  the  fair  assemblage,  feels 

That  ere  the  sun  goes  down  their  childhood  sets. 


XXIV. 

CONFIRMATION  — CONTINUED. 

I  SAW  a  Mother*8  eye  intensely  bent 
Upon  a  Maiden  trembling  as  she  knelt; 
In  and  for  whom  the  pkms  MoCber  fielt 
Things  that  we  judge  of  by  a  light  too  &iat: 
Tell,  if  ye  may,  some  star-crowtaed  Muse,  or  flU 
Tell  what  rushed  in,  from  what  she  was  rdievd 
Then,  when  her  child  the  hallowing  tooch  nm 
And  such  vibration  through  the  Mother  went 
That  tears  burst  forth  amain.    Did  gleam  if^H 
Opened  a  vision  of  that  blisafbl  place 
Where  dwells  a  Sister-child  t    And  was  po««r| 
Part  of  her  lost  one's  glory  back  to  trace 
Even  to  this  rite  ?    For  thus  She  kndt,  and,  en' 
The  summer-leaf  had  fiuled,  passed  to  He 


XXV. 
SACRAMENT. 

Bt  chain  yet  stronger  must  the  Soul  be  tied : 
One  duty  more,  last  stage  of  this  ascent, 
Brings  to  thy  food,  mysterkras  Sacrament! 
The  offipring,  haply  at  the  parent's  side; 
But  not  till  they,  with  all  that  do  abkle 
In  Heaven,  have  lifted  up  their  hearts  to  kai 
And  magnify  the  glohous  name  of  God, 
Fountain  of  Grace,  whose  Son  fiir  anners  diei 
Ye,  who  have  duly  weighed  the  ■w™««n— ,  puM 
No  longer ;  ye,  whom  to  the  saving  rite 
The  Altar  calls ;  come  early  under  laws 
That  can  secure  for  you  a. path  of  light 
Through   gloomiest   shade;    put   on   (oor  dm 

weight) 
Armour  divine,  and  conquer  in  your  cause ! 


XXVI. 

THE  MARRIAGE  CERE.MOiNy. 

The  vested  priest  before  the  Altar  stands; 
Approach,  come  ghuily,  ye  prepared,  in  sight 
Of  God  and  chosen  friends,  your  troth  to  pliglA 
With  the  symbolic  ring,  and  willing  hamis 
Solemnly  joined.    Now  sanctify  the  bands 
O  Father !  —  to  the  espoused  thy  blenng  fif^ 
That  mutually  assisted  they  may  live 
Obedient,  as  here  taught,  to  thy  conunaods. 
So  prays  the  Church,  to  consecrate  a  vow 
**  The  which  would  endless  matrimony  make;"     = 
Union  that  shadows  forth  and  doth  partake         < 
A  mystery  potent  human  love  to  endow 
With  heavenly,  each  more  prised   for  the  d 

sake; 
Weep  not,  meek  Bride !  uplift  thy  timid  brow 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


iKSGlVlNO  AFTER  CHILDBIRTH. 

Jie  Power  who  left  bis  throne  on  high, 

eil  lo  weiLt  the  robe  of  flesh  we  wear, 

'  that  through  the  traits  of  infancy 

e[iei)ilcnC  on  maternal  care, 

umanilf  with  Ihec  will  share, 

ith  the  Ihsnbs  that  in  his  people's  eye 

est  up  fot  afe  delivery 

dbinh's   perilouE   Ihrocs.      And   should   tht 

■i  hopei  hereaHcr  walk  inclined 
I  6t  to  mate  a  mother  rue 

be  was  bcim,  a  glance  of  mind 

this  observance  may  renew 
'ill ;  and,  in  the  imagined  view 
,ui  tneeling.  safely  he  may  find. 


FOR.MS  OF  PRAYER  AT  SEA. 
To  kneeling  worshippers  no 
Gives  holler  ioviUlioa  lli«n  i- 
Of  a  Etorm-shBttered  vessel  sa 
(\VIicn  all  that  Man  could  do 
By  him  who  raised  the  tempet  ..„, 

Happy  the  crew  who  this  have  leii.  'ir 

:  Forth  for  his  mercy,  aa  the  Church 
,  Solemn  lltank^jving.    Not  will  (Aej  ire 

In  vain  who,  for  a  rightful  Cause,  give  '"      !i 
To  words  the  Church  prescribes  aiding         lip 
For  the  heart's  sahe,  ere  ship  with  Iiobiiiu  ship 
Encountera,  armed  for  work  of  pain  and  death. 
Suppliants]  the  God  to  whom  your  cause  yo  Uutt 

I  Will  listen,  and  ;e  know  that  He  is  jusL 


xxvnL 

VISITATION  OF  TUK  SICK. 
ilh  bells  renew  the  inviting  pral ; 
c  '.  yet  there  be  that,  worn  with  pain 
esB,  listen  where  they  long  have  lain, 
I  listen.     With  maternal  leal 
he  Church  sends  niiniaters  lo  kneel 
'  afflicted ;  to  sustain  with  prayer, 
e  the  heart  confession  hath  laid  bare  — 
on,  Irom  God's  throne,  may  set  it^  seal 

penilent.     When  breath  depart* 
dishurthened  »>,  ra  corufortpH. 

AngeU  gteet ;  and  oura  be  hope 
te  snfibnr  rise  from  hia  sjch-bed, 

will  gain  a  6nner  mind,  to  cope 
d  world,  and  foil  the  Tempter's  arts. 


■HE  COMMINATION  SERVICE. 

this  rite,  neglected,  yea  abhorred, 

if  unreflecting  mind,  as  calling 

iTte  man,  (thought  monElrous  and  appalling.) 

nd  hear  the  Ihreatenings  of  the  Aorrf; 

within  his  Temple  see  his  sword 

•d  in  wrath  to  strike  the  offender's  head, 

if  sorrow  for  thy  sin  be  dead, 
ipented,  pardon  unimplored. 
eta  bean  Truth  needful  tbr  alvatioo; 
irsnol  tJUf .'  — yet  woold  this  delicate  age 
'  on  the  Ooapel's  brighter  page : 
and  dark  duly  our  tboaghts  employ ; 
be  fearful  words  c/  Caniminatioa 
ety  frnit  of  peace  and  Love  and  joy. 


FUNERAL  SERVICE. 
Prom  the  Baptiomal  hour,  thm'  weal  and  woe. 
The  Church  extends  her  care  to  thought  and  dood  -, 
Nor  quits  tho  body  when  the  soul  is  freed. 
The  mortal  weight  cast  otT  to  be  laid  low. 
Blest  ntc  ibr  him  who  hears  in  lailb,  "  1  know 
'I'hat  my  Redeemer  livelli,"  —  hears  each  word 
That  follows  —  BtrikingOD  some  kindred  chord 
Deep  in  the  thankful  heart ;  —  yet  tears  will  flow. 
Itlan  IS  as  grsM  that  springetb  up  at  mom, 
Grows  green,  and  is  cut  down  and  wiihenth 
Ere  nighl&Il  —  truth  that  well  may  claim  a  aigh. 
lis  natural  echo;  but  hope  comes  reborn 
-M  Jesu's  bidding.     We  rejoice,  '■  O  Deatli 
Wbere  is  thy  Sting— O  Grave  where  i>  Iby  Victory  V 


I  RURAL  CEREMONY.' 

I  Cumsa  the  sacred  Bmk  wbich  long  bu  fed 
'  Out  meditations,  give  we  lo  a  day 
Of  annoal  joy  one  tribnlaty  lay ; 
Tbia  day,  when  fcvth  by  riHtk  music  (ed. 
The  village  children,  while  the  aky  ia  red 
With  evening  lights,  advance  in  kng  amy 
"nirough  the  still  charch-yard,  each  witfa  garknd  gay. 
That  carried  sceptre-like,  o'ertops  tbe  bead 
Of  tbe  proud  bearer.     To  the  wide  cfaurcfa-door. 
Charged  with  these  ofiering*  wbich  tbetr  bthen  bnv 
For  decOTation  in  tbe  papal  time^ 
T'he  innocent  procemm  aoftly  movei:  — 
The  spirit  of  I^od  i*  plaoed  in  heaven'*  pare  elime^ 
And  Hooker't  voice  tbe  spectacle  approvea ! 

*  This  is  Mill  eonlioiinl  in  manr  cfanrebea  in  Vftmnnire- 
land.  I(  takes  place  in  the  monih  of  Jal^,  when  lbs  floor 
of  ibe  stalls  Is  scrawo  wuh  fresh  resbes  i  ind  bsiM*  II  — 
<alM  ihe  "  Rosh-bswiiw." 
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WORDSWORTH'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


XXXUL 

REGRETS. 

Would  that  our  scrupulous  Sires  had  dared  to  leave 
Less  scanty  measure  of  those  graceful  rites 
And  usages,  whose  due  return  invites 
A  stir  of  mind  too  natural  to  deceive ; 
Giving  to  Memory  help  when  she  would  weave 
A  crown  for  Hope!  —  I  dread  the  boasted  lights 
That  all  too  often  are  but  fiery  blights, 
Killing  the  bud  o*er  which  in  vain  we  grieve. 
(to,  seek,  when  Christmas  snows  discomfort  bring, 
Tlie  counter  Spirit  found  in  some  gay  church 
Green  with  fresh  holly,  every  pew  a  perch 
In  which  the  linnet  or  the  thrush  might  sing. 
Merry  and  loud  and  safe  from  prying  search. 
Strains  offered  only  to  the  genial  Spring. 


XXXIV. 

MUTABILITY. 

From  low  to  high  doth  dissolution  climb, 

And  sink  from  high  to  low,  along  a  scale 

Of  awful  notes,  whose  concord  shall  not  &il ; 

A  musical  but  melancholy  chime. 

Which  they  can  hear  who  meddle  not  with  crime, 

Nor  avarice,  nor  over-anxious  care. 

Truth  fails  not ;  but  her  outward  forms  that  bear 

The  longest  date  do  melt  like  frosty  rime, 

That  in  the  morning  whitened  hill  and  plain 

And  is  no  more ;  drop  like  the  tower  sublime 

Of  yesterday,  which  royally  did  wear 

His  crown  of  weeds,  but  could  not  even  sustain 

Some  casual  shout  that  broke  the  silent  air. 

Or  the  unimaginable  touch  of  Time. 


XXXV. 

OLD  ABBEYS. 

Monastic  Domes !  following  my  downward  way. 
Untouched  by  due  regret  I  marked  your  fiill ! 
Now,  ruin,  beauty,  ancient  stillness,  all 
Dispose  to  judgments  temperate  as  we  lay 
On  our  past  selves  in  life*s  declining  day : 
For  as,  by  discipline  of  Time  made  wise. 
We  learn  to  tolerate  the  infirmities 
And  faults  of  others  —  gently  as  he  may. 
So  with  our  own  the  mild  Instructor  deals, 
Teaching  us  to  fbiget  them  or  forgive.* 
Perversely  curious,  then,  for  hidden  ill 
Why  should  we  break  Time's  charitable  seals? 
Once  ye  were  holy,  ye  are  holy  still ; 
Your  spirit  freely  let  me  drink,  and  live  ? 

*  This  is  borrowed  from  an  affecting  passage  in  Mr. 
George  Dyer's  history  of  Cambridge. 


XXXVL 

EMIGRANT  FRENCH  CLERG^^ 

Even  while  I  speak,  the  Mcrod  roo6  of  Fnuoi 
Are  shattered  into  dust;  and  ■el^«ziled 
From  altars  threatened,  levellad,  or  MM, 
Wander  the  Miniatera  of  God,  at  olnMe 
Opens  a  way  for  life,  or  cooaonaaee 
Of  faith  invites.    More  welcome  to  no  hiid 
The  fugitives  than  to  the  British  stiaad, 
Where  priest  and  layman  with  the  figikan 
Of  true  compassion  greet  them.    Creed  aoi  M 
Vanish  before  the  unreserved  embiaoe 
Of  catholic  humanity :  —  distreat 
They  came, — and,  while  the  moral  tnpeit 
Throughout  the  Country  they  have  left,  ooi 
Give  to  their  Faith  a  fearless  resdngflsoa 


XXXVII. 

CONGRATULATION. 

Thus  all  things  lead  to  Charity,  secured 
By  THEM  who  blessed  the  soft  and  liap|»]r  gtie 
That  landward  urged  the  great  Deliverer'iail 
Till  in  the  sunny  bay  his  fleet  was  moored! 
Propitious  hour !  had  we,  like  them,  eodoiei 
Sore  stress  of  apprehension,|  with  a  miod 
Sickened  by  injuries,  dreading  worse  dengni 
From  month  to  month  trembling  and  ooMUii 
How  had  we  then  rejoiced !    Bat  we  \mn  ftk 
As  a  loved  substance  their  futurity : 
Good,  which  they  dared  not  hope  for,  we  hue  •■ 
A  State  whose  generous  will  through  eutkiite 
A  State  —  which,  balancing  herself  between 
License  and  slavish  order,  dares  be  free. 


XXXVIIL 

NEW  CHURCHES. 

But  liberty,  and  triumphs  on  the  Main, 
And  laurelled  armies,  not  to  be  withstood-* 
What  serve  they  ?  if,  on  transitory  good 
Intent,  and  sedulous  of  abject  gain. 
The  State  (ah,  surely  not  preserved  in  vaio.*) 
Forbear  to  shape  due  channels  which  the  Fkod 
Of  sacred  truth  may  enter — till  it  brood 
0*er  the  wide  realm,  as  o*er  the  Egyptian  pb* 
The  all-susta  ining  Nile.    No  more — the  tins 
Is  conscious  of  her  want;  through  Englaod^ikM 
In  rival  haste,  the  wished-for  Temples  riie! 
I  hear  their  sabbath  bells*  harmooious  chime 
Float  on  the  breeze  —  the  heaveoliest  of  all  io<* 
That  vale  or  hill  prolongs  or  multiplies! 

t  See  Burnet »  who  is  unusually  animated  ootui'' 
the  east  wind  so  anxiously  expected  and  pnH  ^ 
called  the  **  Protestant  wind.'* 


BtMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


XSXIX. 

HCRCH  TO  BE  ERECTED. 
hoeen  site ;  the  virgin  sod, 
)m  age  to  age  by  dewy  eve, 
■ar,  and  gratefiil  earth  receive 
tone  ftom  haoda  thai  build  to  God. 
i  hawUioniB,  hardened  to  the  rod 
ormB,  yet  budding  cheerfully ; 
□alia  of  Druid  meniory, 
nvive,  to  shelter  the  Abode 
Faith.     Wbere,  haply,  'mid  this  band 
hepherds  nie  of  yore  and  wove 
la,  there  let  the  holy  altar  eUnd 
[  adoratioD ;  —  while — above, 
liy  portrayed,  the  mystic  Dove 
■rote^t  from  blaspheray  the  I^nd. 


XL. 
CONTINUED. 
IS  nag,  my  spirit  sunk  subdued, 
I  tirmg  emotion  of  the  crowd, 
pale  brow  to  dread  hoaannna  bowed 
is  of  incense  mounting  veiled  the  rood, 
lered  like  a  pine-tree  dimly  viewed 
Ipine  vapours.     Such  appalling  rite 
,  prepares  not,  trusting  to  the  might  ■ 
Tuth  with  grace  divine  imbued; 
3  not  conceal  the  precious  Crosa,* 
lahamed;  the  Sun  with  his  first  smile 
.  that  symbol  crowning  the  low  Pile; 
»h  air  of  incenseJireathing  morn 
n^ly  embrace  it;  and  green  mosa 
m1  its  arms  through  centuriea  unborn. 


NEW  CHURCH.YARD. 

cling  ground,  in  native  tiirf  arrayed, 
solemn  consecration  given 
interests,  and  to  fevourmg  Heaven, 
e  the  mgged  coltt  their  gambols  played, 
deer  bounded  through  the  forest  glade, 
d  as  when  by  merry  outlaw  driven, 
ins  of  praise  resound  st  morn  and  even ; 
full  soon,  the  lonely  Sealon's  spade 
md  the  tender  sod.     Bncincture  small, 
te  il>  prasp  of  wea)  and  woe '. 
irs,  in  never-ending  ebb  and  flow; — 
al  trembling,  and  the  "dust  to  dusC' 
er^  the  conthle  struggle,  and  Ilie  trust 
be  Almighty  Father  looks  through  all. 


UitbsnBi  bavB  relaised  tbe  Crou  witbin  ihi 
it  is  lo  b«  regrsltad  (lut  wa  bare  doL  doa*  b 


XLIL 

CATHEDRAL9.  ETC. 

Opbm  your  gates,  ye  everlastin 

Types  of  the  spiritual  Church  i 

Not  loth  we  quit  the  ncwly-hal 

And  humble  altar,  "mid  your  suti 

To  knee),  or  thrid  your  intricate  r 

Or  down  the  nave  to  pace  in  n"* 

Watching,  with  upward  eye,  tl     ill  towet  grow 

And  mount,  at  every  step,  witli  uving  wiles 

Instinct  — to  rouse  the  heart  and  lead  the  will 

bright  ladder  to  the  world  above. 
Open  your  gates,  ye  Monuments  of  love 
Divine !  thou  Lincob,  on  thy  sovereign  hill ! 
Thou,  stalely  York!  and  Ye,  whose  splendoufB  che 
Isis  and  Cam,  to  patient  Science  dear 


tNSlOE  or  KINO'S  COIJ.BGE  CHAPEL.  CAHBaiDQE. 

Tai  not  the  royal  Saint  with  vain  expense. 

With  ill-matched  aims  the  Architect  who  planned  — 

Albeit  labouring  for  a  scanty  band 

Of  white-robed  Scholare  only  —  this  immense 

And  glorious  Work  of  fine  intelligence ! 

Give  all  thou  canst;  high  Heaven  rejecu  the  lore 

Of  nicely-calculated  leas  or  more ; 

So  deemed  the  man  who  fsshioned  for  the  sense 

These  lofty  pillars,  spread  that  branching  roof 

Seir-poised,  and  scooped  into  tea  ihousend  cells. 

Where  light  and  shade  repose,  where  music  dwells 

Lingering— and  wandering  on  as  loth  to  die; 

Like  thoaghts  whose  very  sweetness  yieldeth  prool 

"nut  they  were  bom  for  immortality. 


THE  SAME. 
What  awful  perspective!  while  from  our  sight 
With  gradual  stealth  the  lateral  windows  hide 
Their  Portraitures,  their  stone-work  glimmers,  dyed 
In  the  soft  cbequerings  of  a  aleepy  lighU 
Martyr,  or  King,  or  sainted  Eremite, 
Whoe'er  ye  be,  that  thus  yourselves  unseen. 
Imbue  your  prison-bani  with  solemn  sheen. 
Shine  on,  until  ye  ftde  with  coming  Night!— 
But  from  the  arms  of  silence— iial!  O  list! 
The  music  hurslcth  into  second  life ; 
The  notes  luiuriale,  every  stone  is  kiewd 
By  Bound,  or  ghost  of  sound,  in  maay  strife; 
Heart-thrilling  itraint.  that  cast,  before  the  eye 
Of  the  devout,  a  veil  of  ecstasy ! 


WORDSWOHTH'S  POETICAL  W0BK8. 


■  ONTINUED. 
la  perifhable  home 
n.    Be  mine,  in  boura  of  fter 
Kt,  to  BOek  s  refuge  here ; 
ft  of  WeBtininster  to  Toein ; 
K,  and  folly's  dancing  foam 
I  tfareabold ;  where  the  wreftth 
Km  droope :  or  let  mj  path 
m  Pile,  whose  ekj-like  dome 
Kb  of  daring  art 
Bvhoee  guardian  crest, 
■ong  the  stars  shall  spread 
nath  also  seen  her  breast 
l»,  satiate  with  its  part 
I's  oversowing  Dead. 


I      XLVI. 

Iaculation. 

Ilo  the  Power  who  carae 
■  with  lore  divine. 
In  tabernacle  shine 
I  with  piirpureal  flame ; 
■ount,  that  lakes  its  name 
Kr  kenned  at  mom  and  ev 


In  hours  of  pe&ce,  or  when  the  storm 
Along  the  nether  region's  rugged  fm 
&rtli  prompts  —  HeavBii  urgei ;  let  i 
Studkms  of  that  pure  intenoone  bey 
When  first  our  inftnt  brows  their  lu 
80,  like  the  Mountain,  may  we  gram 
Fnxn  unimpeded  eooimerce  with  the 
At  the  approach  of  all-in  vol*  ing  ni^ 


coNCLuaroN. 

Why  sleeps  the  future,  as  a  make  ei 
Coil  within  coil,  at  nooDtido !  Far  fl 
Yields,  if  with  nnpresiunptuous  laitb 
Power  at  whose  touch  the  sluggard  a 
His  drowsy  ringa.  Look  forth!  —  th 
Tbat  Stbeak  upon  whose  bosom  we 
Floating  at  ease  while  nations  have  e 
Nations,  and  Death  has  gathered  to  li 
Long  lines  of  mighlp  Kings —  look  fi 
(Nor  in  this  vision  be  thou  alow  to  In 
The  living  Waters,  len  and  less  by  { 
Stained  and  polluted,  brighten  as  the; 
Tiil  they  have  reached  the  eternal  Ci 
For  the  perfected  Spirits  of  the  Just ! 


IDITIONAL    ECCLESIASTICAL   SONNETS 


■The  Saxons,  overpowered 

It  through  its  own  excess, 

He,  from  house  and  home  devoured 

B  heaven  and  crave  redress 

■ustice.    Pitiless 

Ire  are  angels  that  can  feel 

Ith  alone  has  power  to  heal, 

Ind  innocent  distress. 

H  risen  in  arms  to  try 

I,  fought,  and  breathes  no  more ; 

Ithe  people  canonize; 

line's  most  precious  ore 

Hnce  of  bare  mould  they  prize 

Kred  earth  where  bis  dear  relics  lie. 


How  soon — alns!  did  man  created  p 
By  Angels  guarded,  deviate  from  the 
Prescribed  to  duty :  —  woeful  forfeitu 
He  made  by  wilfiil  breach  of  law  div 
With  like  perverseness  did  the  Chun 
Obedience  to  her  Lord,  and  haate  to  I 
'Mid  Heaven-born  flowers  that  shall  I 
Weeds  on  whose  front  the  world  bad 
O  Man,  if  with  thy  trials  thus  it  fkre 
If  good  can  smooth  the  way  to  evil  cl 
From  all  rash  censure  be  the  mind  ki 
He  only  judges  right  who  weif^s,  coi 
And,  in  the  sternest  senteace  which  I 
Pronoances,  ne'er  abandona  Charity, 


(^ 


asEumptioD  n»e,  and  fandljr  hail'd 

tion,  fpread  the  Papal  power; 

deem  the  Autocracy  pcevail'd 

eveo  in  error'n  darkest  hour. 

,  forth-thunderiog  from  her  Bpiritual  towei 

e,  or  with  gentle  lure  ^he  tames. 

Pe*ce  through  her  uphold  their  claims 
ly  Eoda  many  a  Bhcllering-  bower. 
■e  i£  none  that  if  control'd  or  sway'd 
imnndB  partakes  not.  ia  degree, 
cr  manners,  ana,  and  arms,  diifuaed  '■ 

domination,  Roman  See, 
iWy,  oft  monstrously,  obused 
obitioD,  be  this  tribute  paid. 


rv 

n  MiMifiad  th«  mniot'B  craat 
I  tbe  Papal  Vmtj  there  came, 
er  meaiN  bad  biled  to  pve,  om  aim 
rcngb  bU  tlM  TegioDi«f  tbe  West; 
:  Dnitjr  iU  power  attaal 


of  Art,  thnt  shed  on  the  outward  Iramt 
Of  worship,  giory  and  grace,  which  who  shall  blame 
That  ever  looked  to  heaven  for  final  reatl 
Hail  countless  Temples '.  thai  so  well  befit 
Your  ministry ;  that  as  ye  rise  and  take 
Form,  spirit,  and  character  from  holy  writ. 
Give  to  devotion,  wheresoe'er  awake. 
Pinions  of  higli  and  higher  sweep,  and  make 
The  unconverted  soul  with  awe  submit. 


Where  long  and  deeply  hath  been  lilted  the  root 
In  the  blest  soil  of  gospel  truth,  the  Tree, 
(Blighted  or  scathed  iho'  many  branches  be. 
Put  forili  to  wither,  many  a  hopefiil  shoot) 
Can  Dever  ceaae  to  bear  celeMial  finit 
WitiWM  tbe  chnrcb  that  oft  tbuei,  with  eflbct 
Dev  to  the  wnta,  itriTei  eanraattjr  to  ^ject 
Her  lane,  faer  ntal  eneTgiae  reovit. 
LanteDtiiig,  do  not  hopeleaelj  repijM 
When  each  good  woA  ia  doocned  la  be  oDdooa^ 
The  cooqoeata  loat  that  were  ao  haidlj  won :  — 
All  protaiaM  voochMAd  by  Heaven,  will  riune 
In  light  conBrmed  while  jreara  tbeir  conne  ahaU  n 
Coofirmed  alike  ic 
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Note  1,  p.  IWJ- 
"Stmg  al  the  Fcait  of  Brougham  Castle." 
enry  Lord  CUffiird,  tc.  &c.,  who  is  the  subject  of 
Poem,  was  the  son  of  John  Lord  Clifford,  who  w«a 
1  at  Tovrton  Field,  which  John  Lonl  Clifford,  aa  is 
VQ  to  the  Header  of  English  tlistory,  was  the 
on  who  after  the  bottle  of  Wakefield  slew,  in  the 
uit,  the  young  Earl  of  Rulknd,  eon  of  tlie  Duke  ^ 
'ark,  who  had  fallen  in  Iho  battle,  "  in  part  of  re-  | 
fe"  (say  the  Authors  of  the  History  of  Cumberland 
Westmoreland) ;"  for  the  Earl's  Father  had  slain  i 
'  A  deed  which  worthily  blemished  the  aothor 
th  Speed) :  but  who,  as  he  ndils,  "  (inre  prorniHe  any 
igtempersteofhimBelf  in  the  heat  of  martial  fury! 
ifly,  when  it  was  resotved  not  to  leave  any  branch 
he  York  line  standing ;  fbt  so  one  maketh  this  Lord 
i;nUE."  This,  no  doubt,  I  would  observe  by  the  by, 
luiietirM  snSciently  in  the  vindictive  spirit  of  the 
U,  and  yet  not  altogether  so  bad  as  represented ; 
r  the  Earl  was  no  child,  as  some  writers  would 
e  him,  but  able  to  bear  arms,  bein^'  sixteen  or  aeven- 
I  jeatB  of  age,  as  is  evident  from  this,  (say  the 
noire  of  the  Countess  of  Pembroke,  who 


7  wipe  Hway,  i 


could  b 


thii 


ma  from  the  illustrious  name  to  which  she  was 
1,)  that  he  was  the  next  Child  to  King  Eilward  the 
rth,  which  his  mother  had  by  Richard  Duke  of 
k,  and  that  Kbg  was  then  eighteen  years  of  age : 

fyt  the  small  distance  betwixt  her  Children,  see 
tin  Vincent,  in  his  Book  of  Nobility,  page  622., 
ro  he  writes  of  them  all."  It  may  further  be  ob- 
ed,  that  Lord  Clifford,  who  was  then  himself  only 
nty-five  years  of  a^,  had  been  a  leading  Man  and 
imander,  t«*o  or  three  years  tngetlier,  in  the  army 
*nca«ter,  before  tliid  lime;  and,  therefore,  would 
eae  likely  to  think  timt  the  Earl  of  Rutland  might 
ntitled  to  mercy  from  his  yoiith.  —  But,  indepen- 
,  of  this  act,  at  best  a  cruel  and  savage  one,  the 
lily  cf  Clifford  had  done  enough  to  draw  upon  them 
vehement  hatred  of  the  House  of  York:  so  that 
r  the  Battle  of  Towton  there  was  no  hope  for  them 
in  flight  and  concealment.  Henry,  the  subject  of 
Poeiii,waBdeprivedof  his  estate  and  honours  during 

space  of  Iwenty.fbtir  years;   at!  which   time  he 

1  as  •  Aepherd  in  Yurkriiire,  or  in  Cumberland, 

~  fte  estate  of  his  ftlher-in-iaw  (Sir  Lancelot 

lay.     Ue  was  restored  to  his  estate  and 


honours  in  the  first  year  of  Henry  the  Seventh.  It  is 
recorded  that,  "  when  called  to  parliooieot,  he  behaved 
nobly  and  wisely;  but  otherwise  come  seldom  to  Lon- 
don or  the  Court ;  and  rather  delighted  to  live  in  the 
country,  where  lie  repaired  several  of  his  Coslles, 
which  had  gone  to  decay  during  the  late  troubles." 
Tlius  far  is  chieffy  collected  from  Nicholson  and  Bum ; 
and  I  con  add,  from  my  own  knowledge,  that  there  is 
a  tradition  current  in  the  village  of  Threlkeld  and 
its  neighbourhood,  his  principal  retreat,  that,  in  the 
course  of  his  shephecd-Iife,  he  had  acquired  great 
BstroDomical  knowledge.  I  cannot  conclude  this  note 
without  adding  a  word  upon  tlie  subject  of  those  nume- 
rous and  noble  feudal  Edifices,  spoken  of  in  the  Poem, 
the  luins  of  some  of  which  are.  at  this  day,  so  great 
an  ornament  to  that  interesting  country.  The  Clifrords 
had  always  been  distmguislied  tor  an  honourable  pride 
in  these  Castlea ;  and  we  have  seen  that  afl^r  the  wars 
of  York  and  Lsncastor  they  were  rebuilt ;  in  the  civil 
wara  of  Charles  the  First  they  were  again  laid  waste, 
and  again  restored  almost  to  their  former  oiagniGcenoe, 
by  the  celebrated  Lady  Anne  Clifford,  Countess  of  Pem- 
broke, &c.  &c.  Not  wore  than  twenty-five  years  after 
this  WQS  done,  when  the  estates  of  Clifford  bad  passed 
into  llie  Family  of  Tufton,  three  of  these  Castles, 
namely.  Brough,  Brougham,  and  Pendregon,  were  de- 
molished, and  the  timber  and  other  materials  sold  by 
Thomas  Earl  of  Thanet,  We  will  hope  that,  when 
this  order  was  issued,  the  Earl  had  not  consulted  the 
text  of  Isaiah,  59th  chap.  12th  verse,  to  which  the  in- 
scription placed  over  tlie  gate  of  Pendragon  Castle,  by 
the  Countess  of  Pembroke  (I  believe  his  Orandmother). 
at  the  time  she  repaired  that  structure,  refers  the 
reader:  "  And  they  that  shall  be  of  thee  shall  build 
the  old  waste  places:  thou  shall  raise  up  the  fnundn- 
tions  nj  many  gmerationt ;  ami  thou  shall  he  called 
thf  repairer  of  the  breach,  the  restorer  of  paths  la 
ilvell  in."  The  Earl  of  Thanet,  the  present  possessor 
of  the  Estates,  with  a  due  respect  for  the  memory  of 
his  ancestors,  and  a  proper  sense  of  the  value  and 
beauty  of  these  remains  of  antiquity,  has  (t  am  told) 
given  orders  thai  they  shall  be  preserved  fhim  all  de- 
predations. 

[This  subject  is  again  alluded  to  in  Canto  L  of 'The 
White  Doe  of  Rylslone,'  p.  331,  and  in  an  additional 
note  CN.  18)  attached  to  it.  The  slory  of  "  the  Shep- 
herd  Lord"  has  so  deep  an  interest  that,  it  the  btard 
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knlarge  these  notices  of  his 
I  from  Mr.  Hnrtlcj' 
kuiBhed  Norlherna' — a  vo- 
^'ilh  that  brief  list  of  works, 
1  of  biojtTBpliieal  cora- 

•  house  of  Ctiflbrd  driven 

lepriTcd  of  iifi  rank.    The 

iTi^lit  nnd  foum!  b 

'n  nf  Cumberland. 

\  Gond  I»rd  Clifford,  the 

n  his  clilMhood  was  placed 

nind  more  in  obscurity 

:;  wiiiJain,  and  a  docile 

ng-  ha  early  years,  it  is 

lo  ctiiijocture ;  but  we 

a  he  pruved  equal  to  his 

3   must  needs  have  been 

|t,  with  whom  came  in  the 

Jir  Lancelot  Tbrelkeld 

■r  the  '((Tspring  of  her 

llenry  Clifibrd's  boyhood  is 

Ithevilliigc  named  after  his 

lunder  Dlencathara,  on  the 

^enrith The 

d  to  all   hifl  eatatea  and 
Inry  VII.     lie  was  a  lover 
|o  had  lived  too  lon^  at  )tb- 
ssimjlate  readily  with 
iy  llio  Ijidy  Anne,  he 
1  lived  tor  the  most 
fe  seldom  either  tn  court  or 
I  called  to  Parliament,  on 
■niself  tike  a  wise  and  pood 
ftial  retreat,  when  in  York- 
His  chosen  companitms  the 
■urilc  pursuit  was  aatrono- 
d  to  watch  the  motions  of 
e  hill-lope,  when  he  kept 
■hen  clocks  and  almanacs 
lade  acquaintance  with  the 
|udicial  uitrology,  and  was 
t-etone,  he  had  the  counte- 
e  for  his  learned  super- 
It  the  period  of  his  restora- 
Bliterate.   Very  probably  he 
V  that  he  was  ii^narant. 
Iiga  well  worth  knowing, 
e,    lie  might  learn 
y  patient  observation.    He 
'er  of  the  hills  was 
I  posses^,  and  what  occult 
r  tlie  winheB  o\'  men  had 
nabits,  and  inetinrta  of  ani- 
r  wondrous  architec- 
t  hooks;  but  above  alt,  he 


cooditioD  lo  which  the  greater  number  of  ma  it 
and  to  know  himself  better  than  hBcouUbiedwij 
his  hereditary  sphere.  Moreover,  the  legesduj  ta 
the  floating  tiadiliona,  the  wild  supentilioot  of  d^ 
age,  together  with  the  family  history,  wbicli  ns*  ti 
been  early  instilled  into  bim,  and  the  rominiKul  U 
torical  ballads,  which  were  orally  commuuctud  tal^ 
generation  to  generation,  or  published  by  the  tnctid 
harp  of  the  errant  minstrel,  if  they  did  noidKailitil, 
sound  knowledge,  at  least  preserved  Che  miad  (mA 
unidead  vacancy.  The  man  *  whose  daily  iMchmy 
been  woods  and  rills,**  must  needs,  when  n 
called  to  the  society  of '  Knights  and  buona  boU,'  h 
found  himself  deRcienl  in  many  things ;  an)  4*1  W 
was  exceeding  great  gain,  both  le  his  Iraaatrf  tllf^ 
neighbours,  and  to  his  own  moral  nalare.  He  lireldC 
Barden  with  what  was  then  s  emill  retinue,  t!ni{ii  Iq 
household  accounts  make  mention  of  sixty  KmOt^ 
that  eslablishraent,  whoee  wages  were  iran  fiw  k 
hve-and-twenty  shillings  each.  But  the  sUtt  oTUl 
revenues,  after  so  many  years  of  spoliation,  m 
required  rigorous  economy,  and  he  prefemd  a! 
something  of  ancestral  spleodaur,  to  grtitJing  Aefn 
of  the  poor.  This  peacetiil  life  be  led.  with  littl*  aim 
ruption,  ftwn  tlie  accession  of  the  house  of  Tudit,  4 
the  Scotch  invasion,  which  wsa  defeated  at  F 
fielJ.  Then.he  became  a  warrior  in  hi»  liirtietli  fw 
and  well  supported  tiie  military  liitne  of  hi*  hoise  n 
that  bloody  day.  He  survived  the  battle  tsa  yeui,  II 
died  April  23.  1523,  aged  about  70." 
tlARTr.ET  L'oi.utDQE'a  '  LiiH  ^  t: 
Lift!  of  Anne  Ciiflori.— H.  H.| 

Note  2.  p.  I8». 

"  French  Renoluiian. 

[The  psBsnge  in  "The  Friend",  introductory  to  Uu 

extract  on  llie  French  Revolution  ii 

with  a  view  lo  restore  the  original 

thus   lo   preserve  unimpaired   their   mutual   i 

Coleridge  records   his  own   lofly  enthusiasm 

confcfsion : 

"  My  feelings  and  imaginstion  did  not  rem 
kindled  in  this  general  conBagration ;  and  I 
should  be  more  inclined  to  be  ashamed  than  pmd  I 
myxeir,  if  they  had  !  1  was  a  eharer  in  the  gent 
vorte.v,  though  my  little  world  described  the  fUh 
its  revolution  in  an  orbit  of  its  own.  What  I  dtl 
not  expect  from  constitutions  of  government  uid  wh 
nations,  I  hoped  from  Religion  and  a  small  comFi 
of  chosen  individuals,  and  formed  a  plan,  as  banulM 
as  it  was  extrnvsgani,  of  trying  the  cxperimeni  of 

i*  Sec  Wnn!«w(>nh'i  -  Song  at  the  Frsat  of  Bnnghui  r» 
Ik."  a  ■[rain  of  ihumph  >npp»sd  »  be  chaniHl  by  n  mmml  nf 
Iheclnvof  rejiiiciog  Kuihe'gnod  l/)ri]'«  nMonhon,  inHMk 
ihe  pncl  hM  nlmiHI  eicelled  hiimrlf  llail  ha  nenr  mWM 
SDolhcr  (Me.  Ihn  alone  would  Ml  him  ilscided^  al  lb*  ^h1  d 
the  lyric  posn  of  Inland."! 


POEMS   OF  THE   IMAGINATION. 


375 


ffftetibOi^  on  te  banks  of  the  Susqm' 
lere  omr  little  eocie^,  in  its  seoond  gene- 
to  bave  combined  the  innocence  of  the 
\ge  with  the  knowledge  and  genuine  re- 
'  Eoropean  coltore;  and  where  I  dreamt 
nber  erening  of  my  life,  I  should  behold 
I  of  Independence  in  the  undivided  Dale 

ft,  looched  ndljr  by  iome  dirgefiil  wind, 
QB  tfa0  nre  illi  I  hid  laft  behind  r 

neB !  and  as  vain  as  strange !  yet  to  the 
rest  and  impassioned  zeal,  which  called 
rained  every  &colty  of  my  intellect  for 
tion  and  defence  of  this  scheme,  I  owe 
atever  I  at  present  possess,  my  clearest 

the  nature  of  individual  man,  and  my 
ihensive  views  of  his  social  relations,  of 
I  of  trade  and  commerce,  and  how  fkr  the 
relative  power  of  nations  promote  or  im- 
elfitre  and  inherent  strength.  Nor  were 
Ticeable  in  securing  myself,  and  perhaps 

from  the  pit&lls  of  sedition :  and  when 
r  ali^ted  on  the  firm  ground  of  common 
ic  gradually  exhausted  balloon  of  youthful 
though  the  air-built  castles,  which  we  had 
ig,  had  vanished  with  all  their  pageantry 
jrms  and  glowing  colours,  we  were  yet 
\  stains  and  impurities  which  might  have 
on  us,  had  we  been  travelling  with  the 
IS  imaginative  malcontents,  through  the 
mI  foul  bye-roads  of  ordinary  fanaticism, 
lere  were  thousands  as  young  and  as  in- 
yself,  who,  not  like  me,  sheltered  in  the 
k  or  inland  cove  of  a  particular  fancy, 

along  with  the  general  current !   Many 

young  men  of  lofliest  minds,  yea  the 

Kit  of  which  manly  wisdom  and  practica- 

3  is  to  be  formed,  who  had  appropriated 

nd  the  ardour  of  their  souls  to  mankind  at 

wide  expanse  of  national  interests,  which 

fermenting  in  the  French  Republic  as  in 

tlet  and  chief  crater  of  the  revolutionary 

I  who  confidently  believed,  that  these  tor- 

e  lavas  of  Vesuvius,  were  to  subside  into 

ixhaustible  fertility  on  the  circumjacent 

Id  divisions  and  mouldering  edifices  of 

lad  covered  or  swept  away. — Enthusiasts 

emperament,  who,  to  use  the  words  of  the 

r  already  borrowed  the  meaning  and  the 

d  approached 

"  the  shield 

in  nature  from  the  golden  Ride. 

uid  have  fought  even  to  the  death  to  attest 

li^  of  the  melal  which  they  saw." 

I  friend  has  permitted  me  to  give  a  value 

the  present  Essay,  by  a  quotation  from 

ipoblished  Poems,  the  length  of  which  I 


regret  only  finom  its  fivbiddmg  me  to  trespass  on  his 
kindness  by  making  it  longer.  I  trust  there  are  many 
of  my  readers  of  the  same  age  with  myself  who  will 
throw  themselves  back  into  the  state  of  thought  and 
feeling  in  which  they  were,  when  France  was  reported 
to  have  solemnised  her  first  sacrifice  of  error  and  pre- 
judice on  the  bloodless  altar  of  Freedom,  by  an  oath 
of  peace  and  good-will  to  all  mankind." 

•  The  Friend,'  tt  p.  38.— H.  R.] 

Note  3,  p.  240. 
"  EUen  Irwinr 

[This  is  afiTectionate  Service  to  the  old  Minstrelsy. 
The  Poet  has  here  versified,  with  great  fidelity 
to  the  tradition,  the  incidents  associated  with  an  an- 
eient  ballad,  abounding  with  the  tragic  pathos  and 
simplicity  of  the  Scottish  minstrelsy.  It  was  fitting 
that  the  story  of  '  Fair  Helen,'  as  well  as  her  lover*s 
lament,  should  be  preserved  in  verse.  The  ballad  is 
contained  in  Sir  Walter  Scott's  'Minstrelsy  of  the  Bor- 
der,' from  which  it  is  here  inserted : 

«•  FAIR  H£LEN. 

I  wiah  I  were  where  Helen  lies. 
Night  and  day  on  me  the  cries; 
O  that  I  were  where  Helen  lies 
On  fiiir  Kirconnell  Lee ! 

Cunt  be  the  heart  that  thought  the  thought. 
And  curst  the  hand  that  fired  the  shot. 
When  in  my  arms  burd  Helen  dropt, 
And  died  to  succour  me ! 

0  think  na  ye  my  heart  was  sair, 

When  my  love  dropt  down  and  spak  nae  mair! 
There  did  she  swoon  vn*  mickle  care, 
On  fair  Kirconnell  Lee; 

As  I  went  down  the  water  side. 
None  but  my  foe  to  bo  my  guide, 
None  but  my  foe  to  be  my  guide, 
On  fair  Kirconnell  Lee. 

1  lighted  down  my  sword  to  draw, 
I  hacked  him  in  pieces  sma'. 

I  hacked  him  in  pieces  sma'. 

For  her  sake  that  died  for  me 

O  Helen  fair,  beyond  compare! 
1 11  make  a  garland  of  thy  hair. 
Shall  bind  my  heart  for  evermair. 
Until  the  day  I  die. 


O  that  I  were  where  Helen  lies! 
Night  and  day  on  me  she  cries ; 
Out  of  my  bed  she  bids  me  rise. 
Says,  "  Haste  and  come  to  me 


«»»_ 


O  Helen  fair !    O  Helen  chaste ! 
If  I  were  with  thee,  I  were  blest. 
Where  thou  lies  low,  and  takes  thy 
On  fiur  Kirconnell  Lee. 
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I  wiih  my  ginTB  woo  giviviug  gncBt 
A  windmg-dieet  drown  owir  my 
And  I  in  Helen's  wni  lying. 
On  fiur  Kiroonnell  Lee.  * 


mean  of  wetirity--a  hope  wiiMh  ranlliqf  f 
iog  np  to  ProvideDoe  k  not  krtnglf  m 
either  fear  or  diatmat— io  a  woidv  that  bqi 
which  at  an  earlier  day  enaUad  a  kUndii 


I  wish  I  were  where  Helen  lies! 
Nifi^t  and  day  on  me  she  cries; 
And  I  am  wevy  of  the  sides, 

For  her  sake  that  died  fer  mSi" 

Scx>tt'8  PottUxd  Worki,  TO.  p.  lOa— H.  R.] 


Note  4,  p.  255. 
Sonnet  XL 

[The  concludingf  lines  of  this  sonnet  are  thus  quo- 
ted by  Coleridge : 

'*  ESfiecta  will  not  immediately  disappear  with  their 
causes;  but  neither  can  they  long  continue  without 
them.  If  hy  the  reception  of  Truth  in  the  spirit  of 
Truth,  we  became  what  we  are ;  only  by  the  retention 
of  it  in  the  same  spirit,  can  we  remain  what  we  are. 
The  narrow  seas  that  form  our  boundaries,  what  were 
they  in  times  of  old  1  The  convenient  highway  for 
Danish  and  Norman  piratea  What  are  they  now? 
Still  but  '  a  Span  of  Waters.'— Yet  they  roll  at  the 
base  of  the  inisled  Ararat,  on  which  the  Ark  of  the 
Hope  of  Europe  and  of  Civilization  rested ! 

Even  80  doth  God  protect  ns,  if  we  be 

Virtooas  and  Wise.    Winds  blow  and  Waters  roll, 

Strength  to  the  Brave,  and  Power  and  Deity : 

Vet  in  themselves  are  nothing !    One  Decree 

Spake  laws  to  ihem,  and  said  that  by  the  Soul 

Only  the  Nations  shall  be  great  and  free  V — ^WoRDSWoarH. 

•  The  Friend:  Vol.  I  p  106. 


n 


Again,  in  the  '  Sibylline  Leaves* : 

**  Not  yet  enslaved,  not  wholly  vile, 
O  Albion!  O  my  mother  Isle ! 
Thy  valleys,  fiiir  as  Eden's  bowers. 
Glitter  green  with  sonny  showers ; 
Thy  grassy  uplands*  gentle  swells 

Echo  to  the  bleat  of  flocks; 
(Tliose  grassy  hills,  those  Ottering  dells 

Proudly  ramparted  with  rocks) 
And  Ocean  'Mm  ms  uraoAR  wild 

SpSAKS  safety  to  HD  ISLAND-CmLD; 

Hence  fiir  many  a  fearless  age' 
Has  Social  Quiet  loved  thy  shore ; 
Nor  ever  proud  invader's  rage 
Or  sacked  thy  towers,  or  stained  thy  fields  with  gore." 

Coleridge  :  *  Ode  to  the  Departing  Year.'—  H.  R.] 

Note  5,  p.  255. 
Sonnet  XIII. 

IThia  Sonnet  appeara  to  have  been  compoeed  in  a 
state  of  feeling  different  from  that  which  pervades  the 
Series,  of  which  one  dktuiguiahing  trait  ia  a  placid  but 
ronatant  confidence  in  the  cause  of  Truth,  —a  relying 
upoa  t  rttiootl  love  of  freedom  and  oC  cowAxi  ^  % 


Against  Heaven's  hand  or  will*  aor  \am  a 
Of  heart  or  hope;  bat  still  bear  op  and  sk 
Right  onwaid." 

Well  does  the  Poet  claim  the  pcmiae  tiiat 
did  not  ahrink  from  hope  in  the  wont  moos 
days,"  (Sonnet  XXXIIL  p.  263.)  It  m  tn 
there  may  be  traced  apprehenaioiis — mooM 
givings — anxieties,  but  only  wkiU  cknds  it 
a  gentle  sky,  adorning  rather  than  dariEenfi^ 
peculiarity  of  this  Sonnet  seems  to  be  aii 
that  after  the  expression  of  heart-ankiBg,  il 
as  is  usual  with  bun,  express  also  the  sdf^ 
the  Poet*s  spurit,  a  beautiful  ^ffflanrff  of  whi 
in  Sonnet  XVII.  p.  255.  At  the  aaine  tion  1 
which  i$  expressed  is  perfectly  natanl,  eq 
we  consider  the  locality  of  the  SooneC;  m 
we  regard  it  as  a  transitory  feeling,  at  all  i 
with  the  general  tenor  of  the  poems  of  the  f 
inserting  in  this  Note  the  affectioiiate  eq 
of  one  of  the  Poet's  most  zealous  admiren^ 
ley  Cderidge,  it  will,  I  hope,  be  p&numi 
designed  not  for  a  corrective  ffflwnHint,  brt 
against  a  probable  over-estimate  of  the  da 
which  darkened  the  Poet*8  thought  in  the  i 
of  the  Sonnet  alluded  ta 

'*  Mr.  Wordsworth  will*  I  doobi  not,  oen 
admiring  above  measure  the  poetry  of  tU 
Sonnet,  I  venture  to  object  to  the  qoenil 
which  it  breathea  That  we  are  modi  won 
ought  to  be  is  unfortunately  a  standing  tnui 
the  *  stream  of  tendency*  is  rectnUff  diie 
good  to  evil,  I  confidently  deny.  Havim 
much,  it  is  better  to  give  the  Sonnet  at  qom 
afraid  that  some  one  of  my  readers  may  a 
copy  of  Wordsworth^s  poems  in  hia  pocket  < 
his  parlour  window.**  (After  quoting  the  fi 
proceeds:) 

"  Seldom  has  the  same  feeling,  which  a 
so  often,  been  expressed  so  beautifiilly ;  but  i 
feeling  itself  a  delusion,  or  rather  in  n 
Wordsworth's  a  voluntary  iUueumf  Great 
were  rendered  visible  by  the  trials  d  the  ] 
by  the  security  of  the  present;  hot  it  was  boI 
ne$8  of  the  times  that  called  those  virtaai 
Had  there  been  no  persecutors,  there  woiU 
no  martyrs :  war  and  oppression  make  patris 
roes ;  and  wherever  we  hear  of  moeh  alBif 
may  be  sure  that  there  is  much  pover^. 
Clifibrd  had  not  had  a  bad  fiuher  and  twa 
bands,  and  a  long  weary  widowhood,  and  livf 
of  rebeUioo,  usnrpatioii»  and  piofli|caey»  ah 
would  have  obtained  no  other  nomk  thaa 
\ iKQ»d[k\^ ^gyA vfll of  ai  wonan,  nponirfMaa 
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alwith  praceftQ  ease.  Nay,  it  is  poarible, 
duporitkm  which  her  adveraities  diaci- 
lo  ileady  parpoae»  meek  aelfeommand,  oonai- 
cbuity,  and  godly  fortitude,  might  under  better 
have  produced  a  moat  unamiable  d^^^ree 
>tiii  iaii  hanghtineea.  From  reading  the  memoirs 
^  Mid  aoch  aa  her,  an  imaginative  mind  receives 
impreaaiQii  of  the  auperior  sanctity  of  former 
;  hot  a  little  examination  will  prove  that 
^  bigli  examplea  have  always  heen  elect  exceptions^ 
fed  out  of  the  world — no  measures  of  the  world's 
No  period  produced  more  saintly  ex- 
than  that  in  which  Anne  Clifibrd  lived :  in 
greater  Crimea  perpetrated ;  and  if  we  look 
nr  later  years — never,  in  a  christian  age,  was  the 
nge  of  morala  so  low.  But  the  age  was  charac- 
nd  more  by  the  evil  than  the  good,  as  Rochester's 
■e  were  much  more  ehoracteristical  of  Charles  the 
ODdTa  time  than  Milton's. 

thing  la  obvious,  that  if  we  are  not  better  than 
we  must  be  much  worse  —  if  we  are  not 
V  than  the  ancients,  we  must  be  incorrigible  fools. 
.  ftiUd  that  I  ahoold  glory,  save  in  the  glory  of 
.  God  forbid  that  I  ahould  flatter  the  men  of  my 
(  generatkiii,  or  detract  one  atom  from  the  wise  or 
1  of  egea  past  What  we  are  we  did  not  make 
mlvee;  whatever  truth  perfumes  our  atmosphere,  is 
floiwer  of  a  seed  planted  long  aga  We  do  not,  we 
d  not  do  more  than  cultivate  and  improve  our  pater- 
lieldflL  But  to  deny  that  we  ore  benefiting  by  the 
aiifv  oC  our  forefathers,  morally  as  well  as  physical- 
would  be  impious  ingratitude  to  that  Great  Power 
ich  hath  given,  and  is  giving,  and  will  give  the  wish, 
1  the  will,  and  the  power,  and  the  knowledge,  and 
!  means  to  do  the  good  which  he  willeth  and  doeth. 
Much,  very  much  remains  to  do.  It  is  no  time  to  sit 
vn  aelf-complacently  and  count  our  gains ;  but  neither 
it  a  time  to  stretch  out  our  arms  vainly  to  catch  the 
evocable  past  We  can  neither  stand  still  nor  go 
:kward,  but  striving  to  go  backward,  we  may  go 
nentably  aatiay.  There  is  one  line  in  Mr.  Words- 
rth'a  sonnet  against  which,  for  his  own  sake,  I 
■t  enter  my  protest : 

*  No  fnndeor  nov  in  nature  or  in  book 
DeUghti  ut.' 

by  *  aa,*  he  means  the  numerical  majority  of  the 

nlatioD,  I  answer,  that  many  more  are  awake  to  the 

indear  and  beauty  of  nature  now  than  at  any  former 

. :  if  be  means  that  the  mind  and  soul  of  England 

naeoaible  to  the  sublime,  in  the  visible  or  in  the  in- 

lectmd  world,  let  him  only  consider  the  number  of 

ng,  and  pure,  and  noble  hearts,  that  have  joyfully 

tnowledged  the  grandeur  of  his  book,  and  let  him 

mj  the  slander." ^Hartlbt  Coleridge's  *  Lives 

diaiimgwked  Northerns :' ^Life  of  Anne  Clif- 

E.] 

2X 


Note  6,  p.  260. 

Sonnet  XVI. 

^  Of  more  than  martial  courage  in  the  breast 
Of  peaceful  civic  virtue :" 

[The  siege-renowned  City  has  received  from  the  Poet 
another  tribute,  —  indeed  a  high  'impassioned  strain,' 
though  sustained  '  without  aid  of  numbers.'  It  occurs 
in  his  Tract  on  the  Convention  of  Cintia,  referred  to 
in  Sonnets  VII.  and  VIII.  p.  350;  and  whether  we  re- 
gard the  eloquence  of  the  expression  or  the  sublime 
moral  truth  it  teaches,  it  is  a  noble  passage  of  English 
prose.  It  is  in  such  true  harmony  with  these  Sonnets, 
that  it  is  gratifying  to  place  it  in  connection  with  them 
by  means  of  a  note : 

*'Most  gloriously  have  the  citizens  of  Zaragoza 
proved  that  the  true  army  of  Spain,  in  a  contest  of  this 
nature,  is  the  whole  people.  The  same  city  has  als^ 
exemplified  a  melancholy,  yea,  a  dismal  truth,  —  yet 
consolatory  and  full  of  joy,  —  that  when  a  people  are 
called  suddenly  to  fight  for  their  liberty,  and  are  sorely 
pressed  upon,  their  best  field  of  battle  is  the  floors  upon 
which  their  children  have  played ;  the  chambers  where 
the  family  of  each  man  has  slept,  (his  own  or  his 
neighbours' ; )  upon  or  under  the  roofs  by  which  they 
have  been  sheltered ;  in  the  gardens  of  their  recrea- 
tion ;  in  the  street,  or  in  the  market  place ;  before  the 
altars  of  their  temples,  and  among  their  congregated 
dwellings,  blazing  or  uprooted. 

"  The  government  of  Spain  must  never  forget  Zara- 
goza for  a  moment.  Nothing  is  wanting  to  produce 
the  same  effects  everywhere,  but  a  leading  mind  such 
as  that  city  was  blessed  with.  In  the  latter  contest 
this  has  been  proved ;  for  Zaragoza  contained  at  that 
time,  bodies  of  men  from  almost  all  parts  of  Spain. 
The  narrative  of  those  two  sieges  should  be  the  manual 
of  every  Spaniard.  He  may  add  to  it  the  ancient 
stories  of  Numantia  and  Saguntum ;  let  him  sleep  upon 
the  book  as  a  pillow,  and  if  he  be  a  devout  adherent 
to  the  religion  of  his  country,  let  him  wear  it  in  his 

bosom  for  his  crucifix  to  rest  upon." Wordbwurtb  : 

*  On  the  Convention  of  Cintra.' 

In  closing  this  note  I  cannot  refirain  from  addmg  the 
single  remark,  that  he  must  be  dull  of  heart  who,  in 
perusing  this  series  of  Poems  *  dedicated  to  Liberty,' 
does  not  feel  his  affection  for  his  own  country  —  where- 
ever  it  may  be  —  and  his  love  of  freedom  —  under 
whatever  form  of  government  his  lot  may  have  been 
cast  —  at  once  invigorated  and  chastened  into  a  purer 
and  more  thoughtful  emotion;  —  and  that  mind  must 
be  of  a  weak  abstracting  power,  which  fails  to  trace 
amid  these  notices  of  men  and  of  events  which  have 

passed  away,  the  record  of  those 

truths  that  wake, 

To  perish  never. 

H.R.] 
38» 
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Note  7,  p.  37d. 

I  first  political  tribute  vhich  is  out 
laicl  to  this  bL'^utiful  Cily.  Mr.  SouUiey, 
J'llgrimiig^,'*  cpcaksof  it  in  liaea  which 
lifHlf  the  pleasure  of  ccHiiiccIing  with 


nimf^ed  her.  ]»r  I 
Isplvmlid  iiniciiim 


imii  uid  uiideniy« 
I  Sim,  a  beoulirul  old  age 
en«niblB  yran  vrayeil  i 


mild  inunmy  spim"  Mairty  iow.ii 
I  pump  fit  IhesUc  thould  b«. 
ihoU  then  reniHnlwr  Ihn." 

e  mniiy  vestiges  of  the  pplcnduur  of 

b  Dukedom,  and  the  lon^  black  mantle 

Q  bf  the  femBlea  is  probably  a  remnant 

fish  connection,  which,  if  [  do  not  much 

la  tiaci?able  in  the  grave  deporlment 

I.    Bruges  m  comparatively  little  di»- 

conteat,  or  rather  conflict,  of 

tench  propensilieij  in  mutters  of  taste, 

I  through  other  parts  of  Flanders.     The 

e  drove  at  Ghent  furnished  an  odd  in- 

1  paxsages  were  painting  and  sitatuei*, 

I,  of  Hebe  and  Apollo;  and  in  the  gar- 

nd,  about  a  yard  and  a  half  in  diameter, 

b  willow  bending  over  it,  and  under  the 

,  in  the  centre  of  the  pond,  a  wooden 

a  Dutch  or  Flemish  boor,  looking  in- 

lupon  hia  miatrecs,  and  embracing  her. 

1  tethered  at  the  feet  of  the  sculptured 

Bety  tormented  a  miserable  eel  and  itself 

■a  to  escape  from  its  bonds  and  prison. 

cd  to  Dspy  the  boetesa  of  the  hotel  in 

-al  retreat,  the  exhibition  would  have 

She  was  a  tnio  Flemish  figure,  in  the 

liys  of  Holbein,  her  symbol  of  office,  a 

\  of  keys,  pendent  from  her  portly  waist 

e  modem  taste  in  costume,  architecture, 

le  mastery ;  in  Ghent  there  la  a  struggle ; 

Hold  images  are  still  paramount,  and  an 

Ic  life  among  the  quiet  goings-on  of  a 

1  City  is  inexpressibly  soothing;  a  pen- 

Knis  to  be  cast  over  alt,  even  the  veiy 

I  Exiract  from  Jonntat, 


Smnet  VL 

"  There  bloomed  the  rtinideny  ofd 
"Hte  trembling  et/ebfight  ihtMied  &er 
These  two  lines  are  in  a  great  me 
**  The  Beantiea  of  Spring,  a  JnTenUe  F 
Joseph  SyiDpacHi,  author  of  ""nteVoi 
raa  a  native  of  CaiDberluid,  and 
the  vale  of  Giumere,  and  U  Ibwb 
poem>  uc  little  known,  bat  thej  cm 
epleodid  description ;  and  the  veiaifia 
ion  of  Alfred,'  ia  hartDoaiaiN  and  ub 
bing  the  nwtioos  of  the  Sylphi,  th 
strange  machinery  of  hii  Poem,  be  i 
illustrative  aimile :  — 


A  chiuigefut  lighl  the  axon  vuill  iUm 
Lob  ^'arring  hua  brntHlfa  Ihe  Pole  m 
The  Mreaniy  gloriei  of  iha  Bmsl  ma 
Thai  wavering  la  and  fro  Iheir  ndiaa 
On  Bothnia'!  gulf  wilh  giaaoy  ice  o'cti 
When  Ihe  loue  Ollive,  01 
On  poliriied  ni 
And  ttiU  the  bi 
Wheeled  on  altemaie  Em  in  leoglhei 
Sen  oi  B  gbnce,  abova  bim  and  beta 
Two  rii-ol  lieavem  wilh  eqnat  qileiidi 
Sphered  in  Ihe  cenne  oT  Ihr  wotU  h< 
For  all  anmnd  wilh  Md  effidgane*  ^> 
Stan,  Toaorm.  uid  meMm,  ny  OppoM 
And  •olemn  midiiigtat  poon  (he  blaae 

He  was  a  man  of  ardent  feeling, 
of  mind,  particularly  his  memory,  w 
Brief  notices  of  his  life  ought  to  fi 
Uislory  of  Westmoreland. 


Note  9,  p.  206. 

Sm-ael  XVII, 

The  EaCiLI  requires  a  large  dooia 
but  several  pairs,  not  many  yean  ag 
resident  in  this  country,  building  I 
steeps  of  BoTTowdale,  Wasbj&le,  Eni 
eastern  aide  of  Helvellyn.  Often  ha 
speak  of  the  grandeur  of  their  ap 
hovered  over  Red  Tarn,  in  one  of 
mountain.  The  bird  frequently  letti 
destroyed.  Not  long  since,  one  rii 
and  remained  some  boun  near  ite  h 
nation  which  it  occaiucKied  among  th 
of  fowl,  particularly  the  herans,  ma 
■creams.  The  hone  also  is  nahu 
eogla. — TheK  were  several  Ronu 
these  moontains ;  the  rooet  considen 
been  in  ■  meadow  at  the  head  of  V 
liahed,  undoubtedly,  as  a  check  « 
Kiikitoae,  Donmailriaii^  tnd  of  Hi 


^^ 


\ 
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1^.  OntlMauiniQf  BardalLUMbACoinofTr^iui 
|^dfaB0i«rad  vety  ktollf.—- Tbe  Roham  Fobt  here 
lllpiftDb  oOkd  bgr  the  oocmtiy  v&agW  Hardknoi 
kaoift  iuipwimjy  aitottod  lialf-way  down 
.«  IIm  ri^  of  the  n»d  thtt  deseeadfl  firom 
jBloEriKdale.  It  his  esctped  the  notice  of 
and  H  baft  dightly  mentioned  by 
PiwiBiOAL  Cncui  ta  aboat  half  a  mile 
itdt  if  tba  nad  aaoeoding  Stone^de  from  the 
Iba  OQcmtiy  people  call  it  **  Sunken 


who  may  have  been  iatereated  in  the 
(ffhiah  together  may  be  conaidered 
win  not  be  diapleaaed  to  find  in  thia  pUce 
of  the  Dnddon*  extracted  from  Green'a 
Chtide  to  the  Lakes^  lately  publiahed. 
Xhe  nad  Viadfnff  from  Coniaton  to  Broughton  ta  over 
fh  fRModt  and  eommanda  a  view  of  the  River  Dod- 
ia;  whiefap  at  luffik  water*  ia  a  grand  aigfat*  having 
•  beantiftil  and  lartQe  landa  of  Lancaahire  and  Cum- 
■iand  atretdihig  each  way  from  its  margin.  In  thia 
view*  the  ihee  of  nature  ia  diaplayed  in  a 
miaty  of  hOl  and  dale;  wooded  grounda 
lAhuiiJiiga;  amoogat  the  latter,  Broughton  Tower, 
■lai  OB  the  crown  of  ahill,  riaing  elegantly  from  the 
iBeyt  V  as  olgeet  of  eztiaordinary  intereat  Fertility 
I  each  aide  la  giadually  diminiahed,  and  loat  in  the 
ifarior  hei^ita  of  Blackoomb,  in  Cumberland,  and  the 
Igh  knda  between  Kirkfay  and  Ulverstone. 
**TlMe  load  from  Broughton  to  Seathwaite  ia  on  the 
inha  of  the  Doddon,  and  on  its  Lancashire  aide  it  is 
r  variona  elevationa.  The  river  is  an  amusing  com- 
■&»•  one  while  brawling  and  tumbling  over  rocky 
ndpicea,  until  the  agitated  water  becomes  again  calm 
f  arriving  at  a  amoother  and  less  precipitous  bed,  but 
a  eomae  ia  aoon  again  ruffled,  and  the  current  thrown 
Ho  every  variety  of  Ibam  which  the  rocky  channel 
f  a  river  can  give  to  water."  —  Vide  QreeiC»  Guide 
Uke  Lekee,  vol  l  pp.  96—100. 
After  all,  the  traveller  would  be  most  gratified  who 
iMRild  appioach  thia  beautifiil  Stream,  neither  at  its 
once,  aa  ia  done  in  the  Sonnets,  nor  from  its  terminal 
ion;  bat  from  Coniaton  over  Walna  Scar;  first  de- 
pfHi"g  into  a  little  circular  valley,  a  collateral  com- 
utawnt  of  the  long  winding  vale  through  which  flows 
M  Daddoo.  Thia  receea,  towards  the  close  of  Sep- 
iHien  the  after-grasa  of  the  meadows  is  still  of 
green,  with  the  leavea  of  many  of  the  trees 
ided,  hot  perfaapa  none  fidlen,  is  truly  enchanting.  At 
point  elevated  enough  to  show  the  various  objects  in 
le  vaUey,  and  not  ao  high  as  to  diminish  their  impor- 
mott  the  atianger  will  inatinctively  halt  On  the 
ngnNBid,  a  little  below  the  most  fiivoumble  station, 
tilde  f»t4vidge  ia  thrown  over  the  bed  of  the  noisy 
ROok  ftfi"««»g  by  the  way-aide.  Ruaset  and  craggy 
iUi^  if  bold  and  varied  outline,  surround  the  level  val- 
if,  wUeh  ia  beaprinklod  with  gray  rocka  plumed  with 


birch  treea.  A  ftw  homeateada  axe  mteiapeiaed,  in 
aome  jdacea  peeping  oat  finon  among  the  rocka  like 
hermitogei^  whoae  aite  haa  been  ehoaen  ftr  the  benefit 
of  auMUne  aa  well  aa  ahelter;  in  other  inatancea,  the 
dwelling-houae,  bam,  and  byre,  eompoae  together  a 
crucifiarm  atructure,  which,  with  ita  embowering  trees, 
and  the  ivy  clothing  part  of  the  walla  and  vool  like  a 
fieece,  call  to  mind  the  remaina  of  an  ancient  abbey. 
Time^  in  oMat  caaea,  and  nature  eveiy  where,,  have 
given  a  aanctity  to  the  humUe  works  of  man,  that  are 
acattered  over  thia  peacefiil  retirement  Henoeahar- 
moqy  of  tone  and  colour,  a  peribctwn  and  oooaomma- 
tion  of  beauty,  which  would  have  been  marred  had  aun 
or  purpoae  interfered  with  the  oooiae  of  convenience, 
utility,  or  neceasity.  Thia  unvitiated  region  atanda  in 
no  need  of  the  veil  of  twilight  to  aoften  or  diigniae  ita 
fiaaturea.  Aa  it  gliatena  in  the  morning  annahme,  it 
would  fill  the  apectator*a  heart  with  gladaomeneaa. 
Looking  firom  our  ehoaen  station,  he  would  fbel  an  im- 
patience to  rove  among  ita  pathwaya,  to  be  greeted  by 
the  milkmaid,  to  wander  from  hooae  to  hooae,  exchan- 
ging ''goodpmorrowa**  as  he  paaaed  the  open  doors;  but 
at  evening,  when  the  aun  ia  aet  and  a  pearly  light 
gleams  firom  the  western  quarter  of  the  aky,  with  an 
answering  light  firom  the  smooth  aor&ce  of  the  mea- 
dows; when  the  trees  are  duaky,  but  each  kind  atill 
distinguishable ;  when  the  cool  air  haa  oondenaed  the 
blueamoke  riaing  from  the  cottage-chimneya;  when 
the  dark  moaay  atonea  aeem  to  aleep  in  the  bed  of  the 
fiMuning  n^ook;  tften,  he  would  be  unwilling  to  move 
forward,  not  less  firom  a  reluctance  to  relinquish  what 
he  beholds,  than  firom  an  apprehension  of  disturbing; 
by  his  approach,  the  quietness  beneath  him.  Issuing 
from  the  plain  of  this  valley,  the  Brook  descends  ia  a 
rapid  torrent  passing  by  the  churchyard  of  Seathwaite. 
The  traveller  is  tims  conducted  at  once  into  the  midst 
of  the  wild  and  beautifiil  scenery  which  gave  occasion 
to  the  Sonnets  firom  the  14th  to  the  20th  indbsive. 
From  the  point  where  the  Seathwaite  Brook  jaina  the 
Duddon,  is  a  view  upwards,  into  the  pass  through 
which  the  River  makes  its  way  into  the  Plaint  of  Don- 
nerdale.  The  perpendicular  rock  on  the  rigfht  beam 
the  ancient  British  name  of  The  Pen  ;  the  one  oppo- 
site is  called  Walla-bareow  Crao,  a  name  th&t 
occurs  in  several  places  to  designate  rocka  ef  the  same 
cliaracter.  The  chaotic  aspect  of  the  aeene  ia  well 
marked  by  the  expreasion  of  a  atranger^  who  atrolled 
out  while  dinner  was  preparing,  and  at  his  return, 
being  asked  by  his  host  ''What  way  he  had  been 
wandering?**  replied,  '*  As  far  aa  it  ia  finUhed ! 

The  bed  of  the  Duddon  is  here  strewn  with  large  frag^ 
ments  of  rocks  fallen  from  aloft ;  which,  as  Mr.  Green 
truly  says,  "are  happily  adapted  to  the  many-ahaped 
waterfalls,**  (or  rather  water-breaka,  for  none  of  thcto 
are  high,)  ^  displayed  in  the  short  space  cX  half  a  mile.** 
That  there  ia  aome  hazard  in  frequenting  theae  deaobfe 
placea,  I  myaelf  have  had  proof;  for  on<^  night  an 
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immmifle  mun  of  rock  fell  upon  the  very  qwt  where, 
with  a  friend,  I  had  liogered  the  day  before.  The  cod- 
cuBBion,**  says  Mr.  Green,  Bpeaking  of  the  e?ent,  (for 
he  aleo^  in  the  practice  of  hia  art,  on  that  day  sat 
exposed  for  a  etill  long^er  time  to  the  same  peril,) 
'*  was  heard,  not  without  alarm,  by  the  neighbouring 
shepherds.'*  But  to  return  to  Seathwaite  Church-yard : 
it  contains  the  following  inscription. 

**  In  memory  of  the  Reverend  Robert  Walker,  who 
died  the  2&th  of  June,  1802,  in  the  93d  year  of  his  age, 
and  67th  of  his  curacy  at  Seathwaite. 

^  Also,  of  Anne,  his  wife,  who  died  the  28th  of  Janu- 
ary, in  the  03d  year  of  her  age.'* 

In  the  parish-register  of  Seathwaite  Chapel,  is  this 
notice: 

*"  Buried,  June  28th,  the  Rev.  Robert  Walker.  He 
was  curate  of  Seathwaite  sixty-six  years.  He  was 
a  man  singular  for  his  temperance,  industry,  and  in- 
tegrity." 

This  individual  is  the  Pastor  alluded  to,  in  the 
eighteenth  Sonnet,  as  a  worthy  compeer  of  the  Coun- 
try Parson  of  Chaucer,  dLc.  In  the  Seventh  Book  of 
the  Excursion,  an  abstract  of  his  character  is  given, 
beginning — 

**  A  Prieit  alndes  before  whose  life  such  doabcs 
Fall  to  the  ground  ;— ** 

and  some  account  of  his  life,  for  it  is  worthy  of  being 
recorded,  will  not  be  out  of  phice  here.  [See  Appen- 
dix IV.,  to  which  this  memoir  has  been  transferred, 
leference  being  made  to  the  subject  of  it  in  several 
places  in  this  volume.  —  H.  R.] 

Note  10,  p.  304. 

••  Highland  Hutr 

This  sonnet  describes  the  exterior  of  a  Highland  hut, 
as  oflen  seen  under  morning  or  evening  sunshine.  The 
reader  may  not  be  displeased  with  the  following  extract 
from  the  journal  of  a  Lady,  my  fellow-traveller  in 
Scotland,  in  the  autumn  of  1803,  which  accurately  i 
describes,  under  particular  circumstances,  the  beautiful 
appearance  of  the  interior  of  one  these  rude  habita- 
tions. 

*'  On  our  return  from  the  Trossachs  the  evening  be- 
gan to  darken,  and  it  rained  so  heavily  that  we  were 
completely  wet  before  we  had  come  two  miles,  and  it 
was  dark  when  we  landed  with  our  boatman,  at  his 
hut  upon  the  banks  of  Loch  Katrine.  I  was  faint 
from  cold :  the  good  woman  had  provided,  according  to 
her  promise,  a  better  fire  than  we  had  found  in  the 
morning;  and,  indeed,  when  I  sat  down  in  the  chim- 
ney-comer of  her  smoky  biggin,  I  thought  I  had  never 
felt  more  comfortable  in  my  life :  a  pan  of  coffoe  was 
boiling  for  us,  and  having  put  our  clothes  in  the  way 
of  drying,  we  all  sat  down  thankful  for  a  shelter.  We 
could  not  prevail  upon  <iur  boatman,  the  master  of  the 
house,  to  draw  near  the  fire,  though  he  was  cold  and 
wet,  or  to  fluflbr  his  wife  to  get  him  drf  clones  till 


she  had  served  us,  which  she  did  nogt  wiDij^v  ll 
not  very  expeditiously. 

**  A  Cumberland  imui  of  tbe  nine  mk  wmM 

have  had  such  a  notioaof  what  wn  fitaod  liglftl 

own  house,  or,  if  he  hadi  ooe  would  have 

of  servility ;  but  in  the  Hi^ilaDder  it  only 

politeness  (however  erroneous  and  painffal  to  at 

turally  growing  out  of  tbe  dependence  of  Os 

of  the  clan  upon  their  laird :  he  did  no^ 

fine  to  let  his  wifo  bring  out  die  whiAy  bottls  i| 

refreshment,  at  our  request    **  She  keeps  a 

the  phrase  is:  indeed,  I  believe  there  li 

lonely  house  by  the  wayside,  in  Scotland,  wh&n 

lers  may  not  be  accommodated  with  a  dm 

asked  for  sugar,  butter,  barley-bread,  and  ndlf; 

with  a  smile  and  a  stare  more  of  kindnesi  An 

she  replied,  **  Ye*ll  get  that,**  bringing  euh 

separately.  We  caroused  over  our  cnpsof  eoflb% 

ing  like  children  at  the  stnuige  atmosphere  in 

were :  the  smoke  came  in  gnsCs^  and  spraid 

walls ;  and  above  our  heads  m  tbe  chmmey  ( 

hens  were  roosting)  like  clouds  in  the  d^. 

laughed  and  laughed  again,  in  spite  of  the 

of  our  eyes,  yet  had  a  quieter  pleame  m 

the  beauty  of  the  beams  and  rafters  gieannnf 

the  clouds  of  smoke :  they  had  been  cnntod 

varnished  by  many  winteni,  till,  where  tbe 

upon  them,  they  had  become  as  gloasy  tt  fahd 

on  a  sunny  day,  cased  in  ice.    When  we  ki 

our  supper  we  sat  about  half  an  hoar,  and  I 

never  felt  so  deeply  the  bleosing  of  a 

come  and  a  warm  fire.    The  man  of  the 

peated  fhnn  time  to  time  that  we  should  oAai 

this  night  when  we  got  to  our  homes,  and 

praises  of  his  own  lake,  which  he  had  more  ttai 

when  we  were  returning  in  the  boat, 

was  **  bonnier  than  Loch  Lomond.**    Oar 

from  the  Trossachs,  who,  it  appeared,  wss  tt 

burgh  drawing-master  going,  daring  the  natSm 

pedestrian  tour  to  John  o*  Groat's  hoase,  «n  H 

in  the  bam  with  my  follow-tnvellen^ 

said  he  had  plenty  of  dry  hay.    I  do  not 

the  hay  of  the  Highlanders  is  ever  veiy  diy, 

year  it  had  a  better  chance  than  nsual:  wtf 

however,  the  next  morning  they  said  they  hd 

comfortably.    When  I  went  to  bed,  the 

siring  me  to  **go  6en,**  attended  me  with  a 

assured  me  that  the  bed  was  dry,  thosffh 

I  had  been  used  to.**    It  was  of  dafT;  that 

two  othera  in  the  room,  a  cupboard  and  tvo 

upon  one  of  which  stood  milk  in  woodsi 

covered  over.    The  walls  of  the  whoie  hoois 

stone  unplastered:  it  consisted  of  three 

the  cowhouse  at  one  end,  the  kitchen  or  bovviij 

middle,  and  the  spence  at  the  other  end;  IkiM 

were  divided,  not  up  to  the  rigging,  bat  ml^^^ 

beginning  of  the  roof,  so  that  there  was  a  flit  f<^ 
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i  moke  from  one  end  of  the  hooee  to  the 
rent  to  bed  ■ome  time  befiire  the  rest  of  the 
I  door  was  ahat  between  as,  and  they  had  a 
which  I  oonld  not  aee,  but  the  light  it  aent 
the  varniahed  rafteia  and  beama,  which 
h  other  in  almoet  as  intricate  and  ftntastic 
a  I  have  aeen  the  ander  boughs  of  a  large 
withered  by  the  depth  of  ahade  above,  pn>- 
Boat  beautifhl  effect  that  can  be  conceived. 
9  what  I  ahould  suppose  an  underground 
iple  to  be»  with  a  drifting  or  moist  roof^  and 
ght  entering  in  upon  it  by  some  means  or 
yet  the  colours  were  more  like  those  of 
na.  I  lay  looking  up  till  the  light  of  the 
iwayv  and  tiie  man  and  his  wife  and  child 
nto  their  bed  at  the  other  end  of  the  room : 
leep  much,  but  paaaed  a  comfortable  night ; 
It  though  hard,  was  warm  and  clean :  the 
B  of  my  aituation  prevented  me  from  sleep- 
d  hear  the  wavea  beat  against  the  shore  of 
a  little  rill  cloae  to  the  door  made  a  much 
3,  and»  when  I  aat  up  in  my  bed,  I  could  see 
tuough  an  open  window-place  at  the  bed^s 
i  to  this,  it  rained  all  night.  I  was  less 
y  remembrance  of  the  Trossachs,  beautiful 
ere,  than  the  vision  of  the  Highland  hut, 
aid  not  get  out  of  my  head ;  I  thought  of 
land  of  Spenser,  and  what  I  had  read  in  ro- 
fther  times^  and  then  what  a  feast  it  would 
odon  Pantomime-maker,  could  he  but  trans- 
)  Drury  Lane,  with  all  its  beautiful  co- 
fS. 

Note  11,  p.  804. 

*'Bothwell  CastUr 

>wing  is  from  the  same  MS.,  and  ^ives  an 
the  visit  to  Bothwell  Castle  here  alluded 

exceedingly  delightful  to  enter  thus  uncx- 
pon  such  a  beautiful  region.  The  castle 
y,  overlooking  the  Clyde.  When  we  came 
vas  hurt  to  see  that  flower-borders  had  taken 
3  natural  overgro^^  ings  of  the  ruin,  the  scat- 
8  and  wild  plants.     It  is  a  Inr^e  and  grand 

freestone,  harmonizing  perfectly  witli  the 
le  river,  from  which,  no  doubt,  it  has  been 
hen  I  was  a  little  accustomed  to  the  unna- 
fa  modem  garden,  I  could  not  help  admiring 
ive  beauty  and  luxuriance  of  some  of  the 
ticularly  the  purple-flowered  clematis,  and 
ifed  creeping  plant  without  flowers,  which 
Dp  the  castle  wall,  along  with  the  ivy,  and 
rine-like  branches  so  lavishly  that  it  seemed 
■  natural  situation,  and  one  could  not  help 
lat,  though  not  self-planted  among  the  ruins 
.try,  it  most  somewhere  have  its  native  abode 
If  Bothwell  Castle  had  not  been  close 


to  the  Douglas  manaion,  we  ahould  have  been  disgofted 
with  the  possessor's  miserable  conceptioD  of  adomimg 
such  a  venerable  ruin ;  but  it  is  ao  very  near  to  the 
house,  that  of  necessity  the  pleasnre-grounds  must  have 
extended  beyond  it,  and  perhaps  the  neatness  of  a 
shaven  lawn  and  the  complete  desolation  natural  to 
ruin  might  have  made  an  unpleasing  contrast;  am^ 
besides  being  within  the  precincts  of  the  pleasure- 
grounds,  and  so  very  near  to  the  dwelling  of  a  noble 
fiunily,  it  had  forfeited,  in  some  degree,  its  independent 
majesty,  and  becomes  a  tributary  to  tlk  mansion :  its 
solitude  being  interrupted,  it  has  no  longer  the  com- 
mand over  the  mind  in  aendmg  it  back  into  past  times, 
or  excluding  the  ordinary  feelings  which  we  bear 
about  us  in  daily  life.  We  had  then  only  to  regret 
that  the  castle  and  the  house  were  so  near  to  each 
other;  and  it  waa  impossible  not  to  regret  it;  for  the 
ruin  presides  in  state  over  the  river,  &r  firom  city  or 
town,  as  if  it  might  have  a  peculiar  privilege  to  preserve 
its  memorials  of  past  ages,  and  maintain  its  own  charac- 
ter for  centuries  to  come.  We  sat  upon  a  bench  under 
the  high  trees,  and  had  beautiful  views  of  the  different 
reaches  of  the  river,  above  and  below.  On  the  oppo- 
site bank,  which  is  finely  wooded  with  elms  and  other 
trees,  are  the  remains  of  a  priory  built  upon  a  rock ;  and 
rock  and  ruin  are  so  blended,  that  it  is  impossible  to 
separate  the  one  from  the  other.  Nothing  can  be  more 
beautiful  than  the  little  remnant  of  this  holy  place : 
elm  trees  (for  we  were  near  enough  to  distinguish 
them  by  their  branches)  grow  out  of  the  walls,  and 
overshadow  a  small,  but  very  elegant  window.  It  can 
scarcely  be  conceived  what  a  grace  the  castle  and 
priory  impart  to  each  other ;  and  the  river  Clyde  flows 
on  smooth  and  unruffled  below,  seeming  to  my  thoughts 
more  in  harmony  with  the  sober  and  stately  images 
of  former  times,  than  if  it  had  roared  over  a  rocky 
channel  forcing  its  sound  upon  the  ear.  It  blended 
gently  with  the  warbling  of  the  smaller  birds,  and  the 
chattering  of  the  larger  ones,  that  had  made  their  nests 
in  the  ruins.  In  this  fortress  the  chief  of  the  English 
nobility  were  confined  after  the  battle  of  Bannockburn. 
If  a  man  is  to  be  a  prisoner,  he  scarcely  could  have  a 
more  pleasant  place  to  solace  his  captivity;  but  I 
thought  that,  for  close  conflncment,  I  should  prefer  tlie 
banks  of  a  lake,  or  the  sea-side.  The  greatest  charm 
of  a  brook  or  river  is  in  the  liberty  to  pursue  it  through 
its  windings ;  you  can  then  take  it  in  whatever  mood 
you  like ;  silent  or  noisy,  sportive  or  quiet  The  beau- 
ties of  a  brook  or  river  must  be  sought,  and  the  pleasure 
is  in  going  in  search  of  them ;  those  of  a  lake,  or  of 
the  sea,  come  to  you  of  themselvea  These  rude  war- 
riors cared  little,  perhaps,  about  either;  and  yet,  if  one" 
may  judge  from  the  writings  of  Chaucer,  and  fVom  the 
old  romance?,  more  interesting  passions  were  connectetl 
with  natural  objects  in  the  days  of  chivalry  than  now ; 
though  going  in  search  of  scenery,  as  it  is  called,  had 
not  then  been  thought  of.    I  had  previousbr  heard  no* 
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I  leut  nothbg  that  I  re- 
■d  cls'^where,  UiSDOtliers 


I  Tree.' 

tobert  de  Clifford,  in  the 

iBaliol,  king  of  Scotland, 

Biayed  some  lime  wilb 

B  or  Appleby,  Broutrham, 

I  that  time  thoy  no  a  etag 

f  Whinfel!  Park  to  R«l- 

D  ibifl  place;  where, 

laped  over  the  pales,  but 

le  ^"^yhouad,  attempt  log' 

untrarf  side.   In  memory 

B  Dailcd  upon  a  tree 

Imed  Hercules)  thia  rhyme 


Ithe  name  of  HarlVborn 

I  of  time  were   almost 

!,  anil  another  pair 

—yichoUnn  ami  Buriti't 

f  ij  Cumberland. 

%ro(t,  but  the  author  of 

impoainj;  appearanca 

!,  by  the  eide  of  the  hi^h 

1  Appleby.     This  whole 

Bnlcrcatini;  tradltiona  and 

s  Bower;  Brougham 

|i  Beacon,  and  the  curious 

I;  Arthur's  Round  Table; 

'9  Cavo,  on  the  banks 

lanil  her  Daughtera,  near 


ICocyfiu,"  &c. 

c  author  was  at  Greta 
Koetesa  of  the  inn,  proud 
.  that  "the  name 
I  tha  briilge,  the  form  of 
■  ice,  exactly  resembled  a 
r  has  derived  il  frooi  the 
lin  the  north  of  England, 
Bment  oloud,  mostly  nith 
B  probable  from 
I  of  both  the  Cumberland 
■umbcrland  Groia,  though 
fry  people,  take  up  thai 
f  of  its  disappearance  in 
IconsidcreJ  as  baviiig 


oTWylbbuniM 
through  Thirlmere,  tbe  beautiful  featom  if^i 
lake  are  known  only  to  thoee  who,  travellaf  II 
Grasmere  and  Keswick,  have  quitted  the  n 
the  vale  of  Wythbum,  aod,  croeing  orer  to  Q*<i 
Rte  tide  of  the  lake,  haye  proceeded  «flh  it  av 
right  hand. 

The  channel  of  the  Greta,  immeditlely  at 
wick,  has,  for  the  iwrpoeefl  of  building,  ben  iBI| 
nieiHure  cleared  of  the  immense  stoues  whie^  kffl 
concussion  in  high  floods,  produced  tbekndurfll^ 
noises  described  in  the  wnneL 

"The  aeenery  upon  this  river,"  says  Mr.fl 
in  his  Colloquies,  "where  it  psset  under  llMli 
side  of  l^trigg,  is  of  the  finest  and  k 
kindr  — 

*  otnUguo  la[BU  reHuitque  AajIqaB. 

OcFuirenaqoenbi  veniona  npidi  OBdib' 

Note  14,  p.  317. 
Si.  Brei, 

"  Were  nW,  in  roolh,  Ikeir  Reqmema  tarrtiliaf* 
The  author  is  aware  that  he  is  here  Ijeadiag  i| 
tender  ground ;  but  to  the  intelligent  reader  ht  fii 
that   no   apology  is  due.     The   prayers  of  m 
during  paasionnte  grief  for  the  rece 
and  friends,  as  the  object  of  thoae  pnjcn  CMdld 
longer  be  the  suffering  body  of  the  dying,  1 
rally  be  ejaculated  for  the  souls  of  the  deputsjj  i 
barriers  between  the  two  worlds  di»olving  bcfbn  4 
power  of  love  and  faith.     The  mi 
from  their  habitual  attendance  upon  aick-bedi, « 
be  daily  witnesses  uf  these  benign  resalti;  1 
would  be  strongly  tempted  to  dim  at  giving  to  tt 
permanence,  by  embodying  them  in  rites  and  e 
nies,  recurring  at  slated  periods.     All  this,  ai 
in  course  of  nature,  so  was  it  blamele^  and  ■ 
praiseworthy  j  but  no  reflecting  person  can  view  «i 
out  sorrow  the  abuses  which  mee  out  of  Ibua  It 
ixing  sublime  instincts,  and  disinterested  d 
of  passion,  and  perverting  tliem  into  means  of  g1 
ing  the  ambition  and  rapacity  of  the  prJe«thoud.    i 
while  we  deplore  and  are  indignoot  at  theae  a 
would  be  a  great  mistake  if  we  imputed  tJie  oripal 
the  oITices  to  prospective  selfishness  on  the  part  of  ■ 
monks  and  clergy :  thry  were  at  first  bidomi  n  tlli 
sympathy,  and  in  their  degree  dupes  iMlMr  (f  tUl 
own  creed,  than  artful  and  designing  men.   Q^atilyK 
upon  the  whole,  the  safest  guide  that  we  can  lake  ■ 
judging  our  fellow-men,  whether  of  paat  ages,  «  «( 
the  pri.>sent  time. 

NoI«  15,  p.  328. 

"  The  While  Doe  0/  RyUome." 

The  Poem  of  the  White  Doe  of  RyUtone  a  tbuB^ 

ed  on  a  local  tradition,  and  on   the   Qallail  in  Peicv't 

Collection,  eDtitl^^i>**^^iun2  of  the  NotUl"  TH 


POBMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 


883 


m  ftlloim:— ^'Ahoofe  thk  tuM,**  not 
l>Mwiliitinn,  **  a  Wkita  Doe,  wy  theaged 
ij|liUmikiiiili  hog  contintted  to  maka 
ftom  RjkloM  over  the  fells  of 
eoMtartly  feand  in  the 'Abbey  Caiarchp 
•arviee;  after  tiie  doie  of  which 
•e  legolariy  as  the  test  of  the  coo- 
-^Dk  WwnMjaa^  ERUory  ^  ike  Detm- 
— Byktone  waa  the  pnqierty  and  nai- 
teliaflon%  diadngoiibed  in  that  ill-adviaed 
iMBRection;  which  led  me  to  connect 
tnaMtiBD  the  principal  eircamatanoea  of  their 
intfaeBidlad. 
Priaryi^i^y*  Dr.  Whitaker  in  his  excellent 
Hirtoiy  and  Antaqoitiea  of  the  Deanery  of 
npon  a  beantifal  cnrratnre  of  the 
lefd  aufficiently  elevated  to  protect  it 
and  kyw  enoagh  for  every  porpoae  of 


to  the  Eaat  window  of  the  Priory  Church, 

the  fixtt  of  a  rock  nearly  perpendicu- 

af  the  richeat  porple,  where  aeveral  of  the 

wUeb  break  out,  instead  of  maintaining 

to  the  horiaon,  are  twisted  by 

into  undulating  and  spiral 

lb  the  Soatb-all  ia  aoli  and  deliciooB;  the  eye 

aftw  rich  paatorea,  a  moderate  reach  of 

11  to  form  a  mirror  to  the 

boonding  hilla  beyond,  neither  too  near 

]B%io  eidodeb  even  in  winter,  any  portion  of 


after  all,  the  glories  of  Bolton  are  on  the 
Whatever  the  roost  ftstidious  taste  could  re- 
bn  la  eonatitate  a  perfect  landscape  is  not  only  found 
Mb  bat  in  its  proper  place.  In  fhmt,  and  immedi- 
4y  vader  the  eye,  is  a  smooth  expanse  d  park-like 
spotted  with  native  elm,  ash,  dLc.  of  the 
growth:  on  the  right  a  skirting  oak  wood,  with 
pomta  of  gray  rock ;  on  the  left  a  rising  copse. 
are  aeen  the  aged  groves  of  Bolton  Park, 
of  eentnriea;  and  farther  yet,  the  barren 
ri  loeky  diatancea  of  Simon-seat  and  Barden  Fell 
aliMlal  with  the  warmth,  fertility,  and  luxuriant 
Ihgo  of  tlie  valley  below. 

*  Aboot  half  a  mile  above  Bolton  the  valley  closes, 
I  imAtm  mtb  of  the  Wharf  is  overhung  by  solemn 
odi^  %V  w|[ieh  huge  perpendicular  masses  of  gray 
k  jrt  ott  at  intervals. 

*Tfaii  *9aqmntered  acene  was  almost  inaccessible 

nf  late»  that  ridings  have  been  cut  on  both  sides  of 

» RivM^  and  the  most  interesting  points  laid  open  by 

in  the  woods.  Here  a  tributary 
from  a  waterfall,  and  bursts  through  a 
ndy  glen  to  mingle  its  waters  with  the  Wharf:  there 
I  Whaif  ilnlf  is  nearly  loet  in  a  deep  cleft  in  the 
d^  wad  aaxt  beeomes  a  homed  flood  enclosing  a 

it  reposes  for  a  moment,  and 


then  reaomea  ita  native  character,  lively,  inegnlart  and 
impetnoua 

**  The  deft  mentioned  above  is  the  tremendooa  Snia 
Thia  dyMi(  being  ineapablo  of  receiving  the  winter 
floods,  baa  Jbrmed  on  either  ride,  a  broad  atrand  of  na- 
ked gritatone  full  of  rack-baaina,  or  'pots  of  the  linn,* 
which  bear  witneas  to  the  reatleas  impetuority  of  ao 
many  Northern  torrenta.  But,  if  here  Wharf  ia  lost 
to  the  eye,  it  amply  repaya  another  aenae  fay  ita  deep 
and  solemn  roar,  like  'the  Voice  of  the  angry  Spirit 
of  the  Waters,*  heard  fiur  above  and  beneath,  amidat 
the  silence  of  the  surrounding  woods. 

**  The  terminating  object  of  the  landscape  ia  the  r^ 
mains  of  Barden  Tower,  interesting  fhxn  their  ftrm 
and  ritnation,  and  still  more  ao  flnom  the  reoollectiona 
which  they  excita** 

Note  le,  p.  881. 

*'  Who  looed  the  Shepherd  Lord  to  meef.** 

At  page  186  of  this  volume  will  be  found  a  Poem 
entitled,  **  Song  at  the  Feast  of  Broogham  Castle, 
upon  the  Restoration  of  Lord  CliflM  the  Shepherd  to 
the  Estates  and  Honours  of  his  Ancestors,**  to  which 
is  annexed  an  account  of  this  personage,  chiefly  ex- 
tracted from  Bum*s  and  Nicholson*s  History  of  Cum- 
berland and  Westmoreland.  It  givea  me  pleasure  to 
add  these  fbrther  particulara  concerning  him,  fVom  Dr. 
Whitaker,  who  says,  **  he  retired  to  the  solitude  of 
Barden,  where  he  seems  to  have  enlarged  the  tower 
out  of  a  common  keeper's  lodge,  and  where  he  found 
a  retreat  equally  favourable  to  taste,  to  instruction,  and 
to  devotion.  The  narrow  limits  of  his  residence  show 
that  he  had  learned  to  despise  the  pomp  of  greatness, 
and  that  a  small  train  of  servants  could  suffice  him, 
who  had  lived  to  the  age  of  thirty  a  servant  him8el£  I 
think  this  nobleman  resided  here  almost  entirely  when 
in  Yorkshire,  for  all  his  charters  which  I  have  seen  are 
dated  at  Barden. 

**  His  early  habits,  and  the  want  of  those  artificial 
measures  of  time  which  even  shepherds  now  possess, 
had  given  him  a  turn  for  observing  the  motions  of  the 
heavenly  bodies ;  and,  having  purchased  such  an  appa- 
ratus as  could  then  be  procured,  he  amused  and  inform- 
ed himself  by  those  pursuits,  with  the  aid  of  the  Can- 
ons of  Bolton,  some  of  whom  are  said  to  have  been 
well  versed  in  what  was  then  known  of  the  science. 

"  I  suspect  this  nobleman  to  have  been  sometimes 
occupied  in  a  more  visionary  pursuit,  and  probably  in 
the  same  company. 

**  For,  from  the  fomily  evidences^  I  have  met  with 
two  MSS.  on  the  subject  of  Alchemy,  which,  fh>m  the 
character,  spelling,  dLC.,  may  almost  certainly  be  re- 
ferred to  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Seventh.  If  theso 
were  originally  deposited  with  the  MSS.  of  the  Clif> 
fords,  it  might  have  been  for  the  use  of  this  nobleman. 
If  they  were  brought  firom  Bolton  at  the  Diawlutkm, 
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sen  the  work  of  those  Caoona  whom 
lively  conveMed  witfi. 

:eful  employ menls  l«id  Clifibnl  apent 

I  of  Ilunry  the  Seveoth,  and  the  firat 

But  in  the  year  1513,  when  almost 

IB  appointed  to  a  principal  com- 

Lrmy  which   tbug-ht  at  F^odden,   and 

Iroiljtajy  geniua  of  the  family  had  nei- 

□  him  by  u^,  nor  exiinguiahod  by 

Ithe  bottleof  Flodden  ten  years,  and 

I,  aged  about  TO.    1  shall  endea- 

Ikte  to  him  a  tumb,  vault,  and  chantry 

e  church  of  Bulton,  as  I  should  be 

was  deposited,  when  dead,  at 

I   the  place  which  in  hia  lifetime  he 

fill  he  appointed  his  body  to  be 
I  if  he  died  In  Weatnioreland ;   or  at 
n  Yorkshire." 
M  the  Canons  of  Bolton,  Dr.  Whitaker 
|.  that  not  only  alchemy  but  astronomy 
iuii  with  them. 


Note  17,  p.  ate. 
I  other  day  of  yeviUe'a  Ctdi*. 

kefcffe  the  bnttle  of  Durham  was  struck- 

1 17lh  day  of  Octnlier,  onno,  1346,  there 

An  Fo»8er,  then  Prior  of  the  abbey  of 

■1,  ccimmanditig  him  to  tnhe  the  holy 

with  St.  Cullibert  did  cover  the 

lused  to  say  ma^,  and  lo  put  the  same 

I  lo  u  bauncr-cluth  upon  the  point  of  a 

rninjf  to  ^  and  repair  lo  a  place 

!  of  the  cily  of  Durham,  called   the 

3  the  Maid's  Bower  wont  to  be,  and 

d  abide  till  the  endof  the  bottle.  To 

I  Prior  oboyinj^,  and  taking  the  same 

m(  God's  grace  and  mercy  by  the  me- 

■tCuthbert,  did  accordingly  the  next 

B  monks  of  the  said  abbey,  repair  to 

Bs,  end  there  most  devoutly  humbling 

^emselves  in  prayer  for  the  victory  in 

1  great  multitude  of  the  Scots  run- 

mg  by  them,  with   intention  to  have 

1  hod  no  power  to  commit  any  violence 

fcersons,  so  occupied  in  prayer,  being 

Bfended  by  llie  mighty  Providence  of 

Id  by  the  mediation  of  Holy  St  Cuth- 

e  of  the  holy  relique.)    And,  after 

d  warlike  exploits  there  had  and  done 

n  and  Ihe  King  of  Scots  and 

t  said  battle  ended,  and  the  victory 

■he  great  overthrow  and  confusion  of 

;b:    And  then  the  said   Prior 

lipanicd  with  Ralph  Lord  Nevil,  tM 


John  Nevil  his  aoo,  uid  the  l^t 
other  Doblet  of  England,  ictumed 
Ihe  abbey  church,  there  joauag  ii 
thaukigiving  lo  Ood  and  boly  8L  < 
lory  achieved  that  day," 

This  battle  wa«  ■ftemida  calk 
ville's  Croo,  ftnm  the  bUowiiv  d 

"  On  the  west  aide  of  the  ci^ 
two  road*  pa«s  each  other,  a  noM  i 
goodly  cram  of  stooe-work  was  en 
the  hoDDurof  God  fortbe  victory  tl 
field  of  battle,  and  known  faj  tti 
Cross,  and  built  at  the  lole  cart 
Nevil,  ooe  of  Ihe  mart  excellent  a 
the  said  battle."  The  Relique  d 
warda  became  of  great  importance 
For  soon  after  this  battle,  aayi  the 
prior  caused  a  goodly  and  smnpl 
made,"  (which  is  then  described  at 
in  the  roidet  of  the  same  baooer 
holy  relique  and  corponx-cloth  en 
so  sumptuously  finiBbed,  aod  abeoli 
banner  was  dedicated  to  boly  St 
and  purpcee  that  for  the  future  it  i 
any  battle,  as  occaaioD  sboald  aei 
carried  and  showed  at  any  battle 
grace  of  God  Almighty,  and  the  n 
Cuthbert,  it  brooght  home  viclorjr ; 
after  the  diesolatioo  of  the  abbey,  I 
sion  of  Dean  WBiTTUwaAM,  who 
TREBINE,  being  a  French  woman,  ( 
reported  by  eye- witnesses,)  did  m 
the  same  in  her  fire,  to  the  ope 
grace  of  all  ancient  and  goodly  lel 
from  a  book  entitled,  "Durham  Ca 
before  the  DissolutioD  of  the  Monai 
from  the  old  metrical  Hiatnry,  that 
ed  banner  was  carried  by  the  Earl 
den  Field. 

Note  18,  p.  361 

"Mon'i  Jifeulikea^ 

See  the  original  of  this  speech  ii 
version  of  Edwin,  as  related  by  hia 
ing — and  the  breaking  up  of  tb 
pauied  with  an  event  so  striking 
that  1  am  tempted  to  give  it  at  len) 
"  Who,  exclaimed  the  King,  whe 
ended,  shall  firat  desecrate  the  Al 
pleeT  I,  answered  the  Chief  Prieai 
than  myself,  Ihrough  the  wisdooi  i 
hath  given  me,  lo  destroy,  lor  the 
others,  what  in  (bolishaeaa  I  worslii 
ly,  casting  sway  vain  saperBtitieu 
King  to  grant  him,  what  the  laws 
Priest,  anni  j^B^Mt  (aqoiua  c 
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fiiiiiii^iil  with  a  iwad  and  hncet  he 

Ip  itiuf  the  Mok,    Th»  crowd,  teeinff 

I'ha  Inwvfwr  halted  ool»  but. 

hapnittad  tha  ly^da,  caitng  againit 

nMk  ha  had  hdd  ia  hk  hand,  and,  azuk- 

of  the  woiahip  of  the  true 

hk  aan^anioiia  la  pull  down  the  Tarn- 

an  Ha  Mflloiuraa.    The  |daoa  to  riiown 

idob  inneriy  olobd,  not  fiir  from  York,  at 

af  the  lifer  DQrwant,.and  io  at  thio  day 

OanuMnd  Gahua,  aid  pontifox  ilia,  intpinnte 

poDuit  ae  diitrazit  aai,  fou  ipoa  ncfaFoimt 

be  iMt  expnHMB  »  a  iteaing  pioof  that  the 

Monk  of  WaumoBth  waa  ftmiliar  with  the 

aTYaiiL 

Note  10,  p^  357. 

I 

^  8mmei  Xm. 

I.  -  WidiffeT 

^^{Ika  aenrindnig  partof  thia-Sonnet,  marked  aa  a 
ia  ana  of  tibe  hufincei  of  the  obUgatkms  of 
p  the  euly  Proee  writers  acknowledged  by 
,  Jn  a  aota  at  p.  288.  The  judgment  and  skUl 
ha  hai  adqiled  to  verse  the  phraseok)g7 
IUIar»  aeiica^  chengnig  it  in  the  process,  can 
only  by  a  oooparison  with  the  original 
whkh  ohottld  ka  phi^  within  reach  of  every 
af  tfaia  vohnna,  were  it  only  for  that  parpose. 
Ih^WmyiV  toiy  ftnmt  Ayonler^libe  CkmneUqf 
A.  D.  142a— ''Hitherto  the  ccnrpse  of 
H^eUiflh  had  quietly  slept  in  his  grave  about 
and  ftrty  years  after  his  death,  till  his  body  was 
lo  bones^  and  his  bonea  almost  to  dust  For 
the  earth  in  the  chancel  of  Lutterworth,  in 
where  he  waa  ioterred,  hath  not  so 
a  digeetioa  with  the  earth  of  Aceldama,  to  con- 
flesh  in  twenty-ibur  hours.'yet  such  the  appetite 
therao(  and  all  othei  English  graves,  to  leave  small 
■at aiahma  of  a  body  after  so  many  years.  But  now  such 
the  spleen  of  the  Council  of  Constance,  as  they  not 
only  cnrsed  his  memory  as  dying  an  obstinate  heretic, 
hat  ordered  that  his  bones  (with  this  charitable  cao- 
laoo,— if  it  may  be  discerned  fhaa'the  bodies  of  other 
ftitUhl  paople)  to  be  taken  out  of  the  ground,  and 
LJIviiff  from  any  Christian  burial.  In  obedience 
itichaid  Fleming,  Bishop  of  Lincoln,  Dio- 
ff  t^tterworth,  sent  his  officers  (vultures  with  a 
^ia'il%ht  acent,  at  a  dead  carcase)  to  ungrave  him 
aeeondingly.  To  Lntterworth  they  come,  Sumner, 
CoBunlssery,  Official,  Chancellor,  Proctors,  Doctors, 
and  the  aervanta  (so  that  the  remnant  of  the  body 
wnnld  not  hold  out  a  bone  amongst  so  many  hands), 
take  what  waa  left  out  of  the  grave,  and  burnt  them 
ta  aAaii  and  east  them  into  Swift,  a  neighbouring 
kaeofct  fuming  hard  by.  Thui  ikU  brook  hat  conveyed 

Ms  aitaa  Into  Avon,  Awm  into  Severn^  Severn  into 

2Y 


the  narrow  aemB^  ihey  into  the  mmin  Oemn  ;  ami  ikm 
tke  mtka  ^  H^idUi^a  are  tht  eg^Mrm  ^kuiottrimit^ 
uiksUk  mm  ts  Haftrwed  mil  Uke  world  over.**— Fouaa. 
-.»ff1*4kweh  Htffoi^  0/ Bi^iitii.*' — Book  IV. 

Tha  ddightftil  comment  of  the  late  Charlea  Lamb 
npon  this  passage  in  Foller  will  not,  I  am  confident,  be 
regarded  by  any  one,  as  intruded  by  bemg  here  con*^ 
nected  arith  the  sonnet  containing  the  imitatkm : 

**  The  conclndmg  period  of  this  most  lively  narrative 
I  will  not  call  a  conceit:  it  is  one  of  the  gnndeet  con- 
ceptions I  ever  met  arith.  One  feels  the  ashes  of  Wiek- 
li^  gliding  away  out  of  reach  of  the  Snmnera,  C!ommis- 
saries,  Officials,  Proctors,  Doctors,  and  all  the  pudder- 
ing  root  of  ezecutionem  of  the  impotent  rage  of  the 
baffled  Council:  from  Swift  to  Avon,  from  Avon  into 
Severn,  from  Severn  into  the  narrow  aeas^  from  the 
narrow  seas  into  the  main  Ocean,  where  they  become 
the  emblem  of  his  doctrine,  **  dispersed  all  the  world 
over.**  Hamlet's  tracing  the  body  ofOesar  to  the 
clay  that  stops  a  beer-barrel,  is  a  no  less  curkws  pur- 
suit of "  mined  mortality  ;**  but  it  b  in  an  inverse  ratio 
to  this:  it  degrades  and  saddens  us,  for  one  part  of  oar 
nature  at  least;  but  this  expands  the  whole  of  our 
nature,  and  gives  to  the  body  a  sort  of  ubiquity, — a 
diffiision,  aa  fiur  as  the  actions  of  its  partner  can  have 
reach  or  influence. 

"I  have  seen  this  passage  smiled  at,  and  set  down  as 
a  quaint  conceit  of  M  FuUer.  But  what  is  not  a  con- 
ceit to  those  who  read  it  in  a  temper  difierent  from 
that  in  which  the  writer  composed  iti  The  most 
pathetic  parts  of  poetry  to  cold  tempers  seem  and  are 
nonsense,  as  divinity  was  to  the  Greeks  foolishness.. 
When  Richard  IL,  meditating  on  his  own  utter  annii- 
hilation  as  to  royalty,  cries  out, 

**  Oh  that  I  were  a  mockery  King  of  mow. 
To  melt  before  the  mm  of  BoUngtaoke,** 

if  we  have  been  going  on  pace  ibr  pace  with  the  pss^ 

sion  before,  this  sudden  conversion  of  a  strong-felt 

metaphor  into  something  to  be  actually  reahied  in 

nature,  like  that  of  Jeremiah,  "  Oh !   that  my  head 

were  waters,  and  mine  eyes  a  fountain  of  tears,'*  is 

strictly  and  strikingly  natural ;  but  come  imprepared 

upon  it,  and  it  is  a  conceit :  and  so  is  a  *  head*'  turned 

into  •  waters.*  ** 

LiLiiB*8  Pro9e  Works, H.  R.] 

Note  20,  p.  360. 

*"  One  (like  tkose  PropkeU  whom  Ood  §enl  of  old) 
Transfigured,^  d&c. 

'^M.  Latimer  very  quietly  suffered  his  keeper  to 

pull  off"  his  hose,  and  his  other  array^  which  to  look» 

imto  was  very  simple:  and  being  stripped  into  his 

shrowd,  he  seemed  as  comely  a  person  to  them  that 

were  present,  as  one  should  lightly  see :  and  whereas 

in  his  clothes  hee  appeared  a  withered  and  crooked. 

sillie  (weak)  okie  man,  he  now  stood  belt  upright  ai 
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■sht  lightly  boiK^d.  •  •  •  • 
^I'tie,  kindled  wilh  fire,  and 
■.  Ridl-y'B  feela.  To  wbom 
maEini-r,  '  Bee  of  good  coiu- 
■iny  the  mnn :  we«  Awil  this 
T  Goi's  Krace  in  Enjiand.  ss 
I  Ml."'—Fni't  Acli,  ic, 

uiward    figure  and  <Je- 

I  iibove  paesaije  in  Or.  Word*- 
raphy.  fcir  an  example  in  ao 


Ill  id  mil  A  playful  nni'/e." 

I   link  Salisbury  in   Itieir 

Byood  Bishop,  who  madp  Mr. 

ivhich  .Mr.  Hoaker  boasl- 

I  ifratilude  when  he  saw  hie 

III  the  Bifhnp'a  parting  wilii 

liTCKid  cniinwl,  and  his  )xne- 

liim  money ;  which  when 

he  sent  a  Servant  in  nil 

)  him,  and  at  Richard's  re- 

'  Richard,  I  eent  foi 

K'hich  hnth  carried  me  many 

|iMi  much  ea«c,'  and  pre 

n  walkinj^-EtafT,  with  which 

Bled  through  many  parts  of 

|Richnrd,  1  do  not  give,  but 

••  you  be  honest,  and  bring 

ir  return  tliia  wny  to  O.t. 

1  Ion  fiToals  to  bear  your 

18  ten  groau  more,  which 

Lir  mother,  and  [ell  her,  I 

Bction  with  it,  and  beg  tlie 

e.     And  if  you  bring 

Bl  give  you  ten  gruaU  more 

college  i  and  so  God  hiesa 

"e  Wallo,,',  Uff  of  Rich- 


h  be  Eairl  in  pmiae  of  I^uil, 
B  6te,  witliout  incurring  a 
'IeB<i  of  such  imputation,  1 
in  suRicienl  for  hie  vindica- 
TH  werp  the  most  excusable 
lluring  thai  lealoun  period," 
liiding  uf  thtee  parts  .if  hia 

I  the  following  posBige  of 
111'  the  Hou! 


much  «4i^ted  in  direia  puta  of  thL 
be  preserved,  and  that  willi  ■■  much 
fijrmity  as  might  be.  For  I  eridei 
publick  neglect  of  God'a  Knice  in 
of  it,  and  the  nasty  lying  of  many  p 
Ihat  service,  had  alraott  rust  a  dm 
and  tnwoni  worthip  of  Ood.  vMcA, 
the  body,  netiii  erltmal  kelpt,  and 
to  kffp  it  in  any  vigosr." 

Note  -23,  p.  3«i. 

"A  gtnial  ktartk, 

And  a  r^jtntd  nttieity. 
To  the  neat  Mantjon." 
Atnotifi  the  beoifit*  arising,  aa  Al 
well  observed,  from  ■  Church  BMabl 
ments  corresponding  wilJi  the  weili 
to  whirh  il  belong,  rnay  be  reckon 
irnjiortanl,  the  examples  of  civilit 
which  the  Clergy,  statiunod  at  inlen 
whole  people.  The  established  Clei 
of  England  ha  re  long  been,  as  tfa«y  i 
principal  bulwark  against  faarlsria 
which  unites  the  sequcelered  Pnai 
tellectual  advancement  of  the  n^. 
the  dignity  of  the  subject  <o  doaerte 
af  acting  upon  rural  Residence!  ai 
fnrnishe*  models  which  Country  Ge 
more  ot  liberty  to  tbilow  the  cap 
might  profit  by.  The  preclncta  of 
musl  be  trented  by  EcclesiasticB  « 
ftfiin  prudence  and  necewity.  I  r^me 
pleased,  some  years  ago,  at  Row 
Seat  of  the  See  of  Carlisle,  with  a 
and  Architecture,  which,  if  the  plac* 
a  weallhy  Layman,  would  no  doaM 
awBy.  A  Paraonage-houBo  general! 
from  the  Church  ;  this  proximity  in 
and  sometimes  suggeata  ai 
of  the  accommodations  and  elegancie 
outward  signs  of  piety  and  mortality. 
I  recall  tn  mind  a  happy  inatanee  of  I 
dence  of  on  old  and  moch  valued  F 
iihire.  The  house  and  Church  stand 
:her,  at  a  anrnll  distnnce;  a  circulaj 
grass-plot,  spmds  between  them ;  a 
(roHi  each  side  of  the  Dwelling 
hiding,  the  Church.  From  the  front  i 
port  of  the  Burial-ground  is  seen ; 
by  the  side  of  the  Shrubs  towards  the 
the  Church,  the  eye  catches  a  single,  i 
mental  hendstone,  moss-grown,  sinking 
inclining  towards,  the  earth.  Ad' 
Church-yard,  populous  and  gay  with  \ 
opens  upon  the  view.  7*hia  h^ 
Parsonfige  called  forth  a 
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ADDITIONAL  NOTES. 


Page  164. 

•*y«D  TVew." 

Rudcin  in  his  chapter  on  *«  ImagiDation  Con- 
ive**  refers  to— ''the  real  and  high  action  of  the 
atioo  in  Wordsworth's  Yew  Trees**  (perhaps  the 
goitms  and  solenm  bit  of  Ibrest  landscape  ever 

):- 

**Each  particular  trunk  a  growth 
Of  intertwisted  fibres  serpentine, 
Up  coiling  and  inveterately  convolved, 
Nor  uninformed  with  phantasy*  and  looks 
That  threaten  the  profane.*' 

iloog  to  <|oote,  bot  the  reader  should  refer  to  it: 
I  Bote,  especially  if  painter,  that  pure  touch  of 
**  by  aheddings  ftooi  the  pining  umbrage  tinged." 
in  Pmmien;*  VoL  II.,  p.  189.   Part  III.,  Sect  ii, 

V. 

ridge  in  quoting  this  poem,  in  his '  Bu^aphim 
M*  sobstitoted  the  word  *fwaV  for  ^filling 
«,*  and  his  daughter  remarks,  **  I  have  left  my 
BHfastitiitioii,  as  a  curious  instance  of  a  possible 
t  readily.  'Piny  shade'  and  piny  *  verdure' 
1  of  in  the  poets,  but '  pinal'  I  believe  is  new. 
',  which  has  quite  a  different  sense,  is  doubtless 
ter ;  but,  perhaps  my  father's  ear  shrunk  from  it 
e  word  *  Mheddings*  at  the  beginning  of  the  line. 
-(Sara  Colbsidge.)  *'  Biographia  IMeraria^^' 
,  p.  177,  Note :  Chap.  ix.  —  H.  R.] 

Page  167. 

^Th€  Horn  of  Egremont  Coitle,'' 

story  is  a  Cumberland  tradition.  I  have  heard 
related  of  the  Hall  of  Hutton  John,  an  ancient 
ce  of  the  Huddlestons,  in  a  sequestered  valley 
e  river  Dacor. 

Page  186. 

iong  at  the  Feast  of  Brougham  Castle,^ 

le  transitions  and  vicissitudes  in  this  noble  Ijrric, 
•Iwiays  thought,  rendered  it  ooe  of  the  finest 
MiB  of  modern  subjective  poetry  which  our  age 
n.  The  ode  commences  in  a  tone  of  high  gratu- 
ind  festivity  ^  a  tone  not  only  glad,  but,  com- 
ely^ even  jocund  and  light-hearted.  The  Clif- 
restored  to  the  home,  the  honours,  and  estates 
ncestors.  Then  it  sinks  and  falls  away  to  the  re- 
ince  of  tribulation — ^times  of  war  and  bloodshed, 
id  terror,  and  hiding  away  from  the  enemy— times 
rty  and  distress,  when  the  ClitTord  was  brought, 
child  to  the  shelter  of  the  northern  valley. 


After  a  while  it  emerges  from  those  depths  of  sorrow— 
gradually  rises  into  a  strain  of  elevated  tranquillity  and 
contemplative  rapture!  Through  the  power  of  the 
imagini^ion,  the  beautiful  and  impressive  aspects  of 
nature  are  brought  into  relationship  with  the  spirit  of 
him,  whose  fortunes  and  character  form  the  subject  of 
the  piece,  and  are  represented  as  gladdening  and  ex- 
alting it,  whilst  they  keep  it  pure  and  unspotted  from 
the  world.  Suddenly  the  Poet  is  carried  on  with 
greater  animation  and  passion;  —  he  has  returned  to 
the  point  whence  he  started  —  flung  himself  back  into 
the  tide  of  stirring  life  and  moving  events.  All  is  to 
come  over  again,  'struggle  and  conflict,  chances  and 
changes  of  war,  victory  and  triumph,  overthrow  and 
desolation.  I  know  nothing,  in  lyric  poetry,  more 
beautiful  or  afl!ecting  than  the  final  transition  from  tliis 
part  of  the  ode,  with  its  rapid  metre,  to  the  slow  elegiac 
stanzas  at  the  end ;  when,  ftom  the  warlike  fervour 
and  eagerness,  the  jubilant  menacing  strain  which  has 
just  been  described,  the  Poet  passes  back  mto  the  sub- 
lime silence  of  Nature  gathering  amid  her  deep  and 
quiet  bosom  a  more  subdued  and  solemn  tenderness  than 
he  had  manifested  before ; — it  is  as  if  from  the  heights 
of  the  imaginative  intellect,  his  spirit  had  retreated 
into  the  recesses  of  a  profoundly  thoughtful  christian 
heart  —  S.  C."  (Sara  C^leridob.)  Biographia  Lite- 
raria  of  S,  T.  Coleridge,  Vol.  II.,  p.  152,  Note :  Edit. 
1847 H.  R.] 

Page  215. 

"  Mild  content" 

«*  Something  less  than  joy,  but  more  than  dull  content" 

CoVIfTSSS  OF  WlNCHBLSBA. 

Page  221. 
**The  world  is  too  much  with  us;  late  and  soon." 

[See  Dr.  Arnold's  comment  on  this  sonnet  as  quoted 
by  him:  ** Miscellaneous  Works  of  Thomas  Arnold, 
D.  D.,"  p.  311 :  and  also  that  of  Mr.  Henry  Taylor,  in 
the  Quarterly  Review,  Vol.  LXIX.,  p.  25.,  No.  137, 
now  reprinted  in  Mr.  Taylor's  *•  7Vo/c«  from  Books^^ 
H.  R.] 

Page  229. 

"  Strange  visitation ,''''  cj-c. 

This  Sonnet,  as  Poetry,  explains  itself,  yet  the  scene 
of  the  incident  having  been  a  wild  wood,  it  may  be 
doubted,  as  a  point  of  natural  history,  whether  the  bird 
was  aware  that  his  attentions  were  bestowed  upon  a 
human,  or  even  a  living  creature.  But  a  Redbreast 
will  perch  upon  the  foot  of  a  gardener  at  work,  and 
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^|»de  when  his  hand  is  half 
n  And  under  mj  own  roof  I 
I  of  ttw  ereelure'a 
ick  penoOB,  »h  de- 
li p&ge  127.    One 
i   u*ed  frequently 
I  which  a  picture  hid  haag, 
pipe  hia  song  in 
□  bad  long  been  confined 
Ls  to  a  particular  person, 
e  reckoned 
n  a  passing'  awaj. 


8  (Noa.  XXIL  to 
I  his  "Two 

I  Windermere  Railway" — 
Foet."  (LodJoo.)  and  atler- 
let.  in  1845.    The  following 

II  letter : 
|t'lio  think  with  me 

ting  on  behalf  of: 

it  competent  to  judge  of 

b  and  that  I  havH  been  en- 

and  intellectual 

Jagninel  an  enmity  which 

lire  formidable  every  day ; 

a  mask  tor  cupidity 

I  &Iy  busineaa  with  this  evil 

1  by  Railways  —  nonr 

in  good  aulhoriLy,  1  have 

lly  an  inienlion  of  driving 

likely  too  oDen  to  prove. 

Inificcnt  ruing  of  Futness 

IS  prevented  by 

n  might  be  made;  and 
upon  the  engineer. 


ra&d  that  runi  along  it*  euUm  marjpii  htd  hnd 
sinicted. 

QuiQIo  ptcsisniiu  a 
Nimien  aqm  tihdi  ai  nwrpn*  clsodcnl  nim 
Herbs 

As  it  once  was.  and  (hng«d  with  wood. 
breBBtwork  of  bare  wall  that  now  coofii 

baa  the  beauty,  and  itill  moK  ibi  A 
limity  of  many  Passes  in  the  A!p« 
affected." 

Afler  citing  the  sonnet  niitilliil  "  Ifi imbiiri, ' 
duett  and  Reilaat/t,"  written  aome  yean 
coattined  in  the  "  Poems  Suggested  during . 
1633,"  to  show  that  he  was  "far  fnat  undemlufl 
benefit  to  be  expected  from  railways  in  Ilieir  1i 
3  writer  concluded  as  fDllows: 

■>  I  have  DOW  done  with  the  eabjecL    Titt  Vati 
life  at  which  1  have  arrived  may,  I  mutifi 
else  will,  guard  me  from  tha  impatatioo  el  kit 
written  from  any  selfish  interest,  or  fitifn  fear  tf 
turbanee  which  a  railway  might  cause  lo  m^lf 
gratitude  for  what  repose  and  quiet  in  a  diKnct 
for  the  moat  part,  not  disfigured  but  beauti&ed  ij 
bands,  have  done  for  me  Ihroogh  the  coatM  of  i 
life,  and   hope  that  others  might  be 
eeme  manner  and  in  tha  tuae  country,  b«  mII 
then,  indeed,  but  not  otherwise.  I  plead  guiU; 
charge.      Nor   have   I   opposed    this   DDdertakuf 
account  of  the  inhabilanta  of  tbe  diatiict  mtrnt/. 
as   hath   been  intimated,  tor  tbe  sake  of  eraty  flfe] 
however  humble  hia  conditiOD,  wbo  coming  httbvi 
bring  with  him  an  eye  to  perceive,  end  a  bean  IdMi 
bily  to  enjoy.     And  as  Ibr  holiday  pastina,  iff 
to  be  choaen   suitable  tn  them,  lot  ftfOiu 
throaging  from  a  distance,  it  hmj  be  KkumI  eimi 
at  less  cost  of  every  kiitd.     But,  in  &ct,  we  ban  M 
much  hurrying  about  in  these  islasda;  rnucb  Ibr  iii 
pleasure,  and  moie  from  over-activity  in  tbe  pnsul  l( 
wealth,  without  reganJ  to  the  good  or  happiaM  tf 
others."  —  H.  R-J 

Phge  239. 

The  following  ii  extracted  from  the  jouroal  «( aj 

fellow-traveller,  lo  which,  as  persons  acqininUd  rth 

my  poems  will  know,  I  have  been  obliged  on  oik* 

"  Dumfries,  Aogoit,  1901 
H  On  otit  way  to  the  chitrch-yanl  where  BrRs  ■ 
buried,  we  were  accotnpanied  by  a  bookatOar,  «ta 
showed  us  the  oatside  of  Burna'a  hoase,  where  h<  U 
lived  tbe  last  three  yean  of  hit  life,  and  where  be  died. 
It  bos  a  mean  appearance,  and  is  in  a  bye  sJtDttioa ;  tbt 
front  whitewaded;  dirty  about  the  doon,  as  oat 
Scotch  houses  are;  flowering  plants 
Went  to  visit  hia  grave ;  he  lies  in  a  comer  of  Uie 
church-yard,  and  bis  second  soo,  Francia  Wallace,  b» 
side  him.  There  0  no  atone  lo  mark  the  apoi;  but  a 
hundred  guineaa  bare  been  collected  to  be  fxpeodsd 
opca  some  sort  of  ntoom^    'Tbere.'  Mid  tbe  bosh- 
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ing  to  a  pompoiw  moaameDt,  *  lies  Mr. here  and  elsewhere  quoted,  was  the  poef  s  sister,  whose 

rgottea  the  name) — a  remarkahly  clever  genius  and  inflaeoce  upon  his  character  have  been 
vas  an  attorney,  and  scarcely  ever  lost  a  partly  made  known  by  the  Tintem  Abbey  Lines,  and 
indertook.  Barns  made  many  a  lampoon  [  now  will  become  more  so  by  his  beautiful  tributes  of 
ind  there  they  rest  as  you  see.*  We  looked  gratitude  to  her  in  **  The  Prelude!^  particularly  in 
pnave  with  melancholy  and  painful  reflections,  I  Book  XL,  and  in  the  fine  passage  in  Book  XIV., 


0  each  other  his  own  poet's  epitaph :  — 
b  there  a  man,*  &c. 


lurch-yard  is  full  of  grave-stones  and  ex- 
onments^  in  all  sorts  of  fantastic  shapes — 


beginning : 

^  Child  of  my  parents !  Sister  of  my  soul  !** 

Wordsworth's  opinion  of  the  character  of  Bums,  and 
of  the  proper  mode  of  treating  it  in  biography,  has  been 
e,  pillar-wise,  &«.  When  oar  guide  had  left  given  also  in  prose,  in  his  **  Letter  to  a  Friend  of  Robert 
led  again  to  Bums's  grave,  and  afterwards  Bums,"  (James  Gray,  Esq.,  Edinburgh,)  published  in 
I  house,  wishing  to  inquire  after  Mrs.  Bums,  pamphlet  in  1816.  — H.  R.] 
rone  to  spend  some  time  by  the  sea-shore 

Page  253. 

*^  Jones!  as  from  Calais  soiUhward^ 

(See  Dedication  to  **  Descriptive  Sketches,"  p.  20.) 

This  excellent  Person,  one  of  my  earliest  and  dearest 
firiends,  died  in  the  year  1835.  We  were  under-gra- 
duates  together  of  the  same  year,  at  the  same  college; 
and  companions  in  many  a  delightful  ramble  through 
his  own  romantic  C^ntry  of  North  Wales.  Much  of 
the  latter  part  of  his  life  he  passed  in  comparative 
solitude ;  which  I  know  was  often  cheered  by  remem- 
brance of  our  youthful  adventures,  and  of  the  beautiful 
regions  which  at  home  and  abroad,  we  had  visited  to- 
gether.   Our  long  friendship  was  never  subject  to  a 

.       ,  ,  moment's  intermption,  —  and,  while    revising    these 

WHS.  and  hi.  -noving  about  on  that  unpoetic   ^^,^^^  ^  ^  ^^  ^^^^ ,  ,^^^  been  «.  often  reminded 

n  our  road  to  Brownh.ll,  the  next  «age,  we  ^        ,^  ^j^^  ^  ^  unpleasing  sadness  that  I  truat 

sland,  at  a  little  distance  on  our  right — nis     .     «    j         n  .u  •      -^     ••  «    r-  iu-« 

^^  ^    .    ,    , . J     f  , ,  ^ j  the  Reader  will  excuse  this  passing  mention  of  a  Man 

who  well  deserves  from  me  something  more  than  so 
brief  a  notice.  Let  me  only  add,  that  during  the 
middle  part  of  his  life  he  resided  many  years  (as  In- 
cumbent of  the  Living)  at  a  Parsonage  in  Oxfordshire, 
which  is  the  subject  of  the  3dd  of  the  **  Miscellaneous 
Sonnets,"  Part  II.,  p.  22a 


lildren.  We  spoke  to  the  maid-servant  at 
vho  invited  us  forward,  and  we  sate  down 
lour.  The  walls  were  coloured  with  a  blue 
Doe  side  of  the  fire  was  a  mahogany  desk ; 
3  window  a  clock,  which  Bums  mentions,  in 
letters,  having  received  as  a  present  The 
cleanly  and  neat  in  the  inside,  the  stairs  of 
ed  while,  the  kitclien  on  the  right  side  of 
s,  the  parlour  on  the  left.    In  the  room  above 

the  poet  died,  and  his  son,  very  lately,  in  the 
.    The  servant  told  us  she  had  lived  four 

Mr&  Bums,  who  was  now  in  great  sorrow 
Lth  of  Wallace.  She  said  that  Mrs.  B.'s 
Ml  was  new  at  Christ's  Hospital.  We  were 
ve  Dumfries,  where  we  could  think  of  little 


Our  pleasure  in  looking  round  would  have 
jeater,  if  the  road  had  led  us  nearer  the  spot 

•  •  •  ♦  • 

ot  take  leave  of  this  country  which  we  passed 
»-day,  without  mentioning  that  we  saw  the 
id  mountains  within  half-a-mile  of  Ellisland, 
use,  the  last  view  we  had  of  them.  Drayton 
IT  described  the  connexion  which  this  neigh- 
as  with  ours,  when  he  makes  Skiddaw  say, — 


*  Scruffel,  from  the  sky 
indale  doth  crown,  with  a  most  amorous  eye 
5  every  day,  or  at  my  pride  looks  grim, 
ening  me  with  clouds,  as  I  oft  threaten  him.' 


lines  came  to  my  brother*s  memory,  as  well 
nberhind  saying, — 

*  If  Skiddaw  hath  a  cap, 
Scmfiel  wots  well  of  that' 

liked  of  Burns,  and  of  the  prospect  he  must 


Page  257.    Sonnet  xxvit 

"  Danger  which  they  fear,  and  honour  which  they 
understand  not.*^ 

Words  in  Lord  Brooke's  Life  of  Sir  P.  Sidney. 


Page  259. 

"TVflct  occasioned  by  the  Convention  of  Cintra.^ 

[Of  this  prose  work,  Southey  writing  to  William 
Taylor,  of  Norwich,  says  with  a  confident  anticipation 
which  was  realized : 
"Wordsworth's  pamphlet  upon  the  cursed  Cintra 
perhaps  from  his  own  door,  of  Skiddaw  and    Convention  will  be  in  that  strain  of  political  morality 
nions;  indulging  ourselves  in  the  fancy  that   to  which  Hutchinson,  and  Milton,  and  Sidney  could 
have  been  personally  known  to  each  other,   have  set  their  hands."    "  Keswick,  December  6, 1808." 
ve  looked  upon  those  objects  with  more  plea-   Life  of  Taylor,  Vol.  II.  p.  232. 
irsakes."  |     The  title  "pamphlet,"  it  may  be  added,  does  not 

ellow-traveller,  whose  admirable  Journal   is  adequately    name    this    philosophical    and    eloquent 
.  33* 
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If  pranbjftCoantHtlda  TbeCuuIdo- 
m,  ban  wfnti  wida  u  ■  bfaodi  rf  Beno- 
1  my  ihoraAra  be  c]«w»d  tmoag  ths  j'ew- 
ka  monutie  arian.  Hw  «eiatr  eompn- 
jfdM^  mtaki  and  hanniu;  ^mhnlawd  bf 
two  doTM  drinkiiig  out  of  tbe  mum  cup. 
lerj  in  wbich  dw  monks  here  rendek  ii 
litiiited,  bat  ■  Urga  niiKttnctivfl  edifice, 
1  fcebxy,  Hm  hatnitage  ii  (diced  in  n 
'fldH-f^inortheSnaL  h  onaprAendi 
nd  SO  dtMinet  mideneei^  eeeb  inelnding 
»  b«Bit  nn  indaMd  pieee  oTgraaad  and 
■■II  aputaieala.  Then  ara  daja  of  in- 
wn  the  bank  mmj  quit  hia  cell,  and  wbes 
mil  hm  deaeenda  ftun  tba  maanlaia  and 
rie  amnnf  tha  BOBk& 
iniaa  had,  in  tiia  r«r  1831,  fcUen  in  niA 
le  ao^ect  ordMN  Mo  eonneta,  «4io  ahowad 
la  amcaif  Aa  iMniitta.  It  ii  ftom  bin  that 
tba  filbiwtaf  iKitknlaN.  Ha  ma  then 
in  of  afa,  bat  bia  appeuanca  wsa  tbat  of 
Ilk    He  bad  bsea  a  paiotai  hf 


-WSft  mm  k*i  Off  lie  pmr  Iff  Monkir 

b  jiHCiic  to  tba  BBnediotinea  of  Camtldoli,  bj  wboo 
attingofi  ara  ao  hoapitaUj  entertaiDed,  I  feel  obliged  to 
DOlica,  that  I  aaw  among  them  no  olber  figurac  at  all 
raaemblingi  in  aiae  and  complexiaa,  the  two  Hooka  de- 
Bcribed  in  thia  SonneL  Wbat  waa  tbair  cffice,  or  tbe 
niotiva  wbicb  hrangbt  tbem  to  tbia  placa  of  imrtilica- 
tko,  which  Mmj  could  not  have  appraachad  witlwat 
being  catiied  in  tbia  or  aoma  atbor  waj,  a  feeling  of 
dalieacj  prevented  me'floai  bquiriiv-  An  accouM 
baa  befira  been  gireB  of  the  bermitage  tbej  waia  about 
to  enter.  It  waa  *iailsit  hj  oa  toward  tha  end  of  tbe 
month  of  iSxj ;  jet  snow  waa  Ijring  thich  Doder  the 
pine-tree^  within  a  few  jards  of  tbe  gat& 


psat  Sansie  (TUriiaio  aa  to  the  archai^l. 
Bir  liiand  tbat  ha  bad  bean  IS  j«an  in  tbe 
td  bad  navar  known  melancbolj  or  ennoL 
nee«  fer  ttaij  and  ptafer,  there  was  a 
tion  cf  booka.  "I  read  only,"  MJd  be, 
MticiMD  and  mjratical  tiieolcigy.'*  On  being 
mea  of  tbe  moat  fbmous  mjattc^  be  eoame- 
■elli,  Smn  Oiotmnai  ieUa  Croee,  Si.  Diony 
Mpagite  ((uppoeing  the  worb  which  beara 
lie  really  his),  and  with  peculiar  emphoaia 
fan  VUlori.  Tbe  works  of  Saint  Thema 
igh  repute  ainong  ascetic*.  These  namea 
some  of  my  reader*. 

that  Rafiiello  wib  then  living  in  the  con- 
end  sought  in  vain  to  renew  hia  acqiiaint- 
ioL  It  waa  probably  a  day  of  seclusion. 
fill  perceive  that  these  aonneta  were  aup- 
'ritten  when  be  wis  a  young  man. 


"At 

Tba  naaaa  of  Hilton  ta  ptaaainglj  eoaneeted  witn 
TalloanhtoM  in  many  waya.  Tba  pride  with  wbicb  tha 
I  Hook,  withpnt  any  previous  qacslioD  fhm  me,  poiniad 
out  liis  reodanet^  I  ihall  not  readiljr  SaggtL  It  may  be 
proper  here  to  defend  tbe  Poet  flon  a  charge  which 
Imb  been  brooght  against  faim,  in  respect  to  the  psaMga 
in  "  Paradiae  Lost,"  where  ibii  piece  ia  mentieMd.  It 
is  eaid,  tbat  be  baa  erred  in  qiaafcing  of  the  treee  then 
being  deddooM^  wharsas  tb^  are.  in  feet,  pinea.  Tba 
fenltfinden  ara  tbemeriTaa  miaufceo;  tbe  iMtaral 
woods  4^  tbe  region  of  TaUombtOM  are  decidiMua,  and 
spread  to  a  great  extent;  those  near  the  convent  are, 
indeed,  mostly  pinea;  but  they  are  avenue*  or  trees 
planted  within  a  few  ateps  of  each  other,  and  thus  com> 
posing  large  tniets  of  wood ;  plots  of  which  are  pe- 
riodicBlly  cut  down.  The  appearance  of  those  narrow 
ivenuef^  upon  steep  stopea  ^len  to  ihe  sky,  on  account 
of  the  height  which  the  trees  attain  by  being  forotd  to 
jmii  upwards,  is  often  very  impressive.  My  guide,  a 
My  of  about  fourteen  yeera  old,  pointy  this  ontto  me 
.a  several  places 
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SUPPLEMENTAEY  NOTE. 


n  "  TV  Rflalioni  of 

UFortvgal"  (referred  lo  »t 
l  377  and  3«90  has  become 

I  here  Lhe  two  following 
|imt  of  the  valuable  truths 

I   having  an   especial 

Intions  needed  by  military 
"  Wordsworth  Fpeaks  of, — 
I  courage  •  •  •  that 
r  found  without  one  or 
iiiinenta,  talents,  gBHios,  or 
I'd  by  experience,  without 
the  rapid  inaighl  of 
c  litncss  of  an  act  may  be 
which  will  supply  higher 
n  furnish  for  encountering 

II  BUggeat  better  resourcea 
ling  thcni.     Thus,  through 

iliiy  of  intellectunl  coomge 

I  degree,  though  the  moral 

a  in  those  personages 

111   history,  conquerors   anil 

a  CassarH  and  Cromwetle; 

e  perverted,  remorBelesa 

nea,  and  Borgina,  whom 

y.'][\  bad  men,"     But  though 

i.'ilher  preclude  nor  destroy 

circumstances  will  give  It 

I  hnrdiliood  of  decision,  it  la 

UP,  that  to  t»n$ammate 

il  10  render  it  equal  lo  all 

is  not  acling  for  hira- 

in  his  reeolution  from 

bility  to  a  auperior),  princi- 

mean  that  fixed  and 

|)lies  the  absence  of  all  selfiBh 

or  fear,  and  the  inward 

r  and  more  dreaded  than 

its  own  act.     The  ei- 

X  but  elevBlc  the  most 

liidity  to  the  quickest  glance, 

mpio  comprehenaioD ;  but 

linary  powers  must,  in  the 

wanting.     Neither  with- 

lling  powers  be  trust- worthy, 

id  confident  repceo  in 

t,  genius,  nnd  principle 


are  united,  will  have  a  firm  mind.  Id 
bnrTwaineDta  be  may  be  pUc«d ;  will  h 
the  most  undefined  shapes  of  difficulty  < 
posaible  mistake  or  niischaDee ;  ttta  will 
him  more  tbnnidable  than  they  really 
attention  Is  not  distracted  —  he  has  ba 
and  that  Is  with  the  object  before  hii 
general  conduct  nor  in  particular  emer] 
plans  mibservienl  to  conNdereliona  of : 
or  title :  these  are  not  to  have  precedence 
to  govern  his  actions,  but  to  follow  io  1 
duly.  Such  men  in  ancieat  times, 
Epaminondu,  and  Pliilopcsmen ;  and  i 
Sir  Philip  Sidney,  of  whom  it  has  bet 
firat  taught  his  country  the  majeity  of  > 
With  these  may'be  named  the  honour  i 
Washington,  the  deliverer  of  the  Ameri 
with  these,  though  in  many  things  unlik 
whom  we  have  lately  lost  Lord  Pel 
fought  In  Spain  a  hundred  years  ago,  bi 
cellence  with  a  sense  of  exalted  honouF 
enthusiasm,  well  suited  to  lh< 
cene  of  his  exploits,"  —  Page 


"  •  •  •  Our  duty  Is — our  aim  o 
employ  the  true  means  of  liberty  and™ 
of  liberty  and  virtue.  In  such  policy,  th 
stood,  there  is  fitness  and  concord  and  rat 
tion ;  it  deserves  a  higher  name — orgai 
and  grandeur.  Contrast,  in  a  single  in 
processes;  and  the  qualifications  whic 
The  minietera  of  that  period  found  it 
hire  a  band  of  Hessians,  and  to  sent 
Atlantic,  that  they  might  aeaist  in 
AmericanB  (according  to  the  phrase  th( 
reaion.  The  force  with  which  thea 
attack  was  gross — tangible — and  migb 
but  the  spirit  of  resistance,  which  their 
create,  was  subtle  —  ethereal  —  mighty 
lablc.  Accordingly,  ftpm  the  mome 
foreigners  landed  —  men  who  had  no  ii 
nem  in  the  quarrel,  but  what  the  wagei 
bound  them  to,  and  he  imposed  upoi 
alavei ;  —  nay,  from  the  first  rumour  a 
tion,  the  success  of  the  British  was  (u 
affirmed  by  judicious  Americans)  impo 
139-10.  — H.R,1 
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POEMS  OF  SENTIMENT  AND  REFLECTION. 


OSTULATION  AND  REPLY. 

^illiam*  oo  that  old  gray  stone, 
be  length  of  half  a  day, 
Jam,  sit  you  thus  alone, 
I  your  thno  away? 

your  hooks? — that  light  bequeathed 
else  forlorn  and  blind! 
nd  drink  the  spirit  breathed 
men  to  their  kind. 

!ound  on  your  mother  Earth, 
for  no  purpose  bore  you ; 
nrere  her  first-born  birth, 
had  lived  before  you!" 

ng  thus,  by  Eathwaite  lake, 
was  sweet,  I  knew  not  why, 
good  friend  Matthew  spake, 
[  made  reply: 

—  it  cannot  choose  but  see; 
i  bid  the  ear  be  still; 
feel,  where'er  they  be, 
*  with  our  will. 

deem  that  there  are  Powers 
themselves  our  minds  impress; 
in  feed  this  mind  of  ours 
passiveness. 

,  'mid  all  this  mighty  sum 
for  ever  speaking:, 
ng  of  itself  will  come, 
ist  still  be  seeking? 

\k  not  wherefore,  here,  alone, 
as  I  may, 

this  old  gray  stone, 
I  my  time  away." 


THE  TABLES  TURNED; 

«NG  SCENE  ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

ly  Friend,  and  quit  your  books ; 

rou  '11  grow  double : 

ly  Friend,  and  clear  your  looks ; 

Ilia  toil  and  trouble? 
2Z 


The  sun,  above  the  mountain's  head, 

A  freshening  kistre  mellow 

Through  all  the  long  green  fields  has  spread, 

His  first  sweet  evening  yellow. 

Books!  'tis  a  dull  and  endless  strife: 
Come,  hear  the  woodland  Linnet, 
How  sweet  his  music !  on  my  life, 
There 's  more  of  wisdom  in  it 

And  hark !  how  blithe  the  Throstle  sings! 
He,  too,  is  no  mean  preacher: 
Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things, 
Let  Nature  be  your  teacher. 

She  has  a  world  of  ready  wealth, 
Our  minds  and  hearts  to  bless  — 
Spontaneous  wisdom  breathed  by  health. 
Truth  breathed  by  cheerfulness. 

One  impulse  from  a  vernal  wood 
May  teach  you  more  of  man. 
Of  moral  evil  and  of  good. 
Than  all  the  sages  can. 

Sweet  is  the  lore  which  Nature  brings ; 
Our  meddling  intellect 
Mis-shapes  the  beauteous  forms  of  things: 
—  We  murder  to  dissect 

Enough  of  Science  and  of  Art ; 
Close  up  these  barren  leaves; 
Come  forth,  and  bring  with  you  a  heart 
That  watches  and  receives. 


WRITTEN  IN  GERMANY, 

ON  ONE  OP  THE  COLDEST  DAYS  OP  THE  CENTURY 

The  Reader  must  be  apprised,  that  the  Stoves  in  North-Get 
many  generally  have  the  imprenioD  of  a  gaUo{Mng  Horse  upon 
them,  this  being  part  of  the  Brunswick  Arm& 

A  PLAGUE  on  your  languages,  German  and  Norse  ! 
Let  me  have  the  song  of  the  Kettle ; 
And  the  tongs  and  the  poker,  instead  of  that  Horse 
That  gallops  away  with  such  fury  and  force 
On  his  dreary  dull  plate  of  black  metal. 
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See  that  Fly, — a  disconsolate  creature !  perhaps 
A  child  of  the  field  or  the  grove; 
And,  sorrow  for  him !  the  dull  treacherous  heat 
Has  seduced  the  poor  fool  from  his  winter  retreat, 
And  he  creeps  to  the  edge  of  my  stove. 

Alas !  how  he  fumbles  about  the  domains 
Which  this  comfortless  oven  environ ! 
He  cannot  find  out  in  what  track  he  must  crawl. 
Now  back  to  the  tiles,  then  in  search  of  the  wall. 
And  now  on  the  brink  of  the  iron. 

Stock-still  there  he  stands  like  a  traveller  bemazed : 

The  best  of  his  skill  he  lias  tried ; 

His  feelers,  methinks,  I  can  see  him  put  forth 

To  the  East  and  the  West,  to  the  South  and  the  North ; 

But  he  finds  neither  Guide-post  nor  Guide. 

How  his  spindles  sink  under  him,  foot,  leg,  and  thigh ! 
His  eyesight  and  bearing  are  lost; 
Between  life  and  death  his  blood  fireezes  and  thaws ; 
And  his  two  pretty  pinions  of  blue  dusky  gauze 
Are  glued  to  his  sides  by  the  frost 

No  Brother,  no  Mate  has  he  near  him  —  while  I 
Can  draw  warmth  from  the  cheek  of  my  Love ; 
As  blest  and  as  glad,  in  this  desolate  gloom. 
As  if  green  summer  grass  were  the  floor  of  my  room. 
And  woodbines  were  hanging  above. 

■ 

Yet,  God  is  my  witness,  thou  small  helpless  Thing ! 
Thy  life  I  would  gladly  sustain 
Till  summer  comes  up  from  the  South,  and  with  crowds 
Of  thy  brethren  a  march  thou  shouldst  sound  through 

the  clouds, 
And  back  to  the  forests  again  I 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

Lo!  where  the  moon  along  the  sky 
Sails  with  her  happy  destiny; 
Oft  is  she  hki  from  mortal  eye 

Or  dimly  seen. 
But  when  the  clouds  asunder  fly 

How  bright  her  mien! 

Far  diflTcrent  we — a  froward  race. 
Thousands  though  rich  in  Fortune*s  grace 
With  cherished  sullenness  of  pace 

Their  way  pursue, 
Ingrates  who  wear  a  smileless  fiice 

The  whole  year  through. 

If  kindred  humours  e*er  would  make 
My  spirit  droop  for  drooping*s  sake. 
From  Fancy  following  in  thy  wake. 

Bright  ship  of  heaven ! 
A  counter  impulse  let  roe  take 

And  be  forgiven. 


UPON  SEEING  A  COU>UREI>  DRAWING  OP  THE  HI 
PARADISE  IN  AN  AUKJaL 

Wbo  radily  strove  thy  image  Id  portnyl 

Thou  buoyant  minkm  of  the  tropic  air; 

How  could  he  think  of  the  live  creatore— gay 

With  a  divinity  of  colours,  drest 

In  all  her  brightness,  from  the  danftmg  crest 

For  as  the  last  gleam  of  the  filmy  train 

Extended  and  extending  to  sostain 

The  motions  that  it  graces — and  forbear 

To  drop  his  pencil !    Flowers  of  every  dine 

Depicted  on  these  pages  smile  at  time ; 

And  gorgeous  insects  copied  with  nice  care 

Are  here,  and  likenesses  of  many  a  shell 

Tossed  ashore  by  restless  waves,  ^ 

Or  in  the  diver's  grasp  fetched  up  from  caves 

Where  sea-nymphs  might  be  proud  to  dwell: 

But  whose  rash  hand  (again  I  ask)  ooold  dare^ 

'Mid  casual  tokens  and  promiscuous  8ho«% 

To  circumscribe  this  shape  in  fixed  repose; 

Could  imitate  for  indolent  survey. 

Perhaps  for  t^uch  profiine. 

Plumes  that  might  catch,  but  cannot  keep,  a  stois; 

And,  with  cloud-streaks  ligfateet  and  loftiest,  ikua 

The  sun's  first  greeting,  his  last  frrewell  ny! 

Resplendent  Wanderer !  followed  with  glad  9fm 
Where'er  her  course ;  mysterious  bird ! 
To  whom  by  wondering  &ncy  stirred, 
E>Lstern  Islanders  have  given 
A  holy  name  —  the  Bird  <^  Heaven ! 
And  even  a  title  higher  still,  ^ 

The  Bird  of  God !  whose  blessed  will 
She  seems  performing  as  she 
Over  the  earth  and  through  the 
In  never-wearied  search  of  Paradise  — 
Region  that  crowns  her  beauty  with  the  name 
She  bears  for  ui — for  us  how  blest. 
How  happy  at  all  seasons,  could  like  aim 
Uphold  our  spirits  urged  to  kindred  flight 
On  wings  that  fear  no  glance  of  God's  pure  m^ 
No  tempest  from  his  breath,  their  promisad 
Seeking  with  inde&tigable  quest 
Above  a  world  that  deems  itself  nxMt  wise 
When  most  enslaved  by  gross  realitiea! 


CHARACTER  OF  THE  HAPPY  WARRID 

Who  is  the  happy  Warrbri     Who  is  hef 
That  every  Man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be? 

It  is  the  generous  Spirit,  who,  when  brasfte 

Among  the  tasks  of  real  life,  hath  wrought 
Upon  the  plan  that  pleased  his  boyidi  thought: 
Whose  high  endeavours  ara  an  inward  light 
VTVAXxGAksa  the  Qath  beforo  him  alwaya  brqihlr 
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•»k  * 


to 

I  hii  aonil  Wpf  bh  priBM  isuwf 
ned  to  go  in  oonpuy  with  Pain, 
,  ud  BkoUMdf  iilnnMo  tnuiil 
togMoHgain; 
doth  enmn  «  powfr  . 
oor  InmMa  Mtvafti  lufiwBt  dowor ; 
bfliD  and  aabdoea,  tnnamateav  bereaves 
■d  inlliMnce,  and  their  good  receivee: 
^  wfaieh  ffiigiA  ftiee  the  aoal  to  abate 
ig,  lendeted  mora  cmnpaawooate ; 
B^DOQinae  ooeaaioDa  iwe 
hat  demand  aneh  aaerifice ; 
fid  in  aelAknowledge,  even  more  pore, 
id  mora;  mora  able  to  eodore, 
iipoaed  to  auJKwing  and  diatreae; 
Jn^  mora  alive  to  tenderaesB. 
» wfaoaekwiiraaaai;  whodependa 
;  law  ■•  OB  the  beal  of  ftienda ; 
in  m  atato  when  men  ara  tempted  atill 
r  a  gaa«l  against  worse  ill, 
:  in  qnality  or  act  is  best 
om  OB  a  riigfat  fbondation  rest, 
{ood  OB  good  alone,  and  owea 
erveiy  triomph  that  he  knows: 
f  he  fin  to  station  of  oommand, 
ypenmeana;  and  there  will  stand    r 
rable  terms,  or  dee  retire, 
mself  possess  bis  own  desire ; 
prebends  bis  trust,  and  to  the  same 
hfii]  with  a  singleness  of  sim ; 
(iora  does  not  stoop,  nor  lie  in  wait 
h,  or  hooouTS,  or  for  worldly  state; 
ej  most  follow ;  on  whose  head  must  fall, 
^en  of  manna,  if  they  come  at  all : 
iwers  shed  roond  him  in  the  common  strife, 
oocems  of  ordinary  life, 
t  infloence,  a  peculiar  grace ; 
if  he  he  called  upon  to  fiice 
hi  moment  to  which  Heaven  has  joined 
lea^  good  or  bad  fiir  human  kind, 
IS  m  Lover;  and  attired 
len  brii^tneai,  like  a  Man  inspired ; 
ugh  the  heat  of  conflict,  keeps  the  law 
as  made,  and  sees  what  he  foresaw ; 

HI  it  wBl,  is  eqnal  tot^Rneed: 

0  though  thns  endued  as  with  a  sense 
tj  ftr  storm  and  tnrbolenoe, 
loolwliow  master-bias  leans 

elt  pleaaores  and  to  gentle  scenes ; 
iges!  which,  wiieresoe'er  he  be, 

1  [leart;  and  snob  fidelity 
ariing  paaskm  to  approve; 

n  ftr  tbisb  that  he  hath  much  to  love:  — 


T  ia,  fimdfy,  the  Man,  who^  lifted  high, 
Conspieooos  objeet  m  a  Kation*B  ^yoi 
Or  left  nntbooght^if  in  ohoeariti^"- 
Who^  with  a  toward  or  nntowBid  lot, 
Prosperoos  or  adverse,  to  his  wish  or  not, 
Phiys,  in  the  many  games  of  liA^  that  obo 
Where  what  he  most  doth  valoe  moat  be  woa: 
Whom  neither  abape  of  danger  oan  dismay. 
Nor  thought  of  tender  happiness  botiaj; 
Who,  not  content  that  former  worth  stuid  ftst. 
Looks  forward,  persevering  to  the  lastp 
From  well  to  better,  daflyseltorpaat:  ^-     • 
Who,  whether  praise  of  him  ninat  walk  tha  aaiMi 
For  ever,  and  to  noble  deeda  gira  hnrtii, 
Or  He  must  go  to  dust  without  his  fome. 
And  leave  a  dead  unprofitable  name^ 
Fmds  comfort  in  himself  and  in  his  canae; 
And,  while  the  mortal  miat  is  gathering,  draws 
His  breath  in  confidence  of  Heaven's  applaora: 
This  is  the  happy  Warrior;  this  is  He 
Whom  eveiy  Mao  in  anns  dionld  wish  to  be.   ^^ 


A  POBTS  EPITAPH. 

Aar  thou  a  Statesman,  in  the  van 
Of  public  businom  trained  and  bredl 
—  First  learn  to  love  one  living  man; 
Tkfn  may'st  then  think  upon  the  dead. 


A  Jjawyer  art  thou  1  —  draw  not  nigh : 
Go,  carry  to  some  fitter  place 
The  keenne^  of  that  practised  eye. 
The  hardness  of  that  sallow  fiice. 

Art  thou  a  Man  of  purple  cheer  ? 
A  rosy  Man,  right  plump  to  seel 
Approach;  yet.  Doctor,  not  too  near: 
This  grave  no  cushion  is  for  thee. 

Or  art  thou  one  of  gallant  pride, 
A  Soldier,  and  no  man  of  chaffi 
Welcome!  — but  lay  thy  sword  aside. 
And  lean  upon  a  Peasant's  staflC 

Physician  art  thou  ?    One,  all  eyes. 
Philosopher!  a  fingering  slave. 
One  that  would  peep  and  botaniie 
Upon  his  mother's  gravel 

Wrapt  closely  m  thy  sensual  fieece, 
O  turn  aside,— and  take,  I  pray, 
That  he  below  may  rest  in  peace. 
That  abject  thing,  thy  aool,  away! 

—  A  Moralist  perchance  appears; 
Led,  Heaven  knows  how!  to  this  poor  sod: 
And  He  has  neither  eyes  nor  ears; 
Himself  hia  world,  and  hia  own  QxA\ 


t  Sk^iZ^k 


r>.< 


i  f  *.  e  i  t,  ^-i 


■»•  ^1  i. 


i  iJc^^C 


■?^i-i^. 
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One  to  whoie  smooth-robbed  toul  can  cling 
Nor  form,  nor  feeling,  great  nor  small; 
A  reasoning,  self-sufficient  thing, 
An  intellectnal  All  in  All! 

Shut  close  the  door;  press  down  the  latch; 
Sleep  in  thj  intellectual  crost; 
Nor  lose  ten  tickings  of  thy  watch 
Near  this  nnprofitable  dast 

But  who  is  He,  with  modest  looks, 
And  clad  in  homely  russet  brown  1 
He  murmurs  near  the  running  brooks 
A  music  sweeter  than  their  own. 

He  is  retired  as  noontide  deW, 
Or  fountain  in  a  noon-day  grove; 
And  you  must  loye  him,  ere  to  yoo 
H^  will  seem  worthy  of  your  loye. 

The  outward  shows  of  sky  and  eardi. 
Of  hill  and  valley,  he  has  viewed ; 
And  impulses  of  deeper  birth 
Have  come  to  him  in  solitude. 

In  common  things  that  round  us  lie 
Some  random  truths  he  can  impart, 
— The  harvest  of  a  quiet  eye 
That  broods  and  sleeps  on  his  own  heart. 

But  he  is  weak,  both  Man  and  Boy, 
Hath  been  an  idler  in  the  land; 
Contented  if  he  might  enjoy 
The  things  which  others  understand. 

—  Come  hither  in  thy  hour  of  strength ; 
Come,  weak  as  is  a  breaking  wave! 
Here  stretch  thy  body  at  full  length ; 
Or  build  thy  house  upon  this  grave. 


TO  THE  SPADE  OP  A  FRIEND, 

(AN  AORICULTXJRI8T,) 

COMFOSKD  WmUB  WS  WERE  LABOURING  'mtfmisa  IN  BM 

PLSA8UXK-OEOI7ND. 

-  Spadb  !  with  which  Wilkinson  hath  tilled  his  Lands, 
And  shaped  these  pleasant  walks  by  Emont*s  side. 
Thou  art  a  tool  of  honour  in  my  hands ; 
I  press  thee,  through  the  yielding  soil,  with  pride. 

Rare  Master  has  it  Deen  thy  lot  to  know ; 
I/>ng  hast  Thou  served  a  Man  to  reason  true ; 
Whose  life  combines  the  best  of  high  and  low^ 
The  toiling  many  and  the  resting  few  -, 


Health,  meekness,  tidoor,  quietpess  wKom, 
And  mdustry  of  body  and  of  mifid ; 
And  elegant  enjoyments^  that  mn  pore 
As  Nature  is; — too  pore  to  be  idiiied. 

Here  often  hast  Thou  bevd  the  Poet  sisf 
Tn  concord  with  his  River  moimoriDg  by ; 
Or  in  some  silent  field,  while  timid  Spring 
Is  yet  uncheered  by  other  minstrelsy* 

Who  shall  inherit  Thee  when  death  hss  Isid 
Low  in  the  darksome  Cell  thine  own  dear  Lo 
That  Man  will  have  a  trophy,  homUe  Spsds 
A  trophy  nobler  than  a  Conqueror's  swoid. 

If  he  be  One  that  feels,  with  skill  to  part 
False  praise  ih}ro  true,  or  greater  from  the  la 
Thee  will  he  welcome  to  his  hand  and  bsait, 
Thou  monument  of  peaceful  happinsss! 

With  Thee  he  will  not  dread  a  toilsome  dtjr, 
His  powerful  Servant,  his  inspiring  Mate! 
And,  when  thou  art  past  service,  worn  awiy, 
Thee  a  surviving  soul  shall  coosecrats. 

His  thrift  thy  usefolness  will  never  scorn; 
An  Heir-loom  in  his  cottage  wilt  thou  be: 
High  will  he  hang  thee  up,  and  will  adon 
His  rustic  chimney  with  the  last  of  Thee! 


y 


U^  0:j  J.  ay: 

TO  MY  SISTER. 


\ 


WRITTEN  AT  A  BMALL  DISTANCE  FBOIIITI 
AND  BENT  BY  MY  LITTLE  BOY. 

It  is  the  first  mild  day  of  March : 
Each  minute  sweeter  than  before, 
The  Redbreast  sings  firom  the  tail  Lud 
That  stands  beside  our  door. 

There  is  a  blessing  in  the  air, 
Which  seems  a  sense  of  joy  to  pii 
To  the  bare  trees,  and  monnttinito 
And  grass  in  the  green  field. 

My  Sister !  (*tis  a  wish  of  mhw) 
Now  that  our  morning  meal  is  dooii 
Make  haste,  your  morning  task  reap* 
Come  forth  and  feel  the  sun. 

Edvrard  will  come  with  you;— tnd,  ^* 
Put  on  with  speed  your  woodlanl  ^i^* 
And  bring  no  book :  for  this  oos  ^1 
We'll  give  to  idleness. 

No  joyless  forms  shall  regulate 
Our  living  Calendar: 
We  from  to-day,  my  Friend,  wiD  ^ 
TVft  cs^TkYCki^  ^  the  year 


■n  uoiveiaal  birtli, 
I  to  heart  is  eletling, 
b  to  man,  from  man  to  euth; 
e  hour  uf  feeling. 

iDtiiow  ou;  give  ue  more 

jeon  of  reuon  : 
I  sbBll  dtiok  at  ever;  pore 

of  the  season. 

It  lam  our  heuli  will  malie, 
iy  shall  long  obey  : 
e  jrear  to  come  niiy  lahc 
ri  from  to-day. 

the  bleseed  [lOwer  that  roUa 


B,  my  Bister '.  come,  I  pray, 
d  put  on  your  woodland  dress; 
ing  no  book  :  tor  thid  one  day 


To  her  ftir  works  did  Nii 
The  human  soul  that  thr 
And  much  it  grieved  my 
What  man  has  maiie  of  i 

Through  primroee  tuftsj  in 
Tho  periwinkle  trailed  it 
And  'tis  my  Ikith  that  «» 
Enjoys  the  air  it  breathei 

The  birds  around  me  hop 
Their  thoughts  I  cannot 
But  the  least  motion  whii 
It  seemed  a  thrill  of  pleasure. 

The  budding  twigs  spread  out  their  li 
To  catch  the  breezy  air; 
And  I  must  ttiink,  do  all  I  can. 
That  there  was  plenaure  there. 

Prom  Heaven  if  this  belief  be  sent. 
If  Buch  be  Nature's  holy  [dan. 
Have  I  not  reason  to  lament 
What  man  has  nude  of  man? 


rO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 


i  of  Nature,  let  them  rail ! 
s  a  nest  in  a  green  dale, 
and  a  hold, 

u,  a  Wife  and  Friend,  Bhalt  see 
lelightful  days,  end  be 
'  young  and  old. 

ilthy  83  a  Shepherd-hoy, 
ing  among  flowers  of  Joy, 
>  season  lade, 

e  thy  Babes  around  thee  cling, 
'  ue  how  divine  a  thing 
may  be  made. 

Iits  and  feelings  shall  not  die, 
thee  when  gray  hairs  are  nigh 

nly  slave ; 

I  age  serene  and  briglit, 

I  aa  a  tapiand  night, 
thee  lo  thy  grav^ 


LINES 
TTEN  IN  EARLY  SFHINC 
thousand  blended  notes, 
I  grove  I  sate  reclined, 

mood  when  pleasant  thoughts 
;■  to  the  mind. 


SIMON  LEE, 

THE  OLD  HUNTSMAN. 

ITK  AN  INCIDENT  IN  WHICH  UE  WAS  CDKCEKNED; 

In  the  sweet  shire  of  Cardi^n, 
Not  far  from  pleasant  Ivor-hall, 
An  Old  Man  dweIt^  a  little  man, 
"T  is  said  he  once  was  tall. 
Full  five-and-thiriy  years  he  lived 
A  running  Hunlsm&n  merry ; 
And  still  the  centre  of  his  cheek 
1b  blooming  as  a  cherry. 

No  man  like  him  the  bom  could  sound. 

And  hill  and  valley  rang  with  glee 

When  Echo  bandied,  round  and  round. 

The  halloo  of  3imon  Lee. 

In  those  proud  days,  he  little  cared 

For  husheodry  or  tillage; 

To  blither  tasks  did  Simon  roiise 

The  sleepers  of  the  village. 

He  all  the  country  could  outrun. 
Could  leave  both  man  and  horse  behind; 
And  often,  ere  the  chase  was  done. 
He  reeled  and  was  stone-blind. 
And  still  there's  something  in  the  world    , 
At  which  his  heart  rejoices; 
For  when  the  chiming  hounds  are  out. 
He  dearly  loves  their  voices! 
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e  bevry  cban^!— bereft 

The  mattock  tott«red  ia  ha  b 

taengtb,  friends  «id  kindred,  wee  ! 

So  vain  wu  hit  endnnmr. 

to  the  mrld  ia  left 

That  at  the  root  of  the  aU  tn 

poverty. 

He  mig^it  have  woritad  fcr  •* 

('b  dead,  — uid  no  one  now 

tbe  Mali  of  Ivor; 

and  horses,  all  are  deftd; 

Give  me  your  tdd,"  to  him  I 

■ole  mirvivor. 

And  at  the  woid  right  gkdiy 
Received  my  ptoflbraa  ud. 

lean  and  he  U  nek ; 

I  atruck,  and  with  «  mngle  U 

dwindled  and  awrj. 

The  t«n{rl«d  root  I  wevaai, 

(uctes  Rwoln  and  thick; 

At  which  the  poor  (Hd  Mm  1 

ire  thin  and  dry. 

he  baa,  and  only  one. 

a»  aged  woman. 

The  tMra  into  hia  eyet  were 

him,  near  the  waterlUl, 

And  thanks  and  praiseB  seeoM 

village  Commoo. 

So  ftot  Mt  of  hia  heart,  I  tbo 

r  moss-grown  hut  of  clay. 

Tbey  never  would  have  dou. 

y  pacea  from  the  door. 

—I've  heard  of  hearts  imkiiid 

land  they  have,  but  they 

With  eolduMB  itUI  retonungi 

it  or  the  poor. 

Alai!  the  giatitude  ofmeD 

of  land  he  from  the  heath 

'Hath  oftener  left  me  mooiuni 

then  he  was  rtronger; 

nvaila  it  now,  the  land 

cnn  till  no  longer! 

INCIDENT  AT  BRD 

jg  by  her  Husband's  side. 

what  Simon  cannot  do; 

In  Brug6s  town  ia  many  a  * 

ith  scanty  cause  for  pride, 

Whence  busy  life  bath  fled 

of  ihe  two. 

Where,  without  hurry,  nniele 

h  you  with  your  utmost  skUl 

r  could  not  wean  them. 

There  heard  we,  halting  in  tb 

very  little  — all 

Flung  from  a  Convent-towei 

y  can  do  between  Ihem. 

A  harp  that  tnnelUl  prelude  n 

e  of  life  has  he  in  store. 

To  a  voice  of  thrilling  powi 

ou  will  tell. 

The  measure,  simple  truth  to 

Jie  more  he  works,  the  more 
ak  ancles  swell. 

Was  fit  fbr  soom  gay  thrao| 
Though  from  the  aame  grim  t 

Reader,  I  perceive 

The  shadow  and  Ihe  miig; 

ntly  you've  waited, 

When  silent  were  both  nrica  i 

fear  that  you  expect 

The  strain  seemed  doubly  d« 
Yet  sad  as  sweeV  for  Enfftitk 

will  be  related. 

had  you  in  your  mind 

Had  Allen  upon  the  eu. 

s  as  silent  ihouBbt  can  bring, 

leader!  you  would  find 
very  thing.' 
I  have  to  say  ix  Fhort. 
UBI  kindly  lake  it: 
e;  but  i^hould  you  think. 
In]"  yoi)  '11  make  iL 

It  was  a  breeiy  hoar  rf  eve ; 

And  pinnacle  and  &fin 
Quivered  and  aeemed  almoot  1 
Clothed  vritli  iuDOcnoas  fire; 

Bui  where  we  stood,  the  seltm, 

Showed  little  of  his  state; 

And,  if  the  glory  reached  Ibe 

er-day  1  chanced  to  see 

'T  was  through  an  iron  gial 

Uan  doing  all  he  could 
Ihe  root  of  an  old  tree, 

Not  always  is  the  heart  nnwii 

f  rotten  wood. 

Nor  pity  idly  born, 
Ife*enapa»BgStnng«aig 

■S«-  tio».  j'lii 
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bantf  t  «^  ii  )m% 
■ff  lilbiD  thMl 


wof  wadU 


trickling  taur  tint  ilole 

oo«U  ike  pay  than 
J  o'er  ^  ■n» 
the  beaoty  and  tba  Uis 


B  WISmNCUitATE. 


by  die  ade  of  the  higb-way,  leadiiv 
M,  which,  time  out  oT  mind,  hM  been  oeU- 
.  ftom  •  befief  diet  widMe  Armed  or  m- 
ftfowable 


a  land  for  ever  green: 

tuLt  serve  the  bright-eyed  Queen 

It  and  gay; 

n  bidding  disappear; 

0  anght?  —  the  bliss  draws  Aear, 
smooths  the  way. 

e  land  of  wishes — there 
ss  day-dreams,  Uwless  prayer, 
s  with  things  at  strife; 
lorn  should  ye  depart, 
ions  of  the  heart, 
ere  human  life! 

:  lore  abjured  its  rniisrht, 
forfeit  one  dear  right, 
claim  abate, 

1  symbol  of  your  sway, 
itLT  the  public  way, 
Wishing-gate ! 

if  the  faery  race 
influence  on  the  place, 
rd  they  retired ; 
arrior  left  a  spell, 
glory  as  he  fell; 
&int  expired. 

all  around  is  fair, 
ith  Nature's  finest  care 
fondest  love; 
iboeom  and  content, 
the  turbulent, 
to  reprove. 


Yea!  even  the  Strai^w  from  tfcr. 
Reclining  on  this  nwgrowa  bu^ 
Unknowing  and  iukBOim« 
The  inftetinn  of  the  gioand  partaki^ 
Longing  for  hia  Bdoved — who  makea 
All  happtnesa  her  own. 

Then  why  shonM  cunacbm  Spirita  ftar 
The  mystic  stirrings  that  an  here» 
The  ancient  fitith  diaehuml 
The  local  Genioa  ne'er  belKends 
Desires  whoae  comae  in  folly  ends. 
Whose  JQst  reward  is  shame. 

Smile  if  thoa  wilt,  bat  not  in  aoom* 
If  some,  by  ceaaeleas  pains  outworn, 
Here  crave  an  easier  lot; 
If  Sony  have  thixstad  to  renew 
A  broken  vow,  or  bind  a  tme. 
With  firmer,  holier  knot 


And  not  in  vain,  when  thought!  are 

Upon  the  irrevocable  pMt, 

Some  penitent  sincere 

May  for  a  worthier  Ibtore  sigh. 

While  trickles  from  his  downcast  eye 

No  anavailing  tear. 


The  Worldling,  pining  to  be  flreed 
From  turmoil,  who  would  turn  or  speed 
The  current  of  his  &te, 
'Might  stop  before  this  favoured  scene, 
At  Nature's  call,  nor  Uush  to  lean 
Upon  the  Wishing-gate. 

The  Sage,  who  feels  how  blind,  how  weak 
Is  man,  though  loth  such  help  to  seelc. 
Yet,  passing,  here  might  pause. 
And  yearn  for  insight  to  allay 
Misgiving,  while  the  crimaon  day 
In  quietness  withdraws; 

Or  when  the  church-clock's  knell  profound 

To  Time's  first  step  across  the  bound 

Of  midnight  makes  reply ; 

Time  pressing  on  with  starry  crest. 

To  filial  sleep  upon  the  breast 

Of  dread  eternity ! 


INCIDENT 
CHARACTERISTIC  OF  A  FAVOURITE  DOO 

On  his  morning  rounds  the  Master 
Croes  to  learn  how  all  things  fare; 
Searches  pasture  after  pasture. 
Sheep  and  cattle  eyes  with  care; 


400 


WORDSWORTH'S   POETICAL   WORKS. 


And,  for  sUenee  or  for  talk. 

He  hath  comndes  in  his  walk; 

Four  dogs,  each  pair  of  different  breed, 

Distinguished  two  for  scent,  and  two  for  speed. 

See  a  hare  before  him  started 

—  Off  they  fly  in  earnest  chase ; 

Every  dog  is  eager-hearted. 

All  the  four  are  in  the  race: 

And  the  hare  whom  they  pursue, 

Hath  an  instinct  what  to  do; 

Her  hope  is  near:  no  turn  she  makes; 

But,  like  an  arrow,  to  the  river  takes. 

Deep  the  River  was,  and  crusted 

Thinly  by  a  one  night's  frost; 

Bqt  the  nimble  Hare  hath  trusted  • 

To  the  ice,  and  safely  crost; 

She  hath  crost,  and  without  heed 

All  are  following  at  full  speed. 

When,  lo!  the  ice,  so  thinly  spread. 

Breaks — and  the  Greyhound,  Dart,  is  over  head ! 

Better  fiite  have  Princb  and  Swallow  — 

See  them  cleaving  to  the  sport! 

Music  has  no  heart  to  follow, 

Little  Muaiio,  she  stops  short 

She  hath  neither  wish  nor  heart. 

Hers  is  now  another  part: 

A  loving  Creature  she,  and  brave ! 

And  fondly  strives  her  struggling  Friend  to  save 

From  the  brink  her  paws  she  stretches. 

Very  hands  as  you  would  say ! 

And  afflicting  moans  she  fetches, 

As  he  breaks  the  ice  away. 

For  herself  she  hath  no  fears,  — 

Him  alone  she  sees  and  hears, — 

Makes  efforts  and  complainings;  nor  gives  o'er 

Until  her  Fellow  sank,  and  re-appeared  no  more. 


TRIBUTE 
TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  SAME  DOO. 

LiK  here,  without  a  record  of  thy  worth. 

Beneath  a  covering  of  the  common  earth  ! 

It  is  not  from  unwillingness  to  praise. 

Or  want  of  love,  that  here  no  Stone  we  raise ; 

More  thou  deserv'st ;  but  this  Man  gives  to  Man, 

Brother  to  Brother,  this  is  all  we  can. 

Yet  they  to  whom  thy  vulues  made  thee  dear 

Shall  find  thee  through  all  changes  of  the  year : 

This  Oak  points  out  thy  grave ;  the  silent  Tree 

Will  gladly  stand  a  mooument  of  thee. 


I  grieved  for  thee,  and  wislied  thy  tad  were  pi 
And  willingly  have  laid  tliee  here  at  last: 
For  thou  hadst  lived  till  evety  tiling  that  dttm 
In  thee  had  yielded  to  the  weight  of  yeui; 
Extreme  old  age  had  wasted  thee  away. 
And  left  thee  but  a  glimmering  of  tiie  day ; 
Thy  ears  were  deaC  and  feeble  were  thy  kneei, 
I  saw  thee  stagger  in  the  eommer  breen, 
Too  weak  to  stand  against  its  sportive  breath, 
And  ready  for  the  gentlest  stroke  of  death. 
It  came,  and  we  were  glad ;  jet  tean  were  dn 
Both  Man  and  Woman  wept  when  Tboo  wotd 
Not  only  for  a  thousand  thoagfata  that  were, 
Old  household  thoughts,  in  which  thoa  hadit  thyi 
But  for  some  precious  boons  vouchsafed  to  tliee^ 
Found  scarcely  anywhere  in  like  degree ! 
For  love,  that  comes  to  all  —  the  holy  sense, 
Best  gift  of  €rod  —  in  thee  was  most  iDteue, 
A  chain  of  heart,  a  feeling  of  the  mind, 
A  tender  sympathy,  which  did  thee  bind 
Not  only  to  us  Men,  but  to  thy  Kind : 
Yea,  for  thy  Fellow-brutes  in  thee  we  saw 
The  soul  of  Love,  Love's  intellectual  law:' 
Hence,  if  we  wept,  it  was  not  done  in  shaoe; 
Our  tears  fh}m  passion  and  from  reason  cune, 
And,  therefore,  shalt  thou  be  an  hoooored  nm\ 


In  the  School  of  • 


M  aTabtot,  oowhiekHt 


in  gilt  letten.  the  Names  of  the  eevefsl  Penan  vkihMtl 
Schoolmaflten  there  anee  the  Foundtikm  of  lh»  8M  ^ 
the  Time  at  which  they  entered  apoo  and  qand  dMirf^ 
Opposiie  to  one  of  those  Names  the  Author  wnH  AtM" 
Lines. 

Ip  Nature,  for  a  favourite  Child, 
In  thee  hath  tempered  so^er  cUy, 
That  every  hour  thy  heart  roos  wild, 
Yet  never  once  doth  go  astray. 

Read  o'er  these  lines;  and  then  refiev 
This  tablet,  that  thus  humbly  rein 
In  such  diversity  <^  hue 
Its  history  of  two  hundred  years. 

—When  through  this  little  wreck  of  ftM 
Cipher  and  syllable!  thine  eye 
Has  travelled  down  to  Matthew's  nio^ 
Pause  with  no  coaunoo  sjrmpathy. 

And,  if  a  sleeping  te^  should  wake, 
Then  be  it  neither  checked  nor  t^J^' 
For  Matthew  a  request  I  make. 
Which  for  himself  he  had  not  niada 

• 

Poor  Matthew,  all  his  ftoWzs  o'er. 
Is  silent  as  a  standing  pool ; 
Far  from  the  chimney's  merry  roar, 
And  murmur  of  the  vilkfe  aehooL 
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nbicb  Matthew  heaved  were  sigha 
id  out  with  fun  Dud  raodneBB; 
which  came  to  MiUthew'B  ejet 
s  of  light,  Ibe  dew  of  glBidnesa. 

timCB,  when  the  secret  cup 
id  fieriouB  thought  went  round, 
as  if  he  drank  il  up  — 
iUi  Bpirit  so  proround. 

Jul  of  God's  best  earthly  mould ' 
)y  Soul!  and  cau  il  be 
>  two  words  of  glittering  gold 
at  must  remain  of  thee ! 


TWO  APRIL  MORNINGS. 

sd  along,  while  bright  and  red 
e  morning  sun; 

hew  stopped,  be  looked,  and  said, 
1  of  God  be  done!" 


Schoolmaster  was  ha, 
of  glittering  gray ; 
B  man  as  you  could  see 
ng  holiday. 

lal  morning,  through  the  grws, 
le  steaming  rilla, 
tied  merrily,  to  pass 
loog  the  hills. 

h,"  said  I,  "  waa  well  begun ; 
n  thy  breast  what  thought, 

0  beautiful  a  sun, 
sigh  has  brought!" 

time  did  Matthew  atop; 

1  still  his  eye 


nd  with  that  long  purple  cleft 
!sh  into  my  mind 
B  this  which  I  have  left 
y  years  behind. 

X  above  yon  slope  of  com 
lurs,  and  no  other, 
the  sky,  that  April  mam, 
IB  »ery  brother. 

id  and  line  I  sued  the  eport 
lat  sweet  eesnon  gave, 
ling  to  the  church,  stopped  short 
f  daughter's  grave. 
3A 


"  Nine  eummera  hud  sh 
The  pride  of  all  the  va 
AnJ  then  she  sang ;  —  e 
A  very  nightingale. 

"  Sis  feet  in  earth  my 
And  yet  I  loved  her  n 
For  so  it  seemed,  than 
1  e'er  had  loved  before. 

"And,  turning  from  be  I 

Beside  the  churcb-yard 
A  blooming  Girl,  wboft 
With  poiala  of  moroin) 

"  A  basket  on  her  head  she  bare ; 
Her  brow  was  smooth  and  white ; 
To  see  a  child  ao  very  fiiir. 
It  was  a  pure  delight ! 

"No  fountain  from  its  rocky  cave 
E'er  tripped  with  foot  eo  free; 
She  seemed  aa  happy  as  a  wave 
That  dances  on  the  sea. 

'•  There  came  from  me  a  mgh  of  pai 
Wbich  I  could  ill  conGue ; 
I  looked  at  her,  and  looked  again: 
~And  did  not  wish  her  mme." 

Matthew  is  in  bis  grave,  yet  now, 
Me  thinks,  I  see  him  stand, 
As  at  that  moment,  with  a  bough 
Of  wilding  in  his  hand. 


THE    FODNTAIN. 

A  OONVKBBATION. 
Wk  talked  with  open  heart,  and  longua 
Affectionate  and  true, 
A  pair  of  Friends,  though  I  was  young, 
And  MalLbew  seventy-two. 

We  lay  beneath  a  sprcajjing  oak. 
Beside  a  mossy  seat; 
And  ftom  the  turf  a  tbontain  broke. 
And  gurgled  at  our  feet 

"  Now,  Matthew !"  said  I,  "  let  us  match 

This  water's  pleasant  tune 

With  some  old  Border-song,  or  Catch, 

That  suiu  a  summer's  noon; 

Or  of  the  Church-clock  and  the  chimei 
Siog  here  beneath  the  shade. 
That  half-mad  thing  of  witty  rhymes 
Which  you  last  April  made !" 
34« 
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pear  old  mm  rerdied, 

I  vbJb  Ihii  water  steers. 

|t  goes! 

a  thounnd  yeara, 

I  this  dettghtfiil  day, 
V  bul  tbiak 
r»U8  tnu,  1  lay 

Jim  with  childuh  teara, 

lund  ia  in  my  eara 
B  dsya  I  heard. 

nd 

\  whaX  age  Ukea  away 
I  leaves  behind. 

a  lUe  auiiimer  tree*, 
|i  the  hill, 

carols  when  Ihry  please, 
1  ihoy  will. 

never  do  Ihey  wage 
;  they  see 

,  and  their  uld  age 


Bressed  by  heavy  Ian';; 

me  or  joy,  becaiiiu- 
T  f;lad  of  yore. 

1  who  need  bemoan 

I  hearts  that  were  hb  oivti. 


I  Friend,  are  al 
■pprnved, 
ie;  bill  hy  n 


lid  n 


I  idle  songs 

§pr  piii"". 

thy  rhiWr*-n  il 

Iped  my  band,  and  s 
I  he," 


We  roM  up  fh»  tha  SoniOm' 
And  down  the  antooth  dcKcH 
Of  tha  gnm  t^Mp^nek  iii  i 
And  throo^  the  wood  w«  w« 

And,  rre  we  came  to  Leooud' 
lie  aang  thoae  witty  rfajmet 
About  the  crasy  old  chnrch  ck 
And  the  bewildered  chhuee. 

A  CHARACTEI 

1  HASvu.  how  Natore  could  av«r  find 
For  BO  many  strange  conlraata  in  one 
There 's  thought  and  no  tboogfat,  aod 

and  bloom 
And  bustle  and  aluggishnes^  plesoora 

There 's  weakneai,  and  alrength,  bol 

Such  Htrenglh  as,  if  ever  afflictioa  ani 
Could  pierce  through  a  temper  tttat's 
Would  be  rational  peace  —  ■  phlloaop 

There's  indifference,  alike  wbeo  be  fi 
And  attention  full  ten  times  aa  much  i 
Pride  where  tliere's  do  envy,  then** 
And  mildnesH,  and  spirit  both  fbrward 


There  'b  freediHU,  and  ac 

Of  Bhame  scarcely  bi 

There's  virtue,  the  titJe  it  snielj  may 

Yet  wants  heaven  knows  what  to  be  \ 

Vcl  the  man  would  at  once  run  away 
And  I  tor  five  centuries  right  gladly  o 
Htirb  BTi  odd,  such  a  kind,  happy  creat 


Tii[H  L^wn,  a  carpet  alt  alive 
With  shadows  flung  from  leavei 

In  dance,  amid  a  preM 
Ol'sunsbmc,  an  apt  emblem  yie 

ur  worldling*  revelling  in  the  t 
I)f  strenuous  idleness; 

l.c>«  (tuick  the  Btir  when  tide  a 

Forbid  a  moment's  rest; 
The  medley  leas  when  boreal  li| 
lilauce  til  mid  tros  liko  aery  spr 

To  fmtfl  of  arms  addrest! 

^'ei,  sptii'  of  all  this  eager  strife 
This  teiiHelesn  play,  the  genuine 

'I'liut  serves  the  steadfast  hour 
I-:  III  the  grans  beneath,  that  gn 
I'nheedol,  and  ihe  mute  repon 

ur  sweelly-hreathing  floiren 
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;  the  littto  iwrew  iraro  bom  to  Uf% 
i  hdf  tile  plflMuii  wJMch  tlwy  gif ; 


1  momtihi  <iwiy*«  telf  were  known 
'  of  its  BtirriMfwiil  ilMbdowt  thrown 
otkiwiMt  of  thii  nJked  etone! 


f  lienoe  a  bold  derire  dionkl  moaal 
}  00%  tbtt  he  eoeM  take  account 
isBiiee  ftom  kit  i^oriooi  ibont ! 

e  ken  kow  faj  hii  to^ereign  aid 
ate  oompanioiMhipe  are  made; 
e  rales  the  pomp  of  light  and  shade ; 

lie  sister-power  tliat  shines  by  night 

sdy  what  a  coontenance  of  delight 

mgfa  the  cloods  break  ibrth  on  human  sight 

ss!  wheresoeV  shall  turn  thine  eye 
ir,  ocean,  or  the  starry  sky, 
rith  Nature  in  pore  sympathy ; 

sirss^  all  lawless  wishes  qnelled, 
lofo  and  praise  alike  impelled, 
loon  is  granted  or  withheld. 


r  IN  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF  MACPHER- 
SON*S  OSSIAN. 

&ve  I  caught,  upon  a  fitful  breexe, 
ents  of  fiir-off  melodies, 
ear  not  coveting  the  whole, 

so  charmed  the  pensive  soul: 

a  dark  storm  before  my  sight 

ielding,  on  a  mountain  height 

vapours  have  I  watched,  that  won 

tic  colours  from  the  sun; 

It  a  wish  that  Heaven  would  show 

sage  of  its  perfect  bow. 

need,  then,  of  these  finished  strains ! 

with  counterfeit  remains! 

iey  in  its  lone  recess, 

pie  of  the  wilderness, 

a  though  they  be,  announce  with  feeling 

lajesty  of  honest  dealing. 

of  Ossian !  if  imbound 

Tuage  thou  may^st  yet  be  found, 

It  (intrusted  to  the  pen 

iting  on  the  tongues  of  men, 

shattered  and  impaired) 

;  thy  dignity  to  guard, 

cert  with  memorial  claim 

gray  stone,  and  high-born  name, 
{leaves  to  rock  or  pillared  cave, 
.  moans  the  bhist,  or  beats  the  wave, 


Let  Truth,  stern  Ariritress  ef  all. 
Interpret  that  Original, 
And  fer  prssumptaous  wraogs  stone; 
Authentie  words  be  given,  or  none  I 

Tune  is  not  blind; — yot  He,  who  spares 
Pyramid  pcnnting  to  the  Star% 
Hath  preyed  with  ruthless  appetite 
On  all  that  marked  the  primal  flight 
Of  the  poetic  ecstasy 
Into  the  land  of  mystery. 
No  tongue  is  able  to  rehearse 
One  measure,  Orpheue!  of  thy  teree; 
Maseus,  stationed  with  his  lyre 
Supreme  among  the  Elysian  quire, 
Is,  ibr  the  dwellen  upon  earth,^ 
Mute  as  a  Lark  (Me  mornmg's  birth. 
Why  grieve  Ibr  these,  though  past  away 
The  Music,  and  extinct  the  Layl 
When  thousands,  by  severer  doom. 
Foil  early  to  the  silent  tomb 
Have  sunk,  at  Nature's  call;  or  strayed 
From  hope  and  promise,  sdfhetnyed; 
The  garland  withering  on  their  brews; 
8tang  with  remorse  for  broken  vows; 
Frantic — else  how  might  they  rejoice  1 
And  friendless,  by  their  own  sad  choiee 

Hail,  Bards  of  mightier  grasp!  on  yon 

I  chiefly  call,  the  chosen  Few, 

Whb  cast  not  off  the  acknowledged  guide, 

Who  faltered  not,  nor  turned  aside; 

Whose  lofty  Genius  could  survive 

Privation,  under  sorrow  thrive ; 

In  whom  the  fiery  Muse  revered 

The  symbol  of  a  snow-white  beard, 

Bedewed  with  meditative  tears 

Dropped  from  the  lenient  cloud  of  years. 

Brothers  in  Soul!  though  distant  times 
Produced  you,  nursed  in  various  climes, 
Ye,  when  the  orb  of  life  had  waned, 
A  plenitude  of  love  retained ; 
Hence,  while  in  you  each  sad  regret 
By  corresponding  hope  was  met, 
Ye  lingered  among  human  kind. 
Sweet  voices  for  the  passing  wind ; 
Departing  sunbeams,  loth  to  stop, 
Though  smiling  on  the  last  hill  top! 

Such  to  the  tender-hearted  Maid 
Even  ere  her  joys  begin  to  fade : 
Such,  haply,  to  the  rugged  Chief 
By  Fortune  crushed,  or  tamed  by  grief , 
Appears,  on  Morven's  lonely  shore. 
Dim-gleaming  through  imperfect  lore, 
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The  Son  of  Fingal ;  mich  was  blind 
Meonides  of  ampler  mind; 
Such  MilUm,  to  the  fountain  head 
Of  Glory  bv  Urania  led ! 


VERNAL  ODE. 


**  Remra  Natura  tola  eat  nuaquara  magia  qaam  in  miniinia." 

Plm,  NdL  HiM. 


Bbnkath  the  concave  of  an  April  akj, 

When  all  the  fields  with  freshest  green  were  dight, 

Appeared,  in  presence  of  that  spiritual  eye 

That  aids  or  supersedes  our  grosser  sight, 

The  form  and  rich  habiliments  of  One 

Whose  countenance  bore  resemblance  to  the  sun. 

When  it  reveals,  in  evening  majesty, 

Features  half  lost  amid  their  own  pure  light 

Poised  like  a  weary  cloud,  in  middle  air 

He  hung, — then  floated  with  angelic  ease 

(Softening  that  bright  effulgence  by  degrees) 

Till  he  had  reached  a  summit  sharp  and  bare, 

Where  oft  the  venturous  heifer  drinks  the  noon-tide 

breeze. 
Upon  the  apex  of  that  lofty  cone 
Alighted,  there  the  Stranger  stood  alone ; 
Fair  as  a  gorgeous  Fabric  of  the  East 
Suddenly  raised  by  some  Enchanter's  power. 
Where  nothing  was ;  and  firm  as  some  old  Tower 
Of  Britain's  realm,  whose  leafy  crest 
Waves  high,  embellialied  by  a  gleaming  shower ! 

2. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  purple  wings 
Rested  a  golden  Harp ;  —  he  touched  the  strings ; 
And,  after  prelude  of  unearthly  sound 
Poured  through  the  echoing  hills  around. 

He  sang 

**  No  wintry  desolations, 
^  Scorching  blight  or  noxious  dew, 
**  Afl^t  my  native  habitations ; 
**  Buried  in  glory,  far  beyond  the  scope 

Of  man*s  inquiring  gaze,  but  imaged  to  his  hope 

(Alas,  how  faintly!)  in  the  hue 

Profound  of  night's  ethereal  blue ; 

And  in  Uie  aspect  of  each  radiant  orb ;  — 

Some  fixed,  some  wandering  with  no  limid  curb ; 

But  wandering  star  and  fixed,  to  mortal  eye, 
**  Blended  in  abeolute  serenity. 

And  free  from  semblance  of  decline ;  — 

Fresh  as  if  Evening  brought  their  natal  hour ; 

Her  darkness  splendour  gave,  her  silence  power, 
*'  To  testify  of  Love  and  Grace  divine.  — 
**  And  though  to  every  draught  of  vital  breath 
'  Renewed  throughout  the  bounds  of  earth  or  ocean. 


**  The  melancholy  gates  of  Death 

^  Respond  with  sjrmpathetie  moCioo ; 

"Though  all  that  feeds  oa  nether  mr, 

''Howe'er  magnificent  or  &ir, 

**  Grows  but  to  perisb,  and  intrast 

"Its  ruins  to  their  kindred  doit; 

"Yet,  by  the  Almighty's  ever-dnriog  caie^ 

"  Her  procreant  vigils  Nature  keeps 

"Amid  the  onfiitbomaUe  deeps; 

"  And  saves  the  peopled  fidds  of  earth 

"  From  dread  of  emptiness  or  dearth. 

"Thus,  in  their  stations,  lifting  tow'rd  the  ikj 

"The  foliaged  head  in  cloud-like  majesty, 

" The  shadow-casting  race  of  Trees  eonrive: 

"  Thus,  in  the  train  of  Spring,  arrive 

"  Sweet  Flowers ;  —  what  living  eje  hath  viewsi 

"Their  myriads t  —  endlessly  renewed, 

"Wherever  strikes  the  sun's  glad  ray; 

"Where'er  the  subtle  waters  stray; 

"  Wherever  sportive  zephyrs  bend 

« Their  coone.  or  genial  ahowen  deKend!         ^ 

"Mortals,  rejoice!  the  very  Angels  quit  . 

"  Their  mansions  unsusceptible  of  change, 

"Amid  your  pleasant  bowers  to  sit, 

"  And  through  your  sweet  vicissitades  to  ma^f  > 
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3. 

O,  nursed  at  happy  distance  from  the  caiw 
Of  a  too-anxious  world,  mild  pasCoial  Mbk!  ] 
That,  to  the  sparkling  crown  Urania  wsui^  ^ 
And  to  her  sister  Clio's  laurel  wreath, 
Prefor'st  a  garland  culled  fitxn  purple  heiti^ 
Or  blooming  thicket  moist  with  morning  dewi; 
Was  such  bright  Spectacle  vouchsafed  to  me  * 
And  was  it  granted  to  the  simple  car 
Of  thy  contented  Votary 
Such  melody  to  hear ! 
Him  rather  suits  it,  side  by  side  with  thee, 
Wrapped  in  a  fit  of  pleasing  indolence, 
While  thy  tired  lute  bangs  on  the  hawthon  tift 
To  lie  and  listen,  till  o'er-drowsed  sense 
Sinks,  hardly  conscious  of  the  influence^ 
To  the  soft  murmur  of  the  vagmnt  Bee 
—  A  slender  sound!  yet  hoary  Time 
Doth  to  the  Soul  exalt  it  with  the  chine 
Of  all  his  years; — a  company 
Of  ages  coming,  ages  gone ; 
(Nations  from  before  them  sweefHng, 
Regions  in  destruction  steeping,) 
But  every  awful  note  in  unison 
With  that  fiiint  utterance,  which  tells 
Of  treasure  sucked  from  buds  and  belli, 
For  the  pure  keeping  of  those  waxen  celli; 
Where  She,  a  statist  prudent  to  confei 
Upon  the  public  weal;  a  warrior  boldt— 
Radiant  all  over  with  unbomished  goU, 
And  armed  with  living  spear  for  lyatM  fifHi 
A  cunning  forager 
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rettdfl  ao  waits;— A  aoeitl  kulder;  ont 
•  «U  bosf  offioei  imittt 
I  fine  fbnctioM  thai  dfisd  ddight, 
ough  the  winter  ilorai  in  quiet  dwdbl 


She  bfongfat  within  the  power 
n?  —  o*er  thii  tempting  flowier 
g  ontil  the  petala  atay 
hi,  and  take  ita  voice  awajl  — 

each  wing!— >a  tiny  Tan!— - 
ictore  of  her  laden  thigh, 
igile ! — yet  of  anceatry 
naly  remote  and  high; 

the  imperial  front  of  man. 
Bale  bloom  on  woman's  cheek; 
ring  eagle'a  cnr?ed  beak 
ite  plumes  of  the  floating  swan ; 
the  tiger's  paw,  the  lion's  mane 
ken  fay  that  mood  of  stem  disdain 
h  the  deaert  trembles. — Hamming  Bee! 
ig  waa  needless  then,  perchance  unknown; 
da  of  malice  were  not  sown ; 
itoiea  met  in  peace,  from  fierceness  free, 
pride  blended  with  their  dignity. 
I  had  not  broken  fhnn  their  source; 
[oish  stnyed  fimn  her  Tartarian  den ; 
den  yeara  maintained  a  course 
iTcrsified,  though  smooth  and  even ; 
e  not  mocked  with  glimpse  and  shadow, — ^then 
leraphs  mixed  familiarly  with  men ; 
tb  and  stars  composed  a  universal  heaven ! 


ODE  TO  LYCORia 

MAY,  1817. 

1. 

fe  hath  been  when  E!arth  was  proud 
Btre  too  intense 

i  sustained;  and  Mortals  bowed 
iroot  in  selMefence. 
thetit  if  Dian's  crescent  gleamed, 
apid's  sparkling  arrow  streamed 
i  on  the  wing  the  Urchin  played, 
fearlessly  approach  the  shade  1 
ough  for  one  soft  vernal  day, 
I  Bard  of  ebbing  time, 
nurtured  in  a  fickle  clime, 
haunt  this  horned  bay; 
e  amorous  water  multiplies 
litting  halcyon's  vivid  dyes; 
mooths  her  liquid  breast — to  show 
)  swan-like  specks  of  mountain  snow, 
s  as  the  pair  that  slid  along  the  plains 
eaven,  when  Venus  held  the  reins ! 


In  youth  we  love  the  darksome  lawn 

Brushed  by  the  owlet's  wing; 

Then,  Twilight  is  prefbrred  to  Dawut 

And  Autuom  to  the  Spring. 

Sad  &nciea  do  we  then  aflfect, 

In  luxury  of  disrespect 

To  our  own  prodigal  exceas 

Of  too  fimiiUar  happiness. 

Lycoris  (if  such  name  befit 

Thee,  thee  my  li&'s  celestial  aign!) 

When  Nature  marka  the  year'a  decline, 

Be  ours  to  welcome  it; 

Pleased  with  the  harvest  hope  that  runs 

Before  the  path  of  milder  suns; 

Pleased  while  the  sylvan  world  diq^laya 

Its  ripeness  to  the  feeding  gaze; 

Pleased  when  the  sullen  winds  resound  the  knell 

Of  the  resplendent  miracle. 

a 

But  something  whispers  to  my  heart 

That,  as  we  downward  tend, 

Lycoris!  life  requires  an  art 

To  which  our  souls  must  bend; 

A  skill — to  balance  and  supply; 

And,  ere  the  flowing  fount  be  dry. 

As  soon  it  must,  a  sense  to  sip. 

Or  drink,  with  no  fiistidious  lip. 

Frank  greeting,  then,  to  that  blithe  Guest 

Difiusing  smiles  o*er  land  and  sea 

To  aid  the  vernal  Deity 

Whose  home  is  in  the  breast! 

May  pensive  Autumn  ne*er  present 

A  claim  to  her  disparagement! 

While  blossoms  and  the  budding  spray 

Inspire  us  in  our  own  decay; 

Still,  as  we  nearer  draw  to  life's  dark  gaol. 

Be  hopeful  Spring  the  fiivourite  of  the  Soul ! 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Enough  of  climbing  toil !  —  Ambition  treads 

Here,  as  'mid  busier  scenes,  ground  steep  and  rough, 

Or  slippery  even  to  peril !  and  each  step. 

As  we  for  most  uncertain  recompense 

Mount  tow'rd  the  empire  of  the  fickle  clouds, 

Each  weary  step,  dwarfing  the  world  below, 

Induces,  for  its  own  familiar  sights, 

Unacceptable  feelings  of  contempt. 

With  wonder  mixed — that  Man  could  e'er  be  tied. 

In  anxious  bondage,  to  such  nice  array 

And  formal  fellowship  of  petty  things ! 

—  Oh !  't  is  the  heart  that  magnifies  this  life. 

Making  a  truth  and  beauty  of  her  own ; 

And  moss-grown  alleys,  circumscribing  shades, 


WORDSWORTH'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


HssUl  her  in  the  work 
n  resImB  outspread, 
Itlie  odvenlurer'a  gize  — 
liieoding  for  regard. 

e  left  —  how  far  beneath ! 
ts  aeena  to  guard  the  mouth 
Irhoso  pggei  brows  are  fiinged 
\  of  ivy,  in  the  still 
Inding  raotiontciS. 
Irithin,  and  not  unchceied 
la!l  ere  long  perceive) 
f  the  timid  day 
L  such  twilight  to  cnnipow 
en,  in  the  Epcrian  Grot, 
Ipb  appearing  at  his  wish, 
a  regal  mind  might  ask, 
Ibrenthed  thruugh  lipa  divme. 

all  rage,  let  that  dim  cave 

Iciphering  B.i  we  [nny 
y  the  aigliB  of  Earlh 
■nting  for  old  Time 
Teralpd  drnps, 

>  in  risible  mimve 
■aocy  —  mure  and  more 

1?  wheuce  those  aigha  creep  forth 

»  of  humanity. 

lelf  within  thyself. 

I  protracted  till  thine  eye 
n  the  winds  are  gone, 
Inhitlicr.     Deaiegt  Friend.' 
h  Euch  happy  hours  together, 
ranted  lo  replace  them  (fetched 
fi  aliadowB  where  they  lie] 
lof  their  original  sunshine, 

:  passing  sweel 
I  tender  memory'. 


ODE 
|:D  OS  MAY  MORNISG. 

Ipurpling  east  departs 
lied  the  dawn, 

L  her  couch  upstarts, 

I  the  lawn. 

s  freshening  glee, 
Bpected  Power, 
Hi  breath,  from  bush  and  tree, 

I  pearly  shower. 

s  Her  whoee  away 
-'s  extremes; 


o'er  Dooo-daj, 
I  dewy  gleams; 


While  ndlow  warUe,  (prigfatly  ir 
Tbe  Iremulous  heart  excite; 

And  huina  tbe  balnj'  air  to  atiU 
The  balance  of  del^bL 

Time  was,  blest  Powet!  when  Yot 

At  peep  of  dawn  would  riae. 
And  wander  forth,  in  fiireat  ^>de* 

Thy  birth  to  solemniiB, 
Though  mute  tbe  aaag — to  grace 

Untouched  the  bawtfaotn  hoogh 
Thy  Spirit  triampha  o'er  the  alifh 

Man  changes,  but  not  Tboa! 

Thy  feathered  Ijegea  bill  and  wi 

Id  love'a  disport  eniplaj ; 
Warmed  by  thy  influence,  creepta) 

Awake  to  silent  joy : 
Queen  art  thou  atiU  Ibr  each  gay  I 

Where  the  alin  wild  Deer  ron 
And  aerred  in  depths  where  Ftdia 

Their  own  tnyglerioua  grorea. 

Cloud-piercing  Peak,  and  trackle* 

Instinctive  homage  pay; 
Nor  wants  the  dim-lit  Ca?e  a  wn 

To  honour  Thee,  sweet  May! 
Where  Citiea  fanned  by  thy  brisk 

Behold  a  antokelesa  aky, 
Their  puniest  Flowei^pot  aunling 

To  open  a  bright  eye. 

And  if,  on  this  thy  natal  mom. 

The  Pole,  from  which  thy  name 
Hnlh  not  departed,  stands  fbrlom 

Of  Eong  and  dance  and  game. 
Still  from  ths  TJllage-green  a  to» 

Aspires  to  thee  addrest 
Wherever  peace  b  on  the  brow. 

Or  love  within  the  breast 

Yes!  where  Love  nestles  thou  eu 

The  soul  to  love  the  more; 
Hearts  aho  shall  thy  leasoo*  read 

That  never  lovad  before, 
Stript  is  tbe  haughty  One  of  pridi 

The  basbliil  freed  trofn  fear, 
Wliile  rising,  like  the  oeean-tide. 

Id  Bows  the  yyftuM  year. 

Hush,  feeble  lyre!  weak  words  n 

The  service  to  prolong! 
To  yon  enilting  Thiuah  the  Hw 

Inlrasts  the  imperfect  aoog; 
His  voice  shall  chant,  in  accenla  i 

Througboat  the  live-loc^  day, 
Till  the  first  «l*er  Star  appur. 

The  sovereignty  of  May. 
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TO    MAY. 

amaj  suae  have  risen  and  gel 
hou,  blithe  May,  wert  born, 
B,  who  fasiled  thee,  may  forget 
ts,  thy  beauty  aoorn ; 
'  who  to  a  birthday  strain 
not  hirp  uid  voice, 
icirc  throughout  thy  reign 
.teful  Hud  rejoice '. 

odours !  music  eweel, 
BCt  to  puss  away ! 
iealhleea  Bona'  ^  ""*' 
i!'b  desire  —  a  lay 
n  a  thousand  yesra  are  told, 
praise  thee,  genial  Power  1 
iummer  heat,  autumnal  cold, 
uter'a  dreariest  hour. 

,  thy  presence  feel  —  nor  Imr, 
Ihereal  blue 

oft  smile  the  troth  express, 
avens  have  feJt  it  too. 
It  heart  of  man  if  glad 
r  a  liTplier  cbecr; 
that  cannot  but  he  sad 
a  bri^'hlened  tear. 

retort),  through  days  and  weeks 
that  ^rew  by  etealth, 
wan  and  laded  cheeka 

ndled  into  health 

by  thee  rerived,  have  said, 

om  Wanderers,  poorly  fed, 
tiled  upon  thy  flowers. 

ag  lisps  a  merry  song 

)  playfbt  peers! 

:  Infant  who  was  long 

er  of  toad  fears; 

'hen  every  Bhar])-edged  blaat 

in  ita  aheatii, 

r  learea  him  free  to  taste 

nveetDeaa  in  thy  breath. 

a  with  the  Weed  that  creeps 
e  humblest  ground ; 

bare  but  on  its  eteeps 
nrs  may  be  found  ; 
-a  aome  peculiar  nook 

own  handi  have  drest, 
thy  train  are  proud  Co  look, 
D  to  love  it  best 

iw  plesaed  we  wander  forth, 
!ay  ii  wbisperiiv,  "Come! 
1  the  bowers  ef  virgin  earth 
lieat  Ibr  yosr  boma; 


Heaven's  bount«ouB  lo< 

From  aunahine,  clou 
Ofops  on  the  moulderi 

And  on  your  turf-cli  > 

Such  greeting  heard,  i 

For  lilies  tJiat  must 
Or  "the  rathe  priuirost  »  it  dies 

Forsaken"  in  the  shade! 
Vernal  fruiltons  and  desiresi 

Are  linked  In  endless  chase; 
While,  as  one  kindly  growth  retires. 

Another  takes  its  place. 

And  what  if  thou,  sweet  May.  hast  known 

Mishap  by  worm  and  blight; 
If  cspectaliona  newly  blown 

Have  perished  in  thy  sight; 
If  loves  and  joys,  while  up  they  sprung. 

Were  caught  as  in  a  snare; 
Such  is  the  lot  of  all  the  young, 

However  bright  and  fair. 

Lo  t  Streams  [hat  April  could  not  cheek 

Are  patient  of  thy  rule ; 
Gurgling  in  foamy  water-brenk. 

Loitering  in  glassy  pool : 
By  thee,  thee  only,  could  be  sent 

Such  gentle  Miels  as  glide, 
Curling  with  unconfirmed  indent. 

On  that  green  mountain's  side. 

How  delicate  the  lea^  ^il 

Through  which  yon  House  of  God 
Gleams  'mid  the  peace  of  this  deep  dale, 

Sy  few  but  shepherds  trod! 
And  lowly  Huts,  near  beaten  waya. 

No  sooner  stand  attired 
In  thy  fresh  wreaths^  than  Uiey  for  pnisa 

Peep  forth,  and  are  admired. 

Season  of  fancy  and  of  hope, 

Permit  not  for  one  hour 
A  blossom  fnnn  thy  crown  to  drop, 

Nor  add  to  it  a  flower  I 
Keep,  lovely  May,  as  if  by  touch 

Of  self-restraining  ait. 
This  modest  charm  of  not  (oo  mnch. 

Part  seen,  imagined  part! 


DEVOTIONAL  INCTTEMENTa. 


Whkri  will  they  stop,  thoee  breathing  Powers^ 
The  Spirits  of  the  new'^ioni  flowers  ? 
They  wander  with  the  breeie,  they  wind 
Where'er  the  streams  a  puMgv  find ; 
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e  ground  Umj  rise 
I  huTDonJeB  i 
violet,  modeat  ihjniB, 
Beatial  odo«iT8  climb, 
I  below  the  eVj 
li^bt  could  satisfy: 
^t  tax  our  thoughts  with  |wide 
e  thtir  guide. 

I  kiodlieal  of  May-ahowens 
Ibener  of  the  flowers, 
it  virtue  aaftlj  cleaves 
I  freshens  the  young  leaves, 
^  forth  their  aouls  in  Dote 

»  thousand  throats, 
Iby  loo  impetuous  haste, 
■  music  runs  lo  waste, 
re  Dud  more  eatarged, 
,ir  is  overcharged  ; 
a',  to  their  appeal 
o  inferior  zeal, 
t  ihini,  as  well  as  feel. 

s  earth;  aspire!  aipire! 
^thedml  choir, 
I  from  theif  Bolemo  height 

t  loftier  flight; 
Ifrom  the  altar  breathes 

3  embodied  wreaths; 
■  •wiogiug  censer,  shrouds 

I,  and  curls  in  clouds 
I  Form?,  the  still 
I  painter's  skill, 

e  wait  concealed 
Hnd  the  oext  revealed. 
r  bonds,  awake,  arise, 
^sient  ecstasies  1 

1  Iho  viijual  plea 
big  imagery ! 

I  the  attendant  crowd, 
I  upon  the  throng 
lusy  streets  along! 


>r,  as  creedij 
ire  tipumcd  l.hc  weeds:* 
Is,  tlie  awful  forms, 

I  from  their  altars  thrust, 
Lelled  with  the  duet; 

Ih rough  years  renewed 

jicissiluile 

Icing  their  flight 
Bngs  of  day  and  night, 


Kind  Nunra  keep*  a  bearetilydii 
Wide  opea  fbr  the  Kktteted  Pont 
Where  flower-breatbed  inceuw  te 
Is  wafted  in  mote  haimoniw ; 
And  gFoand  fieah  ctoren  I7  tba  | 
la  fiagrant  with  a  hamUer  ta«; 
Where  birds  and  bnoks  &om  1m1 
Chime  forth  unweuied  canticlMh 
And  TspDura  magniQr  and  spread 
The  glory  of  the  bud's  bright  kci 
Still  constant  in  her  worship,  «tiU 
Coalbrming  to  the  Almigfa^  WiU 
Whether  men  sow  or  reap  the  fit 
Her  admonitions  Nature  yields; 
That  not  by  bread  alone  we  lin. 
Or  what  a  hand  of  flesh  can  ^*i 
That  every  day  shoald  leftvs  hon 
Free  fbr  a  sabbath  of  the  beoit; 
So  shall  the  lereiitb  be  truly  Un 
From  morn  to  eve,  with  hallowfll 


THE  PRIMROSE  OF  THE 
A  Rock  there  is  whose  homely 

The  passing  Traveller  slif^ti 
Yet  there  the  Glow-worms  hani 

Like  stars,  at  various  beif^tt 
And  one  coy  Primrose  to  that  I 

The  vernal  breeie  inviteo. 

What  hideous  warfare  bath-  bee 
Wliat  kingdoms  overthrown, 

Since  first  I  spied  that  PrimTM 
And  marked  it  Ibr  my  own; 

A  lasting  link  in  Nature's  chaii 
From  highest  heaven  let  dow 

The  Flowers,  still  faithful  to  tfa 
Their  fellowship  renew; 

The  stems  are  faithful  to  the  n 
That  workelb  oat  of  view  i 

And  to  the  rock  the  root  sdlwn 
In  ever;  fibre  true. 

Clnee  clings  to  earth  the  living 
Though  threatening  still  to  ft 

The  earth  is  constant  to  her  spl 
And  God  upbolds  them  all : 

So  blooms  tbia  lonely  Plant,  not 
Her  annual  funeral. 


Here  closed  the  meditative  9tn 
But  air  breathed  eoft  that  day 

The  hoary  mountain-heights  vrOH 
The  sunny  vale  looked  goy ; 

And  to  the  Primrose  of  the  Boc 
1  gave  this  af\er-lay. 
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Lot  mymiM  «f  teight  llowen^ 
Tliee»  in  Md  and  gian 
onenviad, — mightier  &r 
trtmUiiigi  tbit  lepravo 
nd  tendeoeiai  to  hope 
)d*i  ledeenin?  lore: 


TO  which  dumfodf  fiNr  win  disease, 

lorrowthat  had  bent 

peleaa  daet»  fiNr- withered  agei 

r  moral  e]emeiait» 

med  the  thistlee  of  a  corse 

fpee  beneficent. 

hted  thoogfa  we  are^  we  too, 
reesoniog  Sons  of  Men, 
oe  oblivioos  wmter  called 

rise,  and  breathe  again ; 

eternal  sommer  lose 
Lhrsescore  years  and  ten. 

iblenefls  of  heart  descends 

prescience  from  on  high, 

th  that  elevates  the  Just, 

e  and  when  they  die; 

ikes  each  soul  a  separate  heaven, 

urt  for  Deity. 


OUGHT  ON  THE  SEASONS. 

RED  with  promise  of  escape 
every  hurtful  blast, 
takes,  O  sprightly  May !  thy  shape, 
loveliest  and  her  last 

ir  is  summer  riding  high 
iTce  solstitial  power, 
ir  than  when  a  lenient  sky 
[s  on  her  parting  hour. 

earth  repays  with  golden  sheaves 
labours  of  the  plough, 
>ening  fruits  and  forest  leaves 
nighten  on  the  bough, 

pensive  beauty  autumn  shows, 
re  she  hears  the  sound 
ter  rushing  in,  to  close 
emblematic  round! 

e  oar  Spring,  onr  Summer  such; 
lay  onr  Autumn  blend 
Kiary  Winter,  and  life  touch, 
ugh  heaven-bom  hope,  her  end ! 
3B 


The  nnremitting  voice  of  nightly  atraama 

That  waatea  ao  oftt  we  think,  ita  tnneftd  powen^ 

If  neither  aoothing  to  the  worm  that  gleama 

Through  dewy  graas^  nor  amall  birda  hnahed  in  bowersy 

Nor  onto  sUent  leaves  and  drowsy  floweny-— 

That  voice  of  nnpretending  harmony 

(For  who  what  is  shdl  measoie  by  what  nema 

To  be,  or  not  to  be^ 

Or  tax  high  Heaven  with  prodigality  1) 

Wants  not  a  healing  influence  that  can  creep 

Into  the  human  breast,  and  mix  with  aleep 

To  regulate  the  motion  of  oar  dreama 

For  kindly  iasnes — aa  through  every  dime 

Was  felt  near  murmuring  brooka  in  earliest  time , 

As  at  thia  day,  the  rudest  swaina  who  dwell 

Where  torrents  roar,  or  hear  the  tinkling  knell 

Of  water-breaka,  with  gratefhl  heart  oouM  telL 


FIDELITY. 


A  BARKiao  sound  the  Shepherd  hears, 
A  cry  aa  of  a  Dog  or  Fox; 
He  halts — and  aearchee  with  hia  eyee 
Among  the  acattered  rocka: 
And  now  at  distance  can  discern 
A  stirring  in  a  brake  of  fern ; 
And  instantly  a  dog  is  seen. 
Glancing  through  that  covert  green. 

The  dog  is  not  of  mountain  breed ; 
Its  motions,  too,  are  wild  and  shy; 
With  something,  as  the  Shepherd  thinks, 
Unusual  in  its  cry : 
Nor  is  there  any  one  in  sight 
All  round,  in  hollow  or  on  height; 
Nor  shout,  nor  whistle  strikes  his  ear; 
What  is  the  Creature  doing  herel 

It  was  a  cove,  a  huge  recess. 

That  keeps,  till  June,  December's  snow  ; 

A  lofty  precipice  in  front, 

A  silent  tarn*  below! 

Far  in  the  bosom  of  Helvellyn, 

Remote  from  public  road  or  dwelling, 

Pathway,  or  cultivated  land; 

From  trace  of  human  foot  or  hand. 

There  sometimes  doth  a  leaping  fish 
Send  through  the  tarn  a  lonely  cheer; 
The  crags  repeat  the  raven*a  croak. 
In  symphony  austere; 


•  Tarn  M  a  imaW  Mere  or  Lake,  mortly  high  np  in  fhs  iwwnisiM. 
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^inbow  comei — the  cloud  — 
t  spread  the  fl^iii;  ibniiid ; 
i  ili<>  sDaoding  blut, 
luM,  would  harT7  put ; 
s  hnrrier  binds  it  ftsL 

I  buJiDf;  titoufhta,  a.  while 
J  stoiid :  then  niAkef  hit  wm; 
I  Ekig,  c'm  rocki  mnd  Mont*, 
>  he  nay  ; 

p  bcliin-  be  found 
§rl«tan  on  Uie  frrouDd; 

r  with  a  M^ 
n  Ihe  histOTy. 

Itiriipt  uid  periloua  lockt 
[I  fnlk-n,  lli«t  piece  c^fw! 
1  tbu  Sli«pben]*«  mind 

|iccal|fsi  tho  N&ni«, 

nml  u'lioncc  be  come; 
Ilic  lory  day 
^  Tmvrllfi  pnMcd  tbis  way. 

Iiuider,  for  wlioee  nke 

■  TbIp  I  tellt 

Hdi  Btill  waa  hoveriiif;  nijib, 

J  same  linud  cry, 

I  liocii  iliriKish  three  montbii'  i>pace   [ 

llhat  ■Kvi)>H  place. 

a  plain  Ibat,  since  the  dny  '. 

liklf<\  Traveller  died,  | 

Iwakbod  about  the  spot, 

«r'*  i'uU  :  I 

liTfr  iliniuirb  Rucb  long  time        1 
D  SBVt^  ilist  love  )<ublime ; 
slri<r>L'Lb  of  feeling,  great 


|k  gleaner 

■EO    BV  A  PICTOBE.) 

J  uf  vcrinl  eye^ 
11  »umnic-r'«  golden  ekiee, 
■;lin.>wareahed; 
f  kiiidlins  of  the  morn, 
Kslmd  ftrat  the  tliorn, 
III  l\wy  ti)ii<d 

I,  w'hiKpcriiigi  tbrough  aofl 


I  di-bghl; 
|iu  iiiIihI  Pinitrypd 
u  lUrkert  aliadd 


That  Tiitw,  nnarrinUad  Gimdne, 
From  hifl  Mnoathly-glidiiv  ^nagt. 
What  mortal  fcnD,  whet  eaithlyl 
Itu^ired  the  pencil,  Ibiea  to  tnee, 
And  mingle  coloan  that  riioald  h 
Such  lapture,  nor  want  power  to  : 
For  bad  thy  charge  been  idle  &ni 
F^ir  Damsel,  o'er  my  eaptiTe  mind 
To  truth  and  aofaer  naaoa  blind, 
'Mid  that  aoft  air,  than  long^ost  be 
The  aweet  illumon  might  bafe  honi 

—  Thanka  to  thia  tell-hde  ebeaf  of 
That  touehiogly  beepeaka  thee  bar 
Life'i  daily  laaka  with  them  to  ib 
Who,  wbelher  from  their  lowly  bed 
They  rise,  or  reat  the  weary  liead. 
Ponder  the  bleaaing  they  entreat 
From  Hearen,  and/eri  what  they 
While  they  give  ultciaDce  to  the 
That  aehB  for  daily  bread. 


THE  LABOURER'S  NOON-D. 

Up  to  the  thiooe  of  God  is  bon 
The  voice  of  praise  at  early  moi 
And  he  accepts  the  punctual  h] 
Rung  as  the  light  oT  day  grows 

.Nor  will  he  turn  his  ear  aside 
From  holy  offerings  at  noontide; 
Then  here  reposing  let  us  raise 
A  iiong  of  gratitude  and  praise. 

What  though  our  burthen  be  no 
We  need  not  toil  from  mom  to 
The  respite  of  the  mid-day  houi 
U  in  the  tbankRil  Creature's  pe 

Bic«t  are  the  momenta,  doubly  1 
Thai,  dran-n  from  this  one  hour 
Are  with  a  ready  heart  bestowed 
Upon  the  service  of  our  God  < 

Why  should  we  crave  a  hsllowe 
An  altar  is  in  each  moo'a  oot, 
A  Church  in  every  grove  that  ■ 
Its  living  roof  above  our  heads. 

Ijiok  up  to  Heaven !  the  induati 
Already  half  his  race  bath  run; 
He  caoAot  halt  nor  go  astiay. 
But  our  immortal  Spiriia  may. 

Lord!  rince  bis  rising  in  the  E) 


If  we  have  fUtered  o 
Goide,  film  thy  love'i 
What  yet 


np^Mhis  day's  o 
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I  thy  giice,  througli  life's  abort  day, 

inJ  mid  ouf  downward  w»y ; 

I7  fbt  ns  the  weal, 

!  ehstl  sinh  to  final  rnL 


TO  THE  LADY  - 


thiB  tale — oar  native  Ijind; 
atltemenl  and  moated  gnic 
:t8  onlj  fur  Ihe  hand 

Time  to  decorate ; 
liady  bamiet,  town  that  brealheH 
Btnokc  io  eocial  wrestha. 
ut's  stera  defence  require, 
lut  Ilie  heaven-directed  Spire, 
pie  Tower  (with  pealing  bells) 
I  —  our  only  Citadels. 

iToni  e  noble  line 
ains  sprung,  who  sloully  bore 
r,  yet  gave  to  works  divine 
)UB  help  b  days  of  jore, 
ds  mouldering  in  the  Delt 
shade*  haply  yet  may  lel!) 
dred  aspintions  moved 

within  a  Vale  beloved. 

upon  whose   high  behests 
'  depends,  all  safety  rcsti. 

ly  will  the  woods  embrace 
gbter  of  thy  pious  care, 
sr  front  with  modest  Errncc 


lalt  the  passiog  hour; 

it,  with  a  healing  power 
im  the  Sftcritice  fulfilled, 
B  ragged  Boil  was  tilled, 
1  habitation  rcee 
jpt  the  deep  repoee ! 

f  the  Villagers  rejoice! 
nor  cold,  nor  weary  ways, 

Id  unite  In  prayer  and  praise  j 
f  shall  wild  wandering  Youth 
he  curb  of  sacred  truth, 
Bring  Age,  bent  earthward,  hcor 
lise,  with  uplifted  ear; 


hall  < 


;  the  n 


to  their  Sabbath-day. 


I  ray 


Nor  deem  the  Poet's  hi  , 

His  fancy  cheated  —  tlia,,  van  rev 
A  shade  upun  the  future  cast. 
Of  Time's  paLhetio  sanctity; 
Can  hear  the  monitory  clock 
Sound  o'er  the  lake  with  geiille  shock 
At  evening,  when  the  ground  beneatli 
Is  ruffled  o'er  with  celb  of  Dealli; 
\^'he^E  happy  generations  lie, 
Here  tutored  for  Eteroily. 

Lives  there  a  Man  whose  sole  delights 
Are  trivial  pomp  and  cily  noise. 
Hardening  a  heart  that  loathes  or  alights 
Wliat  every  natural  heart  enjoys? 
Who  never  caught  a  noon-lidc  dream 
From  murmur  of  a  running  stream ; 
Could  strip,  lor  aught  the  prospect  yields 
To  him,  Iheit  verdure  from  the  fields; 
And  take  the  radiance  from  the  clouds 
In  which  the  sun  bis  setting  sbrotids. 

A  Soul  so  pitiably  forlorn. 
If  such  do  on  this  earth  abide. 
May  season  apathy  with  scorn, 
AUy  turn  indilTerence  to  pride. 
And  still  be  not  unblest  —  compared 
With  him  who  grovels,  self-debarred 
From  all  that  lies  within  the  scope 
Of  holy  faith  and  Christian  hope ; 
Yea,  strives  for  olliera  to  bedim 
Tlie  glorious  Light  loo  pure  fur  him. 

AIns!  that  such  perverted  zeal 

Should  spread  on  Britain's  favoured  ground '. 

Thnt  public  order,  private  weal, 

Should  e'er  have  felt  or  feared  a  wound 

From  champions  of  the  desperate  law 

\\'hich  from  their  own  blind  hearts  they  draw 

Who  tempt  their  reason  to  deny 

God,  whom  their  pastiona  dare  defy. 

And  boast  that  the^  alone  are  IVee 

^Vho  reach  this  dire  eilremity ! 

But  turn  we  from  the^e  "  bold  bad"  men : 
The  way,  mild  Lady  1  that  hath  led 
Down  to  their  "dark  opprobrious  den," 
la  all  too  rough  for  Thee  to  tread. 
Softly  as  morning  vapours  glide 
Down  Rydal-cove  from  Fairfield's  side. 
Should  move  the  tenour  of  hit  song 
VVIici  means  to  Charity  no  wrong ; 
Whose  ofibring  gladly  w*ould  accord 
With  this  day's  work,  in  thought  and  word 

Heaven  proBper  it!  may  peace,  and  love. 
And  hope,  and  consolation,  fall. 
Through  its  meek  influence,  from  nbove, 
Aad  penetrate  the  hearts  of  all  j 
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1  Uie  bellowed  Fuie, 
a  thia  fiir  donuio; 

ilc  service  pure, 
;,  shftll  eoduni, 
f  bestowed 
Iber,  sod  tdore  tbeir  God! 


ame  occasion. 


saonoe'er  je  talely  tnsy 
1  Hlackeiiing  Piely  requira ; 
u  tis  pcifurce  muat  go  ulny 


e>  b]r  the  point  in  Iha  hurtm 
n  tba  day  of  Ihe  winl  lo  wbam  tl 
ruina  of  our  AncMon.  u 
■algect  of  the  fulJowing  lUiiias. 

e  age  of  botv  and  epear 
llotiied  wilb  iron  uiblI, 
:,  intent  to  rear 
n  yoD  sequestered  vale; 


I  Ssini 


■tlic 


ig'ls  of  the  niglii, 
wiahed-fur  &aa  uprose. 


It  —  Bs  by  divine  commniiiJ, 
d  fur  Ihut  sign  to  trace, 

Qn,  gave  with  cureful  haad 
ta  determined  place ; 

a  the  Orient  born 
I  the  cro«  bin  life  re^i^ed, 
Bbe  regioDH  of  the  Morn, 
II  come  to  Judge  ManfaiDiL 

I ;  —  Dor  failed  the  eaatetn  sky, 
il  fi^elin^  to  infuae 
IraJ  hopei)  that  sball  not  die, 

0  vigil  ceaMtd ; 

en  of  elder  days, 
I  failbful  lo  the  East, 
Indow  drinks  the  morning  rays; 


irlvin^  to  the  eye 
'hicb  prewhile  it  gnve, 
'prinfT  from  on  higb, 
durkiie.ss  of  the  grave. 


THE  FORCE  OF  PE. 


TUB  FOUNDING  OF  BOL' 

"SBI^Jt  i(  ^oot  fi>r  a  fttotUH  bn 
Wilb  these  dark  words  begins  m 
And  tbeir  meaning  ii,  whence  a 
When  Prayer  ia  of  no  avail ! 

**^biit  it  ^M)i  for  a  beotUM  bn 
The  Falconer  la  the  Lady  aaid: 
And  she  made  aoawer  "  ■nti.Baa 
For  she  knew  that  her  Son  wu 

She  knew  it  by  the  FUconer'a  i 
And  from  the  look  of  the  Falcon 
And  froca  the  love  which  was  ia 
For  her  youthful  Romilly. 

—  Young  Romilly  throogfa  Bardei 
la  rnnging  high  and  low; 

And  holds  a  Grpybound  in  a  leai 
To  let  slip  upon  buck  or  doe. 

The  Pair  have  reached  that  feail 
How  templing  to  bestride ! 
Fur  Lordly  Wharf  ia  there  pent 
With  locka  on  either  side. 

This  Striding-place  is  called  Tbi 
A  nnmc  which  it  took  of  yore: 
A  tliuusand  years  bath  it  borne  I 

And  shall  a  thousand  more. 

And  hither  is  young  Romilly  cov 
And  what  may  now  forbid 
Thai  he.  perhnps  for  the  hundred 
ShHll  bound  ftcroBB  The  Stkid  ! 

Up  eprunff  in  glee,  —  fcr  what  a 
Thai  liie  River  wa*  strong,  and  th' 

—  But  the  Greyhound  in  the  leai 
And  checked  him  ia  hia  leap. 

The  Buy  is  in  the  arms  of  Wha 
And  strangled  by  a  merciless  6ir 
Fur  never  more  waa  young  Rami 
Till  lie  rose  a  lifeless  Corw. 

Now  there  is  stillness  in  the  Val 
And  deep,  unepeaking  aorrow: 
Wharf  sball  ba  to  pitying  hearts 
A  name  more  sad  than  Yarrow. 

If  for  a  Lover  the  Lady  wept, 
A  solace  she  might  borrow 
From  death,  and  from  the  pasnoi 
Old  Wharf  might  heal  her  sono 

•  Sit  iIif  Wbiit  Doe  of  Ryb 
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not  for  the  wedding-day 
■  to  be  to-morrow : 
wu  a  furthor-lookini;  hope, 
is  >  Mother's  Borrow. 

Tree  that  stood  alone, 
ily  did  its  branches  wave; 
oot  of  this  delightful  Tree 
St  Husbtkod's  grave! 

I  in  darkneea  did  she  ait, 
Irst  worda  were,  "  Let  there  be 
on  the  field  of  Wharf, 

ly  Priory  w»b  reared ; 
rf^  «a  he  moved  along, 
I  jtnned  &  moumrtil  voice, 
I  mt  Eren-acine. 

J^y  preyed  in  henvinesa 
k1  not  for  relief! 
y  did  ber  succour  coinc. 
Jence  to  her  gtief. 

I  lack  ■  timely  end. 
Bod  we  turn,  and  oi^k 
i  be  our  Friend. 


FAtTT,  AND  AN  I.HAGINATION: 


TE  AND  ALFRED  □ 


E  SEA-SHORE. 


ih  Conqueror  on  hia  royal  chair, 
a  lace  of  haughly  sovereitrnty, 
covert  purpose,  cried  —  "  O  je 
ng  waters  of  llie  deep,  tiiat  share 
green  iaie  my  fortucea,  come  not  where 
er'a  throne  is  set !"  —  Absurd  decree ! 
B  uttered  to  the  Ibaming  eea. 
notion  less  than  wanton  air. 
«nnte,  rising'  from  the  uivuded  Tiirone, 
I  servile  Courtiers,  "  Poor  the  reach, 
guieed  extent,  of  mortal  sway '. 
I  k  king,  and  he  alone 
he  name  (this  truth  the  billows  preach) 
^rlamne  laws,  sea,  earth,  and  heaven  obe} 
reproof  the  prooperous  Dane 

0  the  influx  of  the  Main, 

irhoee  rugged  northern  moutha  would  stra 

1  Sattery; 

te  (truth  more  worthy  to  be  known) 
time  forth  did  for  his  brows  disown 
latioas  symbol  of  a  Crown ; 

earthly  royally 
ble  and  vain. 

one  of  elder  day  a, 

land's  fondest  praise, 


Her  darling  Alfred,  might  \m\ 

To  clieer  the  remnant  of  his  num 

When  he  was  driven  from  cuosL  to  coast. 

Distressed  and  haraaaed,  but  with  mind  unbroken: 

"  My  liithful  Followers,  lo !  tlie  tide  is  tpcnl ; 

That  rose,  and  steadily  advanced  to  fill 

The  shores  and  channels,  working  Nature's  will 

Among  tlie  mazy  streams  that  backward  went. 

And  in  the  sluggish  pools  where  ships  are  pent: 

And  now,  its  task  performed,  the  Flood  stands  still 

At  the  green  base  of  many  an  inland  hill. 

In  placid  beauty  and  sublime  content '. 

Such  the  repose  that  Sage  and  Hero  tind; 

Such  meoaured  rest  the  sedulous  and  good 

Of  humbler  name ;  whose  eouIe  do,  like  tlie  flood 

Of  Ocean,  press  riglit  on ;  or  gently  wind, 

Neitlier  to  be  diverted  nor  withstood. 

Until  they  reach  the  bounds  by  Heaven  assigned." 


"  A  littlf  tmteard  lend  thy  gviding  hand  ,  ^f^ 

To  these  dark  ilepi,  a  little  further  on ."" 

—  What  trick  of  memory  to  my  voice  bath  broughl 
This  mournful  iteration!    For  tliough  Time, 

The  Conqueror,  crowns  the  Conquered,  on  this  brow 
Planting  his  favourite  silver  disdem. 
Nor  he,  nor  minister  of  his —  intent  '  * 

To  run  before  him,  hath  enrolled  me  yet,  ■ 

Though  not  unmenaccd,  among  those  who  leilt 
Upon  a  living  staff,  with  borrowed  sight. 

—  O  my  Antigone,  beloved  child  ! 

Should  that  day  come  —  but  hark  \  the  birds  salute 
The  cheerful  dawn,  brightening  for  me  the  east; 
For  me,  thy  natural  Leader,  once  again 
Impatient  to  conduct  thee,  not  as  erist 
A  tottering  Infant,  with  compliant  stoop 
From  flower  to  flower  supported  ;  but  to  curb 
'  Thy  nymph-like  etep  swifl-bounding  o'er  the  lawn, 
]  Along  the  loose  rocks,  or  the  slippery  verge 
Of  foaming  torreirt.  —  From  thy  orisons 
Come  Ibrth;  and,  while  the  morning  air  is  yet 
Transparent  as  the  soul  of  innocent  youth, 
Let  me,  Ihy  liappy  Guide,  now  point  thy  way. 
And  now  precede  tliee,  winding  to  and  fro. 
Till  we  by  perseverance  gain  the  top 
Of  some  smooth  ridge,  whose  brink  piecipitous 
Kindles  intense  desire  for  powers  withheld 
From  this  corporeal  frame;  whereon  who  elands. 
Is  seized  with  strong  incitement  lo  push  forth 
Hia  artns,   as  swimmers   use,   and   plunge  —  dread 

thought ! 
For  pastime  plunge  —  into  the  "  abrupt  abyss," 
Wlicre  Ravens  spread  llieir  piumy  vans,  at  ease ! 

And  yet  more  gladly  thee  would  I  conduct 
Through  woods  and  spacious  forests,  —  to  behold 
There,  how  tlie  Original  of  human  art. 
Heaven-prompted  Nature   r 


-  .-y 
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Her  templee,  fearless  for  the  stately  work, 
Though  waves  m  every  breeie  its  high-arched  roof. 
And  storms  the  pillars  rock.    But  we  such  schools 
Of  reverential  awe  will  chiefly  seek 
In  the  still  sommer  noon,  while  beams  of  light. 
Reposing  hen,  and  in  the  aisles  beyond 
Traceably  gliding  through  the  dusk,  recall 
To  mind  the  living  presences  of  Nuns ; 
A  gentle,  pensive,  white-rcrfied  sisterhood, 
Whose  saintly  radiance  mitigates  th6  gloom 
Of  those  terrestrial  fabrics,  where  they  serve, 
To  Christ,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness,  espoused. 

Now  also  shall  the  page  of  classic  lore. 
To  these  glad  eyes  fifoni  bondage  freed,  again 
Lie  open ;  and  the  book  of  Holy  Writ, 
Again  unfolded,  passage  clear  shall  yield 
To  heights  more  glorious  still,  and  into  shades 
More  awful,  where,  advancing  hand  in  hand, 
We  may  be  taught,  O  Darling  of  my  care  ! 
fo  calm  the  affections,  elevate  the  soul. 
And  consecrate  our  lives  to  truth  and  love. 
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The  sylvan  slopes  with  corn-clad  fields 
Are  hung,  as  if  with  golden  shields, 
Bright  trophies  of  the  sun ! 
Like  a  fitir  sister  of  the  sky. 
Unruffled  doth  the  blue  Lake  lie. 
The  Mountains  looking  on. 

And,  sooth  to  say,  yon  vocal  Grove, 
Albeit  uninspired  by  love. 
By  love  untaught  to  ring. 
May  well  afford  to  mortal  ear 
An  impulse  more  profoundly  dear 
Than  music  of  the  Spring. 

For  that  from  turbulence  and  heat 
Proceeds,  from  some  uneasy  seat 
In  Nature's  struggling  frame. 
Some  region  of  impatient  life ; 
And  jealousy,  and  quivering  strife. 
Therein  a  portion  claim. 

This,  this  is  holy;  —  while  I  hear 
These  vespers  of  another  year, 
This  hymn  of  thanks  and  praise. 
My  spirit  seems  to  mount  above 
The  anxieties  of  human  love, 
And  earth's  precarious  clays. 

But  list!  —  though  winter  storms  be  nigh. 
Unchecked  is  that  soft  harmony: 
There  lives  Who  can  provide 
For  all^his  creatures;  and  in  Him, 
Even  like  the  radiant  Seraphim, 
These  Choristers  confide. 


UPON  THE  SAME  OOCAflK): 

Depaktiiio  Somoier  hftth  aMomsd 

An  aspect  tenderly  iUanied« 
The  gentlest  look  of  Spring ; 
That  calls  from  yonder  leafy  ibtdi 
Unfaded,  yet  prepared  Co  &de, 
A  timely  carolling. 

No  faint  and  heeitaUiig  trill, 
Such  tribute  as  to  Wioler  ehOl 
The  lonely  Redbreast  pays 
Clear,  load,  and  lively  is  the  din, 
From  social  warUera  gathering  in 
Their  harvest  of  sweet  laysL 

Nor  doth  the  example  fitil  to  cheer 
Me,  conscious  that  my  leaf  is  sere, 
And  yellow  on  the  boagfa:'- 
Fall,  rosy  garlands,  finom  my  heed! 
Ye  myrtle  wreaths,  your  ftagrtoee 
Around  a  younger  brow! 

Yet  will  I  temperately  rejoice; 
Wide  is  the  range,  and  fine  the  eh 
Of  undiscordant  themes; 
Which,  haply,  kindred  souls  may  p 
Not  less  than  vernal  ecstasies^ 
And  passion's  feverish  dreams. 

For  deathless  powers  to  verse  beki^ 
And  they  like  Demi-gods  are  itnof^ 
On  whom  the  muses  smile; 
But  some  their  function  have  diseliii 
Best  pleased  with  what  is  aptliest  fi 
To  enervate  and  defile. 

Not  such  the  initiatory  strains 
Committed  to  the  silent  plains 
In  Britain's  earliest  dawn 
Trembled  the  groves,  the  sttrs  frev 
While  all-too-darmgly  the  veil 
Of  Nature  was  withdrawn  ! 

Nor  such  the  spirit-stirring  note 
When  the  live  chords  Alceus  wBote. 
Inflamed  by  sense  of  wrong; 
Woe !  woe  to  Tyrants !  firom  the  lyrt 
Broke  threateningly,  in  sparkles  dire 
Of  fierce  vindictive  song. 

And  not  unhallowed  was  the  pt^ 
By  winged  Love  inscribed,  to  assoigt 
The  pangs  of  vain  pursuit ; 
Love  listening  while  the  Lesbian  Mii 
With  finest  touch  of  ptssioD  swayed 
Her  own  JEoVmn  lute. 
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■a  patiently  c;<plore 

k  of  Herculaneaii  lore, 

iturel  could  ye  seize 

eban  tnig'nieal,  or  unroll 

lous,  Lendei^heacled  ecmll 

iimonideB. 

e,  indeed,  &  genuine  birth 

.  ■  burating  forth 

I  from  the  duet: 

race  gloried  to  beliold, 

ro  loved,  shall  we  enfold  1 

hiy  Time  be  just ! 


ISHING-GATE  DESTROYED.* 

f  —  wilb  aid  belief  and  dreaia 
id  it  cluDg,  and  tetnpting  ecbeme 
Lsed  fmin  fear  and  doubt  j 
iright  landscape  too  must  lie, 
.ank  wall  from  every  eye 
itleasly  shut  out. 
eas  ye  who  «eldoni  paased 
ling — bat  a  look  ye  cut 

tbe  lalw  below, 
'■l-etiiring  power  it  gained 
1  which  here  was  enierteiDed, 
Kh  reuoD  might  mj  no. 
wt  graond,  where,  o'er  tbe  qirings 
,  Glofy  etapi  bei  winge, 
'  shedi  tbe  eialtiog  tear; 

tB  wide,  and  many  a  nook 
>f  is,  like  thia,  a  book 

sooth  a  happy  thoujjht 
«d,  OD  BO  &ir  a  spot, 
tifident  a  token 
;  good  1  —  the  charm  is  fled ; 
centuries  spun  a  thread, 
h  one  harsh  day  has  broken, 
him  who  gave  the  word ; 
DO  sympathy  afford, 
ed  from  earth  or  heaven, 
so  ofl  by  hope  betrayed ; 
f  wishes  wanted  aid 
h  here  waa  freely  given  ? 
r  the  love-lorn  maiden's  wound, 
so  readily  be  found 
m  of  expectation ! 
ir  lar-off  children,  where 
lers  breathe  a  lihe  sweel  air 
me-felt  consolation! 

399. 

old.  upon  wbil  f  Ihoughl  good  auihoriir, 
d  been  deiiltuyed,  and  the  opening,  nhere 
ip,  I  gB»o  vent  imniediBlely  lo  my  feehngg 
Bui  going  lo  ihe  place  »ome  lime  after.  J 
b  ddighl,  mj'  old  tBVouiile  unmolested. 


And  not  unfelt  will  prove  tl 
'.Mid  trivial  care  and  petty  i.i.»« 

And  each  day's  sbiLllow  grief; 
Though  the  most  easily  beguiled 
Were  oil  among  the  first  that  amiled 

At  their  own  fond  bcIieE 
If  still  the  reckless  change  we  mourn, 
A  reconciling  thought  may  turn 

To  harm  that  might  lurk  here, 
Ere  Judgment  prompted  from  within 
Pit  aims.  With  courage  to  begin, 

And  strength  to  persevere. 
Not  Fortune's  slave  is  man :  our  bIbIh 
Enjoins,  while  firm  resolves  await 

Oft  wishes  juEt  and  wise, 
That  strenuous  action  follow  both. 
And  life  be  one  perpetual  growth  _, 

Of  heaveu-iverd  enterprise. 
So  taught,  so  trained,  we  boldly  Isee 
All  accidents  of  time  and  place; 

Whatever  prope  may  fail, 
Truel  in  that  sovereign  Isw  can  spread 
Neiv  glory  o'er  the  maintaiu'i  bead. 

Fresh  beauty  throogb  tbe  vale. 
That  troth  iafi>rming  mind  and  heart, 
The  aimplest  cottager  may  part, 

Ungrieved  with  eharm  and  ipell; 
And'  yet,  loet  WMiiiig-gate,  to  thee 
The  voice  ef  grateffal,  memotr 
aball  iHd  a  kind  farewell ! 


!  DION.» 

(SEE  PLITTARCH.) 

;  1. 

Faik  is  the  Swan,  whose  majesty,  prevailidg 
;  O'er  breezelesi  water,  on  Locamo'a  lake, 
'  Bears  him  on  while  proudly  miling 
-  He  leaves  behind  a  moon-illuniiued  wake: 
Behold  \  the  mantliDg  spirit  of  reserve 
I  Fashions  his  neck  into  a  goodly  curve; 
An  arch  thrown  back  between  luxuriant  wings 
Of  whitest  garniture,  like  fir-tree  boughs 
To  which,  on  some  unruffled  morning,  cliitga 
A  Sahy  weight  of  winter's  purest  snows '. 
—  Behold !  —  as  with  a  gushing  impulse  heaves 
That  downy  prow,  and  softly  cleaves 
The  mirror  of  the  crystal  flood, 
'  Vanish  inverted  hill,  and  shadowy  wood, 

[*  In  the  later  editions,  ihs  opening  atania  (down  lo  iha 
SOth  line)  has  been  removed  to  the  notea,  with  Ihs  fallow- 
ing eiplanaiion  from  the  author  : — "  This  posm  began  with 
the  following  etania  which  has  been  displaced  on  account 
of  ill  detaining  the  reader  too  long  from  the  eiibjcci,  and 
BB  rather  precluding,  than  prepanng  for,  the  due  efTeei  uf 
the  alluBion  lo  ihc  genius  of  Plato."  li  ii  a  nmarkabla 
<  iiiEiance  of  the  comparative  sacrifice  of  ■  posMge  of  grrat 
beautv  to  ihe  Poet'*  dutiful  regard  for  the  principles  of  hw 
Art— H   R.I 
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L-  witlioul  visible  Mate 
if  Night 
light, 


|od  to  embrace, 

Tiitieence, 

I'B.s  seen  (o  wbiI 
a  lunar  besm 
iW  lofty  *))here, 
e  of  Academe, 
li^rty  aiuiten?; 

itud-., 

a  pnduod, 
111  boMHn  rei([D, 

if  od  verse  fkte. 


-O  llie  rapturouB  day! 
s  mi  armed  with  spear  ai 

ourse  mig-ht  yield, 
|l>ri^lit  array. 

tiooa  pFuple  see 
Iti^  nt  their  head, 

■a  of  Sicily, 
lin^.  corslet  clad  '. 
B'd  by  doubt  or  feur 
lishing  Co  the  plain, 
a  holy  train 
u  ImmorUls  dear) 
IS  liberty  a^in. 
I.'ntored,  on  each  hand, 
■h  gobleta  tilled  with  wine 

T  marchee  by, 
|i]id  with  IruilB  beslrown; 
n  thrown 

e  abstain  from  prayer. 


'  Your  once  pwept  memon-,  sliiiiiou» 
I  For  him  who  lo  divinity  Hspired. 

I  Nut  on  the  breath  of  populu-  afqdau 
'  But  through  dependence  on  the  saci 
j  Framed  io  tlie  echoola  where  Wladi 
Intent  to  trace  the  ideal  path  of  rig 
(More  fair  tliao  beaven'a  broad  ca 

Which  Dion  learned  to  measure  wi 

But  he  hath  overleaped  the  eternal 

And,  following  guides  whose  craft  I 

With  aught  thai  breathes  the  ethei 

Hath  stained  the  robes  of  civil  pow 

Unjustly  shed,  though  lor  the  publi 

Whence  doubts  that  came  tn>  late. 

Hollow  excuses,  and  triumphant  pa 

And  oH  his  cogitations  sink  as  low 

As  through  tlie  abysses  of  a  joylea 

The  heaviest  plummet  of  despair  a 

Bui  whence  that  sudden  check  ?  tit. 

He  hears  an  uncouth  sooiu 

Anon  hia  lifled  eyes 

Saw  at  a  lonff-drawn  gallery's  tiush 

A  Shn  pe  of  more  than  mortal  size 

And  hideous  nspect,  stalking  round 

A  wiimnn'a  garb  the  Phanti 

And  fiercely  swept  the  mar 

Like  Auati>r  whirling  lo  an 

His  force  on  Caspian  faun 

Or  Boreas  when  he  scours  the  sot 

Thnt  Bkins  the  plnine  of  Thessaly, 

Or  when  alult  on  Mienalus  he  sto 

liis  night,  'mid  eddying  pine-tree 


So,  but  from  toil  less  aic>n  of  proGI  : 
The  sullen  Spectre  tc  her  purpose  I 
Sweeping —  vehemently  awi 
No  pause  admitted,  no  design  avowi 
"  Avaunt,  inexplicable  Guest !  —  av 
Exclaimed  the  Chieftain  —  "  Let  m< 
The  coronal  that  colling  vipera  ma) 
The  larcb  ilmt  flames  with  many  a 
And  the  long  train  of  doleliil  pages. 
Which  they  behold,  whom  vengeful 
Who,  while  they  struggle  from  tlie 
Move  where  the  blasted  soil  is  not  i 
And,  in  their  anguisli.  bear  what 


whose  spirit  dreads 


But  Shapes  thai  come  not  at  ut  f 
Will  not  depart  when  mortal  toic< 
Lords  of  the  visionary  Eye,  whosa 
Once  raised,  remnins  aghast,  and  \ 
e  Gods,  thought  He,  that  servile 
Obeys  a  myBtical  intent! 


POEMS  OF  SENTIMENT  AND   REFLECTION. 


irter  would  biOElj  away 

that  to  my  soul  adhere ; 
i  Bhc  labour  night  and  day, 

not,  cannot  dJEsppear ; 
in^y  perturbations,  —  and  that  icnk 
>  Philoaiphy  can  brook  ! 

7. 
hief!  there  are  whose  hopes  are  built 
tuiaa  of  thy  glorious  name  ; 
4jgh  the  portal  of  one  momeni'e  guilt, 
X  with  their  deadly  aim ! 
^ea  perfidy !  portentous  lust 
VU9  crime!  —  that  horror-aCrilciiig  blade, 

dctiance  of  the  Gods,  hath  laid 
■  Syracusan  low  in  dust ! 

the  walls  — the  marWe  city  wept- 
in  placet  beared  a  pensive  Ngh ; 
m  peace  the  appointed  Victim  slept, 
,  fallen,  in  mognaniiaity  ; 
too  capacious  to  require 
tiny  her  course  should  change ;  tjxi  juat 
a  native  greatness  to  deeire 
tchcd  boon,  days  lengthened  by  mistrust 
he  hopeless  troubles  that  involved 
of  Dion,  instantly  dissolved, 
trom  life  and  caree  of  princely  state. 
lis  moral  grafted  on  his  Fate, 
y  pleoaare  leodsi  and  peace  attends 

him.  the  shield  of  Jove  defends. 
eana  are  fair  and  spotless  aa  his  ends." 


PRESENTIMENTS. 

nxBvi*!  they  judge  not  right 
eem  that  ye  from  open  light 
■e  in  fear  of  ahame ; 
iten-bom  Instincts  shun  the  t«ucli 
fai  sense,  and,  being  such. 
privilege  ye  claim. 

ar  who«c  source  I  could  not  guess, 
iep  sigh  that  seemed  fatherless, 
e  mine  in  early  days ; 
iw,  unforced  by  Time  to.  part 
■"ancy,  I  obey  ray  liearl, 
venture  on  your  praise. 


ome  busy  Foes  to  good, 
<tent  over  nerve  and  blood, 

near  you,  and  combine 
it  the  health  which  ye  infuse, 
idea  not  from  the  roonl  Muse 
-  ori^  divine. 

■  3C 


How  ot\  Irom  you,  dnrid 

Comes  Fnitb  that  in  nui  ».. 

Builds  castles,  not  of 
Bodings  UDS8nclion«id  by        will 
Flow  from  your  visionary  rKill, 

And  teach  ua  U>  bewun;. 

The  bosom-weight,  ynur  Atnbborn  gift. 
That  no  philoBophy  can  lift. 

Shall  vanieh,  if  ye  pleane, 
Like  morning  mist;  and,  where  it  laf. 
The  spirits  at  your  bidding  play 

In  gaiety  and  ease. 

SUr-guided  Contemplationa  move 

Through  space,  though  calm,  not  raised  above 

Prognostics  that  ye  rule  ; 
The  naked  Indian  of  the  Wild, 
And  haply,  too,  the  cradled  Child, 

Are  pupils  of  your  school. 

But  who  can  fathom  yout  intents, 
Number  their  signs  or  inslnimenlsT 

A  rainbow,  a  sunbeam, 
A  subtle  amell  that  Spring  unbinds, 
D«ad  pause  abrupt  of  midnight  wind%    . 

An  echo,  or  a  dream. 

Tlip  laughter  of  the  Christmas  hearth 
With  sighs  of  seif-exhausled  mirth 

Ye  feelingly  reprove  ; 
And  daily,  in  the  conscious  breast. 
Your  v 


And  e 


e  of  Ic 


When  some  great  change  gives  boundless  scope 
To  an  exulting  Nation's  hope. 

Of),  startled  and  made  wise 
By  your  low-breathed  interpreliDgs, 
The  simply-meek  foretaste  the  spring's 

Of  bitter  o 


Ye  daunt  the  proud  array  of  War, 
Pervade  the  lonely  Ocean  far 

As  sail  hath  been  unRtrled ; 
For  Dancers  in  the  festive  hall 
What  ghastly  Partners  hath  your  call 

Fetched  ftoro  the  shadowy  world  t 

'Tis  said,  that  wamingi  ye  dispenae. 
Emboldened  by  a  keener  sense  ; 

That  men  have  lived  fur  whom. 
With  dread  precision,  ye  made  clear 
The  hour  that  in  a  distant  year 

Should  knell  Ihem  to  the  tomb. 
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I  Yft  there  are 

B  laid  btre, 

113  which  commtDds 
worlds  she  atanda, 
DUf  grace. 

\e  B rules  lo  ecent 

;d  the  scale 
vantB  providPl 
a  humbler,  guidea. 


with  tliy  regard, 

voured  not  the  least, 

i)'  this  Book  inscribed, 

era  of  thought 

IK  place  and  lime 

:  —  months   passed,  and   still 


id  to  imprint 
of  thy  Lord  inspired, 
of  Thee. 

in  the  Theme  ilst'lf. 
that  delight  to  strive 
d  seem  to  court  Ihe  ahowor, 


■h  (o 


f  the  sun 

mg  Ihe  unclouded  sky, 
■in  hb  flattering  beams: 

a  humble  Band, 
Hiffi'nj  of  earth, 
p  and  character. 


■wers,  and  stately  Groves, 
],  Mountain-stream! 
and  ye  Parterres, 
d  proud  to  call  her  own ; 
y  noble  Friend 

1  inward  sense 
Ktful  love, 

Kctions  could  no  more 
I  broke  out  in  song; 
I  lip  and  dropt 
Bthosc  under-notes 
I  when  autumna!  leaves 


Are  thin  upMi  the  boogb.  Uine,  tm 
The  pleaaure  wat,  and  no  one  heard 
Checked,  in  the  n>oinent  of  its  isnie 
And  reprehended  by  a  ftncied  Uush 
Prom  the  pare  qualities  that  called  i 

Thus  Virtue  lives  debarred  from  Vii 
Thus,  l«d;,  is  reliredDess  a  veil 
That,  while  it  only  spreads  a  softenu 
O'er  features  looked  at  by  diacemini 
Hides  half  their  beaoty  fivm  the  cot 
And  thus,  even  on  the  ezpooed  and  1 
or  lofly  station,  female  goodneM  wa 
AVhen  side  by  side  with  lunar  geutli 
As  m  a  cloister.  Yet  the  grateful  I 
(Such  the  immunities  of  lov  estate. 
Plain  Nature's  enviable  pririlege!. 
Her  aacred  recompense  for  many  wi 
Open  their  hearts  before  The^  pouri 
All  that  they  think  and  feel,  with  to 
And  benedictions  not  unheard  in  tiei 
And  friend  in  the  ear  of  friend,  whe 
To  follow  truth,  is  eloquent  as  they. 

Then  let  the  Book  receive  in  tbeae  ] 
A  jijiit  memorial ;  and  thine  eyes  coi 
To  mad  that  they,  who  mark  thy  coi 
A  life  declining  with  the  ptlden  ligt 


OfH 


Rcc  cheerfulness  undamped  by  sleali 
Si^c  studied  kindness  flow  with  easy 
llluBlrated  with  inborn  courtesy; 
And  an  habitual  disregard  of  self 
Rilanced  by  vigilance  for  others'  w< 


And  shall  the  verse  not  tell  of  ligfate 
With  Ihese  ennobling  attributes  conji 
And  blended,  in  peculiar  hannony. 
By  Youth's  surviving  spirit!  What) 
A  nymph-like  liberty,  in  nymph-like 
Beheld  with  wonder;  whether  floor o 
Thou  tread,  or  on  the  managed  steed 
Pleet  as  the  shadows,  over  down  or  fi 
Driven  by  strong  winds  at  play  amoD 


Yet  one  word  more — one  ftrewell  w 
Which  came,  but  it  bas  passed  into  a 
Tliat,  aa  thy  sun  in  brightoeas  is  decli 
So,  at  an  hour  yet  distant  fbr  Ihrir  sal 
Whose  tender  love,  here  Altering  on 
Of  a  diviner  love,  will  be  Ibrgiven, ' 
So  may  It  set  m  peace,  to  lise  agai 
For  everlasting  glory  woo  by  ftfth. 


^v 


POOR  ROBIN.' 

e  makeB  a  Eplendid  allow, 
3  face  tlie  Mnrch  winds  in  full  blow, 
ibjer  growtbs  as  movH  with  one  desire 
I  welcome  Epring  Iheir  beat  attire, 
lit)  is  yet  flowarieBB;  but  how  guy 
i  red  stalks  upon  Ihia  sunny  day  I 
lU  tufla  of  leaves  be  spreudu,  content 
Linl  bed  and  gcanly  nourishment, 
itti  the  green,  soine  ahine  not  lucking  power 
Eunimer's  brighlei't  scarlet  flower; 
era  tbey  well  miglit  seem  to  passere-by 

—  or  ■  richer  produce  (liid  it  suit 

on)  sprinklings  of  ripe  strawberry  Iruil. 


me  unEonght, 
a  lliongbl  1 


e  a  Ihoiisind  pleasure: 

upon  his  wealth  or  wi 
ring  touched  in  preludi 
y  fancies  that  would  round  him  piny 
II  the  world  acknowledged  eltin  sway! 
it  suit  our  humour  la  commi^nd 
bin  aa  a  sure  and  crnfty  Crieiwl, 
>racticc  teacliea,  spite  of  names  to  show 
oluurs  whether  tbey  deceive  or  no!  — 
'  would  simply  praiae  the  free  good-will 
lich,  though  slighted,  he,  on  naked  hill 
irra  valley,  seeks  his  part  to  til); 

alike  ir  bare  of  flowers  as  now, 
I  his  tiny  genu  ahall  deck  his  brow : 
e,  we  wish  that  men  by  men  despbed, 
h  Ds  Itfl  their  foreheads  overprized, 
omelimes  think,  where'er  they  chance  to  spy 
Id  of  Nature's  own  huinilily. 
■compense  is  kept  in  elcire  or  left 
hit  I  eeem  neglected  or  here  it : 
li*t  nice  care  equivalents  are  given, 
I,  how  bountiful,  the  bund  of  Heaven. 


)  A  REDBREAST  — (IN  SICKNESS). 

Stat,  Itllle  cheerful  Rubin  1  stay. 

And  at  my  casement  sing, 
Though  it  should  prove  a  farewell  lay 

And  this  our  parting  spring. 

Though  I,  slas!  miiy  ne'er  enjoy 

The  promise  in  thy  song; 
A  chiirm,  thai  (bought  can  not  destroy. 

Doth  to  thy  strain  behmg. 

Hethinks  ihat  in  my  dyin^  hnur 
TJiy  Bong  would  =tjli  be  Jc:ir, 

And  with  a  more  than  earthly  power 
Mj  pusing  epJTJt  cheer. 

■•  wa       *ild  Oertninm  known  by  ihai  name. 


FLOATING  ISLAND.- 


HAtiMONiQOa  Powers  wjth  Nature  work 

On  sky,  earth,  river,  lake  and  sea ; 
I  .Sunshine  and  cloud,  wiiirlwind  and  bceuso, 
.  All  in  one  duteous  task  agree. 

Once  did  I  sec  a  slip  of  earth 
I  (By  throbbing  waves  long  undermined) 
Loosed  from  its  hold ;  how,  no  one  knew, 
But  all  might  fcv  it  Siitit,  obedient  to  the  wind ; 

Might  see  it,  from  (he  mos.>y  ?horo 
Dissevered,  float  upon  the  Luke, 
1  Float  with  its  crest  of  trees  adorned 
On  which  the  warbling  birds  tlieir  pastime  take 

Food,  shelter,  wfcly,  there  tbey  fiud; 

There  berries  ripen,  flowerets  bloom ; 

There  insects  live  iheir  lives,  and  die; 

A  peopled  world  it  is;  in  »ite  a  tiny  roois.      -     '■ 

And  thus  through  many  aea»ooa'  space  ,.  'i 

Tliis  little  Island  may  survive; 

Btit  Nature,  tliougli  we  mark  her  not, 

Will  take  alvay,  may  cease  to  give. 

Perchance  when  you  are  i;  indering  forth 
I  Upon  some  vacant  sunny  dty. 
Without  an  object,  hope,  or  fear, 
Tiiilher  jour  eyes  may  turn— the  Isle  is  passed  iwaj; 

Rnried  beneoth  the  glittering  Like, 
Its  place  no  longer  to  be  found ; 
Yet  the  lost  fragments  shall  remain 
To  fertiliie  some  other  ground. —  D.  ^V. 


INSCRIPTION 

OS   THE  BANKS  OF  A  ROCKr   STREAM. 
BRnoLD  an  embleni  of  our  humsn  mind 
Cruwdi-d  with  thoughts  that  need  a  settled  boiMt 
Yel,  like  to  eddying  balls  of  loam 
Witliin  this  whirlpool,  they  each  other  ahaw 
Round  and  round,  and  neillier  End 
An  outlet  nor  a  resting  place'. 
Strangi'r,  if  such  disf[uietude  be  thine. 
Pull  on  thy  knees  and  sue  for  hi?lp  divine. 


[*  See  Soul  bey' 


I  Life  and  Correapnn denes.  Vol.  IIL, 
r  an  account  of  ibe  Flailing  Island  of 
.  teller  from  Soulbey  ia  Mr.  RkknwB. 
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To  , 

To  the  filinj  chain  let  down 

EI  OF  HER  riRST-BOHN  CHILD. 

Aogeb  bw-ering  n>u»d  Ihy  cmcb, 

MARCH.  1831 

With  their  lafUM.  nhiipentmich, 

■r,  ut  lEiru  prij«iiii  ob  until 

huRU  JBCPt."  &C Ll-CKETlim. 

Carea  entangle,  atna  bext 

This  tby  fir*l.tKni,  and  with  ten 
Stain  her  cheek  in  fiituro  jmta, 

eck'd  Sailor  lost 

eg  on  I  prrjlous  most. 

Hearenly  nccoor,  not  denud 

,  in  helplrnont 

To  the  Babe,  wbat«'er  betide^ 

WiUtotbeWoa»nbenp|iIiedI 

iring  nature  forth 
ries  of  ths  earth. 

Mother!  Meet  be  thy  calm  cue; 

Bleat  the  atarry  promtae^ 

is  are  free  to  hnplore ; 
ea  for  one  brief  cry. 

Hallowed  be  it,  vrhere  they  ahiiwl 

or  prophecy 

will  surely  cornel 

Yee,  for  them  whose  soiili  have  scopi 

Ample  for  a  wuigod  hope. 

s  grievoui  doom! 

And  can  earthward  bend  an  eu 

r :  bj  the  close 

That,  if  thy  new-bom  Cfaugv  tbM  t 

0  thy  throci; 

In  thy  tbolBteps,  and  be  led 

hanliB  now  tending' 

By  that  other  Gaide.  whom  light 

1  Ileav-en,  dprcending 

Of  manly  virtuea,  mUdly  brigbt. 

and  to  move 

Gave  him  Hrat  the  wiaheMir  part 

1  of  earthly  lore, 

In  thy  gentle  virgin  heart. 

hat  frail  Creetun'. 

Then,  amid  the  storms  of  lift 

slnijL'linif  Nature 

Preaignified  by  that  dretd  stHA 

)  cnltn,  the  peace 

Whence  ye  ha>e  axaped  togvtber. 

lliis  one  rcleaie; 

She  may  look  for  sereno  wckther; 

ig  spirit  doubt 

In  an  trials  sure  to  find 

n-kind  epringa  out 

Comfort  for  a  faithful  mind  ; 

■Uy  e  aense 

Kindlier  issues,  holier  rest, 

mortal  reeompeiwcl 

Than  even  now  await  her,  prwt. 

Conscious  Nuraling,  to  thy  bnut< 

dimmer  clinid. 

peous  drnpcry  proiii!. 

rat  travHler, 

g  tiibouror. 

THE  WARNING, 

a  its  bntinly  known 
round  him  thrown ; 

A  SEQUEL  TO  THE   FOREOOI 

inR*  of  nd  cheer, 

MARCH.  KOX 

diana,  brooding  near. 

Ijst,  the  winds  of  March  are  blowing; 

ire  (ell  — too  bright 

Her  ground-Howers  shrink,  alV&id  of  riMwi 

ore*]  Mght! 

Their  meek  heads  to  (he  nipping  air. 

nee  divine, 

Which  ye  feel  not,  happy  pair! 

hnm-s  incline 

Suok  into  a  kindly  sleep 

ing  Castaway, 

lie  li^'ht  of  day. 

And  if  Time  leagued  with  adrene  Chugs 

■  tlic  ftintral  breath 

(Too  busy  fear !}  shalt  cross  its  rang*. 

■t  to  baHIe  deoth  — 

Whatsoever  check  they  faring, 

e  very  wenhness 

Anxious  duty  hindering. 

passive  meckneasl 

To  like  hope  our  prayers  will  cling. 

slher  •  under  wanant 

Thus,  while  the  ruminating  spirit  feedi 

al  Parent. 

Upon  each  home  event  as  life  proc«ed% 

eenson  due 

Affections  pure  and  holy  k  their  •Doee 

e,  like  thee,  been  true 

Gain  a  fr«h  impulj^|ia>  Uteliet  eoum; 

FUBMS  OF  SENTIMENT  AND  BEFLECTION. 
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It  whhm  the  Futhei'i  heart  prevail, 
B  ezperienoed  Gnudsire's  slow  to  fiul ; 
e  harp  pleaaed  hie  gay  yoath,  it  ringa 
ave  toneh  with  no  anreailj  atriiiga^ 
onghta  preaa  oOt  aod  ftelinge  overflow, 
k  words  round  him  ftll  like  flakes  of  snow. 

0  the  Powers  that  jet  inaintain  their  sway, 
renewed  the  trihataiy  Lay. 

'  the  heart  flock  in  with  eager  pace, 

err  greets  them  with  a  food  embrace ; 

the  rising  son  his  beams  extends 

B  the  tidings  forth  to  distant  firiends ; 

ts  she  hails  (deemed  precious,  as  they  prove 

nconscioos  Babe  an  anbolated  love !) 

this  peaceful  centre  of  delight 

mpathies  have  urged  her  to  take  flight 

B  the  fleet  Swallow,  making  rings 

looth  Lake  where'er  he  dips  his  wings: 

nto  upper  regions,  like  the  Bee 

b  from  mountain  heath  her  honey  fee ; 

he  warbling  Lark  intent  to  shroud 

in  sunbeams  or  a  bowery  cloud, 

1  —  and  here  and  there  her  pinions  rest 
towers,  like  this  humble  cottage,  blest 
ew  visitant,  an  infant  guest — 

rhere  red  streamers  flout  the  breezy  sky 
!breseen  by  her  creative  eye, 
ists  shall  crowd  the  Hall,  and  steeple  bells 
:lamation  make,  and  heights  and  dells 
»  blithe  music,  as  it  sinks  or  swells ; 
oared  ships,  whose  pride  is  on  the  sea, 
ft  their  topmast  flags  in  sign  of  glee, 
g  the  hope  of  noble  ancestry. 

(though  neither  reckoning  ills  assigned 
e,  nor  reviewing  in  the  mind 
c  that  was,  and  is,  and  must  be,  worn 
iry  feet  by  all  of  woman  bom) — 

0  by  such  a  gift  with  joy  be  moved, 
the  fulness  of  that  joy  reproved  1 
whose  last  faint  memory  will  command 

1  that  Britain  was  his  native  land ; 
ifant  soul  vma  tutored  to  confide 
?an8ed  faith  for  which  her  martyrs  died ; 
dyish  ear  the  voice  of  her  renown 

tore  thrilled ;  whose  Youth  revered  the  crown 

I  liberty  that  Alfred  wore, 

9ar  Babe,  thy  great  Progenitor ! 

e,  who  fh>m  her  mellowed  practice  drew 

I  sense  of  just,  and  fair,  and  true; 
thereafter,  on  the  soil  of  France 

ity  begin  her  maniac  dance, 
jnB  broken  up,  the  deeps  run  wild, 
'ed  to  see,  (himself  not  unbeguiled) — * 
m  the  dream,  the  dreamer  to  upbraid, 

II  how  sanguine  expectations  fade 
vel  tmsts  by  fblly  are  betrayed,  — 

^See^FaxifOB  RsvoLimoiir/*p.  288, 


To  see  presumption,  turning  pale,  refram 

From  fhrther  havoc,  but  repent  in  vain,  — 

Crood  aims  lie  down,  and  perish  in  the.  road 

Where  guilt  had  urged  them  on,  with  ceaseless  goiOt 

Till  undiscriminating  Ruin  swept 

The  Land,  and  Wrong  perpetual  vigils  kept: 

With  proof  before  her  that  on  public  ends 

Domestic  virtue  vitally  depends. 

Can  such  a  one,  dear  Bhbe !  though  glad  and  proud 

To  welcome  Thee,  repel  the  fears  that  crowd 

Into  his  English  breast,  and  spare  to  quake 

Not  for  his  own,  but  for  thy  innocent  sake  1 

Too  late — or,  should  the  providence  of  God 

Lead,  through  blind  ways  by  sin  and  sorrow  trod. 

Justice  and  peace  to  a  secure  abode, 

Too  soon — thou  com'st  into  this  breathing  world ; 

Ensigns  of  mimic  outrage  are  unfurled. 

Who  shall  preserve  or  prop  the  tottering  Realm  1 

What  hand  suflice  to  govern  the  state-helm  ? 

If,  in  the  aims  of  men,  the  surest  test 

Of  good  or  bad  (whate*er  be  sought  for  or  profest) 

Lie  in  the  means  required,  or  ways  ordained. 

For  compassing  the  end,  else  never  gained ; 

Yet  governors  and  governed  both  are  blind 

To  this  plain  truth,  or  fling  it  to  the  wind ; 

If  to  expedience  principle  must  bow ; 

Past,  future,  shrmking  up  beneath  the  incumbent  Now 

If  cowardly  concession  still  must  feed 

The  thirst  for  power  in  men  who  ne*er  concede; 

If  generous  Loyalty  must  stand  in  awe 

Of  subtle  Treason,  witli  his  ma.-%k  of  law ; 

Or  with  bravado  insolent  and  hard. 

Provoking  punishment,  to  win  reward ; 

If  office  help  the  fiictious  to  conspire. 

And  they  who  should  extinguish,  fan  the  fire  — 

Then,  will  the  sceptre  be  a  straw,  the  crown 

Sit  loosely,  like  the  thistle's  crest  of  down ; 

To  be  blown  off  at  will,  by  Power  that  spares  it 

In  cunning  patience,  from  the  head  that  wears  it 

Lost  people,  trained  to  theoretic  feud  ; 

Lost,  above  all,  ye  labouring  multitude ! 

Bewildered  whether  ye,  by  slanderous  tongues 

Deceived,  mistake  calamities  for  wrongs ; 

And  over  fancied  usurpations  brood, 

Ofl  snapping  at  revenge  in  sullen  mood ; 

Or,  from  long  stress  of  real  injuries,  fly 

To  desperation  for  a  remedy : 

In  bursts  of  outrage  spread  your  judgments  wide. 

And  to  your  wrath  cry  out,  "  Be  thou  our  guide ;" 

Or,  bound  by  oaths,  come  forth  to  tread  earth's  floor 

In  marshalled  thousands,  darkening  street  and  moor 

With  the  worst  shape  mock-patience  ever  wore ; 

Or,  to  the  giddy  top  of  self-esteem 

By  Flatterers  carried,  mount  into  a  dream 

Of  boundless  suffrage,  at  whose  sage  behest 

Justice  shall  rule,  disorder  be  supprest. 

And  every  man  sil  down  aa^\etAf  ^^>i^^N.\ 
^  2fS 
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ir  hpndelrang  courw 

illur  witli  his  giuce 
1  ru  a  ealer  plare, 
"n  can  (bretraee ! 
(raai  worliiit  6ir  above 
iia  puie  liylit  ol'  love, 
imlurat  iiiltin 
ivillii)^  to  be  ei 
inul  hanJa  in  frenzy  reap 
id 
■kwl  art, 
ea  part 
igih  of  mind, 
cut  t>r  mankind  ! 
Ihe  sari  tune 
lined 
Thus,  uograteful  Nstior 
11^  iiKideralion, 
rps  of  Iribnlation, 
mess  guanl!     What  saving 

1)1  in  ."rtandinB  still  T 
(r..r  the  gpeeii  of  Time 
winj<;(^  with  crii 
luua  kner, 
Iiorii,  a  like  decree ; 
1!  men  iletnlate: 
ilera  at  your  fate. 


i>uB  thoughts  lie  atill; 
lili  it  — the  ill 
will. 


Or  at  a  doubting  Judge'0  stern  eonun 
IL.'tbrG  th«  Stosb  or  Poweb  no  lix^ 
'I'o  take  Ilia  iCDtetice  from  Ihe  bakiN 
At.  at  Ilia  luuch,  it  racka,  or  M!eiiw  ti 
Though,  in  the  deplha  of  MinleeB  ipo 
The  Druid-pricst  the  hallowed  Oak  1 
Xps,  for  tlie  Initiate,  rocka  and  whtep 
l)u  Btill  perform  myaterioua  officPt ! 
And  atill  ID  beast  and  biid  a  funeticn 
Tint,  while  we  IncA  and  listen,  nne 
Upon  tlie  heart,  in  more  authentic  p 
Than  Oraclea,  or  wtn^  Angitrie^ 
S|nke  to  the  Science  of  the  anciant 
Kut  aninrpired  appear  their  cimideet 
Their  voices  mount  srmbotical  of  pn 
To  mix  with  hjmns  that  Spirita  mahi 
AnJ  to  fallen  Men  their  innocence  ia 
Enraptured  Art  draws  from  tboae  lari 
Btrfania  that  reflect  the  poetry  of  thi 
Wliere  Christian  Minyn  stand  in  ht 
TlxAt,  might  a  wish  avail,  would  ne*i 
Borne  in  their  hands  the  Litp  and  tbi 
SliL-d  round  the  Altar  a  celestial  cbId 
Ttit're,  too,  behold  the  Umb  and  gnil 
Pioat  in  the  tenderness  of  *ir|pa  Ion 
Tu  saintly  bosoms!  —  Glorious  ia  the 
Of  right  Aflectiona,  climbing  or  dese 
Ailing  a  scale  of  tight  and  life,  with  1 
Allemntc;  carrying  boty  thoughts  ai 
Up  to  the  sovereign  seat  of  the  Host 
Derccnding  to  tlie  worm  in  charity  ;f 
Like  thooe  gimd  Angels  whom  ■  drea 
Gate,  in  the  Field  of  Lut,  to  Jacob's 
All,  while  hr  slept,  treading  the  pend 
Earthward  or  heavenward,  radiant  Hi 
Tliat.  with  a  perfect  will  ia  one  aeccx 
or  strict  obedience,  served  the  A)ini| 
And  with  unlired  humility  fiirbora 
1'he^  ready  service  of  the  wii^  they 

What  a  &ir  World  were  ours  for  Ver 
If  Power  could  live  at  ease  with  self- 
Opinion  bow  beRire  the  naked  aense 
Of  die  great  Vision, —  faith  in  Provii 
Slerciful  over  all  eitiatence,  juat 
To  the  least  particle  of  sontient  dnat; 
And,  fixing,  by  immutable  decrees, 
Becdtime  and  harvest  for  his  parpoaea 
ThL'fl  would  be  closed  the  restless  obli 
That  looks  for  evil  like  a  treachanius 
Disputes  would  then  relax,  like  storm] 
Th^it,  into  breezes  al 


■  ITie  RDrhit^-StonM.  allndsd  to,  an  aopi 
m^.  by  our  Bninh  aiica«on.bciA  ftr  jidkii 


upon  his  own  appeal 
in  has  ceased  to  feel, 
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aodeavoor  to  grow  meek 
liefidC  whom  thej  ptofew  to  eeek. 
iiiiu»  ihttnniny  feUowehip  with  Pride, 
raid  his  golden  locki  at  Wiidom*s  nde ; 
» and  flow  mitroabled  by  caprice ; 
alone  Aertft  tyiaim j  would  ceaae, 
fending  creatorea  find  release 
fll|/M  opptesskm,  whdM  defence 

a  hoUqw  plea  of  recompense; 
■tempered  wrongs,  for  each  humane  respect 
le  to  bear,  or  deadlier  in  eflect 

those  glances  of  indignant  scorn 
ne  high-minded  SlaTe,  impelled  to  spam 
Iness  that  woald  make  him  less  forlorn ; 
le  soul  to  bondsge  be  sabdued, 

of  pitiable  gratitode ! 

thee,  bright  Galaxy  of  Isles, 
day  departs  in  pomp,  retams  with  smiles — 
!t  the  flowers  and  ftnita^  of  a  land, 
am  moonts,  by  sea-bom  breezes  fknned ; 
irboae  asnre  mountain-tops  are  seats 
is  in  council,  whose  green  vales,  Retreats 
be  Shades  of  Heroes,  mbgling  there 
the  Elysian  peace  in  upper  air. 

cold  as  winter,  gloomy  as  the  grave, 
"alls  a  Prisoner  make,  but  not  a  Slave. 
an  assume  a  property  in  Man  1 
the  moiml  Will  a  withering  ban  1 
Jiat  our  laws  at  distance  should  protect 
ies,  which  they  at  home  reject ! 
cannot  breathe  in  England**  —  a  proud  boost ! 
a  mockery !  if,  from  coast  to  coast, 
fettered  slave  be  none,  her  floors  and  soil 
ndemeath  a  weight  of  slavish  toil, 
poor  Many,  measured  out  by  rules 
with  cupidity  from  heartless  schools, 
an  Idol,  falsely  called  "  the  Wealth 
ions,**  sacrifice  m  Peop1e*8  health, 
id  mind  and  soul ;  a  thirst  so  keen 
urging  on  the  vast  machine 
pless  Labour,  *mid  whose  dizzy  wheels 
wer  least  prized  is  that  which  thinks  and  feels. "^ 

br  the  pastimes  of  this  delicate  age, 
the  heavy  or  light  vassalage 
for  their  sakes  we  fasten,  as  may  suit 
-ying  moods,  on  human  kind  or  brute, 
!  well  in  little,  as  in  great,  to  pause, 
incy  trifle  with  eternal  laws, 
ire  to  whom  even  garden,  grove,  and  field, 
lal  lessons  of  forbearance  yield ; 
ould  not  lightly  violate  the  grace 
vliest  flower  possesses  in  its  place ; 
Nten  the  sweet  life,  too  fiigitive, 
nothing  less  than  Infinite  Power  could  give. 

•Sss  Apptodiz  VI,  part  2.  page  710. 


LINES 

SUGGESTED  BY  A  FORTRAIT  FROM  TIIE  PENCIL 

OF  F.STONE. 

BnouiLEn  into  forgetfulness  of  care 

Due  to  the  day*s  unfinished  task,  of  pen 

Or  book  regardless,  and  of  that  fiur  scene 

In  Nature*s  prodigality  displayed 

Before  my  window,  oftentimes  and  long 

I  gaze  upon  a  portrait  whose  mild  gleam 

Of  beauty  never  ceases  to  enrich 

The  common  light ;  whose  stillness  charms  the  air. 

Or  seems  to  charm  it,  into  like  repose 

Whose  silence,  for  the  pleasure  of  the  ear. 

Surpasses  sweetest  music.    There  she  sits 

With  emblematic  purity  atUred 

In  a  white  vest,  white  as  her  marble  neck 

if,  and  the  pillar  of  the  throat  vxndd  be 

But  for  the  shadow  by  the  drooping  chin 

Cast  into  that  recess — the  tender  shade. 

The  shade  and  light,  both  there  and  eveiy  where. 

And  through  the  very  atmosphere  she  breathes. 

Broad,  clear,  and  toned  harmoniously,  with  skill 

That  might  firom  nature  have  been  learnt  in  the  hour 

When  the  lone  Shepherd  sees  the  morning  spread 

Upon  the  mountains.    Look  at  her,  whoe*er 

Thou  be,  that  kindling  with  a  poet*s  soul 

Hast  loved  the  painter*8  true  Promethean  craft 

Intensely  —  fi^m  Imagination  take 

The  treasure,  what  mine  eyes  behold  see  thou. 

Even  though  the  Atlantic  Ocean  roll  between. 

A  silver  line,  that  runs  from  brow  to  crown, 

And  in  the  middle  parts  the  braided  hair, 

Just  serves  to  show  how  delicate  a  soil 

The  golden  harvest  grows  in ;  and  those  eyes. 

Soft  and  capacious  as  a  cloudless  sky 

Whose  azure  depth  their  colour  emulates. 

Must  needs  be  conversant  with  upward  looks, 

Prayer*s  voiceless  service ;  but  now,  seeking  nought 

And  shunning  nought,  th^ir  own  peculiar  life 

Of  motion  they  renounce,  and  with  the  head 

Partake  its  inclination  towards  earth 

In  humble  grace,  and  quiet  pcnsiveness 

Caught  at  the  point  where  it  stops  short  of  sadness. 

Ofl&pring  of  soul-bewitching  Art,  make  me 
Thy  confidant !  say,  whence  derived  that  air 
Of  calm  abstraction  1    Can  the  ruling  thought 
Be  with  some  lover  fiir  away,  or  one 
Crossed  by  misfortune,  or  of  doubted  fiiithl 
Inapt  conjecture !  Childhood  here,  a  moon 
Crescent  in  simple  loveliness  serene. 
Has  but  approached  the  gates  of  womanhood. 
Not  entered  them ;  her  heart  is  yet  unpierccd 
By  the  blind  Archer-god,  her  fancy  free : 
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Hr  Tight  hind,  w  it  li^ 
It  of  ibe  ii^A  um 
liolda —  but  mark 
Kent  roind  pcnnit* 
lie  wild-flower,  join^ 
K  j»le  eat* 
Isnme  iJiat  overtopp<.'<l 
Irthptace  sheltered  it 
|li;<;<;t!it'r ;  a  blue  lluwer 
IsbiLllilmail  a  meed; 
lid,  miirht  have  uurn 
l^d.     Tlie  Rowcrel,  held 
|i^rr<,  was  she  knows, 
n  in  Youth's  gay  dawn 
I  and  the  orphan  Girl, 
la^'n  [ens  gay  and  bright, 
I  soil  til  ry  peace 
loit  Mother's  sake. 
fte  suftfJ  is  derived 


Words  liavD  somethiag  told 
an,  and  verily 
ul  the  precious  Art 
iicG  —  Art  divine. 

Is  it  hath  wrought 


iRx. 


I  we  ill  this  world  of  ours '. 

I  look  of  mini  love 

Inline,  with  what  is  left 

Ee  awept  away 

I's  fles)ily  Arclietype, 

lancy's  nlighteftt  freak 

lp)y,  be  restored 

I  meet  in  harmony 

I  do  they  abide, 

Is  not  then  the  Art 

Inch  of  the  divine, 

Hiortality, 

|tiibling  Ijopel  In  ever;  realm, 

I)  Sibcritin  plains, 

Briety  of  tongue 

|oiiU  echo  this  appeal i 


character,  and  il<-pth  eS  feuliag,  iln 
By  labours  that  have  touched  the  hesi 
And  are  endeared  to  Noiple  cottageii) 
I^ft  not  unviaited  a  glorioua  week. 
Our  Lord's  Ijwt  Supper,  beautifiil  as  ' 
The  appropriate  Picture,  fraah  ftnra  T 
Graced  the  Refectory:  and  there,  whi 
Stood  with  ejea  fixed  npon  that  Mast 
The  bou7  Father  in  the  Stranger'a  t 
Breathed  out  theae  worda: — "Here  li 
Thanks  given  to  God  for  daily  fatead, 
Pondering  the  miachieb  of  thaae  leatl 
And  thinking  of  my  Brethren,  dead,  i 
Or  changed  and  changing,  I  not  Bskbi 
Upon  this  solemn  Ccanpany  nnmored 
By  shock  of  circumslaaes,  or  lapae  ti 
Until  I  cannot  but  believe  that  thej- 
They  are  in  truth  the  Sobatance,  w«  tk 

So  spake  the  mild  JeronfBute^  hia  gr 
Melting  away  within  bim  like  a  drea 
Ere  he  had  ceased  to  eau,  perhaps  I 
And  1,  grown  old,  but  in  a  ha^er  1 
Domestic  Portmit  1  have  b>  rene  com 
In  thy  calm  presence  those  heart-mov 
Words  that  can  soothe,  more  than  thi 
Whose  spirit,  like  the  angel  that  wei 
Into  Bethesda's  pool,  with  healing  vii 
Informs  the  foiintain  m  the  human  br 
That  by  the  visttatiofl  was  dislnrbei 

But  why  this  stealing  tear!    (k 

On  thee  I  look,  not  sorrowing;  fare  1 
i\y  eoa^'e  Inapirer,  once  again,  frren 


Int  boilt  of  yore 
■nl  palace.*  He, 
Lell  and  room  to 
Inent  for  truth 


D  God 


iTiifiupiiig  \ho  pnlacautd  convrnt 
II  iiwifi:,  laK  in  pnper  name  in  ll: 
ilm  tmi  if  Ihp  hill  npon  which  I 


THE  FOREGOING  SUBJECT  RE 
Amono  a  grave  fraternity  of  Hooka, 
For  Ooc,  but  aurely  not  for  One  alon 
Triumphs,  in  that  great  work,  the  Pain 
Humbling  tlie  body,  to  exalt  the  soul 
Yet  representing,  amid  wreck  and  wr 
Atid  dissolutioD  and  decay,  the  warm 
And  breathing  life  of  flesh,  as  if  aire 
Clothfd  with  impassive  majeatyj  tond 
With  no  mean  earnest  of  a  heritage 
Assigned  ,to  it  in  future  worlds.  Thou 
With  thy  memorial  flower,  meek  Pnrti 
From  whose  serene  companionahip  I  pt 
Pursued  by  thoughts  thai  hatut  me  sti] 
Though  but  a  simple  object,  into  ligl 
Called  forth  by  thooe  affections  that  < 
The  private  hearth ;  though  keeping 
In  singleness,  and  little  tried  bj  time 
Creation,  as  it  were,  of  yesterday  — 
With  a  congenial  fiincUon  art  endnet 
For  each  and  all  of  os,  together  Join 

tSacKiM. 
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MtnrOi  under  «  bw  roof 
nd  dotiet  tlMit  proceed 
leooi  of  «  wienr  tow. 
Qtaiy  eeofle  of  awe, 
Oder,  growing  with  tlie  power 

that  attempte  to  weigh, 
ilei^  thingi  and  their  qipoeitee, 
ring  qaiet  gently  raise 
mall  and  eenaitive, — whose  love, 

in  part  its  Uenings  are 
!9  diflBolving  or  diBBolved 
{  be  revived,  we  tnist,  in  heaven. 


With  heart  aa  calm  aa  Lakes  that  sleeps 
In  frosty  moonlight  glistening ; 
Or  moontain  Rivers,  where  they  creep 
Along  a  channel  smooth  and  deep, 
To  their  own  fiu^off  murmurs  liBtening. 


entitled  ••  Mamp,"  in  Mr.  Southey't  Minor 
xm  hit  own  miniature  Picture,  taicen  in  Child- 
$r  upon  a  hndneape  painted  by^Gospar  PoueMn. 
hat  every  word  of  the  above  veraes,  though 
!t,  might  have  been  written  had  the  author  been 
ith  those  beautifal  efiunom  of  poetic  tenti- 
hii  own  aatisfiietion,  he  muit  be  allowed  thui 
lowledge  the  pleaiure  thoie  two  poenw  of  his 
ren  him,  and  the  grateful  influence  they  have 
•  oAen  as  he  reads  them,  or  thinks  of  them.* 


MEMORY. 

-to  register;  a  key — 
ids  through  secret  wards; 
assigned  to  Memory 
>ric  Bards. 

,  also,  might  be  given 
I  to  her  hand ; 

^ning  objects,  sometimes  even 
the  heart's  demand ; 

* 

x>tli8  foregone  distress,  the  lines 
nnrr  care  subdues, 
lished  happinefis  refines, 
hes  in  brighter  hues: 

■ 

a  tool  of  Fancy,  works 
3ectres  to  dilate 
rtle  Conscience,  as  she  lurks 
ler  lonely  seat 

our  lives,  which  flee  so  fast, 

were  such, 

an  image  of  the  past 
3ar  that  pencil's  touch ! 

nt  then  might  hourly  look 
loothing  scene, 
1  to  his  allotted  nook, 
d  and  serene; 

*  See  Note. 
3D 


•  ODE  TO  DUTY. 

Strrr  Daughter  of  the  Voice  of  God ! 

0  Duty !  if  that  name  then  love 
Who  art  a  Light  to  guide,  a  Rod 
To  check  the  erring,  and  reprove; 
Thou,  who  art  victory  and  law 
When  empty  terrors  overawe ; 
From  vain  temptations  dost  set  firee ; 

And  calm*st  the  weary  strife  of  fiail  hnmanity ! 

There  are  who  ask  not  if  thine  eye 
B^  on  them;  who,  in  love  and  troth. 
Where  no  misgiving  is,  rely 
Upon  the  genial  sense  of  youth  :* 
Glad  Hearts!  without  reproach  or  blot; 
Who  do  thy  work,  and  know  it  not : 
Ixmg  may  the  kindly  impulse  last ! 
But  Thou,  if  they  should  totter,  teach  them  to  stana 
fast! 

Serene  will  be  our  days  and  bright, 

And  happy  will  our  nature  be. 

When  love  is  an  unerring  light, 

And  joy  its  own  security. 

And  they  a  blissful  course  may  hold 

Even  now,  who,  not  unwisely  bold. 

Live  in  the  .spirit  of  this  creed  ; 

Yet  find  that  other  strength,  according  to  their  need. 

T,  loving  freedom,  and  untried; 

No  sport  of  every  random  gust. 

Yet  being  to  myself  a  guide, 

Too  blindly  have  reposed  my  trust : 

And  ofl,  when  in  my  heart  was  heard 

Thy  timely  mandate,  I  deferred 

The  task,  in  smoother  walks  to  stray ; 

But  thee  I  now  would  serve  more  strictly,  if  I  may. 

Through  no  disturbance  of  my  soul, 
Or  strong  compunction  in  me  wrought, 

1  supplicate  for  thy  control ; 
But  in  the  quietness  of  thought : 
Me  this  unchartered  freedom  tires; 
I  feel  the  weight  of  chance-desires : 

My  hopes  no  more  must  change  their  name, 
I  long  for  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  same. 


t  See  Note. 
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■lou  dofltwoar 
HnigiiBDL  gnce ; 

Utee  on  their  beds; 
Bbotins  trcoda ; 
I  Blara  from  wron^ ; 
ButBvcns,  thriKJ/jh  Thee,  ■ 


Kwfiit  Pim-er! 

Hmmeiid 
B  this  hour  1 

■wly  viifc. 


Hr,  and  loth  to  logo 

Bioug'h  moist  with  lalling  dowi>. 

Il  say  that  Ihcrc  arc  nontt ; 

Bug  out  with  silvery  light, 
Icould  elude  llie  al^'hl. 
H>i«y  in  their  bowen, 
IrBint  and  fainter  inwera, 
Ihe  dim-seen  Sowers: 
Rh II re h-c lock's  iron  tone 
It  inttuence  diso»'n; 
B  each  other  bound 
l)w  unlike  thi?  ^iind 
IdH  inflicts  a  fear 
Bubling  what  they  hear! 
I  rising  with  the  Fun, 
Bore  the  day  wua  done, 
I  heart  to  bed  doth  creep, 
Bdtea  Iq  llieir  elcep. 
Here  trees  the  lane  o'ershsde, 
Bim  clo>>e  arcade; 
B[  chases  the  white  Aloth 
Bch  Industry  and  Sloth 
lith,  fur  it  suits  ihem  both. 
B  liixifs  nro  heard  no  more 
B  it  will  touch  the  shore 
I  of  its  ><liickcned  oar; 
Bie  gayest  of  the  gay 
■bought  a  moment's  sway 
B's  toilsome  da;  ! 


Not  id  tho  lucid  intervals  of  life 
That  eoRie  but  u  ■  curse  to  Part 
Not  in  some  hour  when  Pleasure 

'  Of  languor  puta  hia  rosy  ^rland  1 
Not  in  the  breath  ing-Umea  of  that 

I  Who  doily  piles  up  wealth  in  Ma: 
h  Nature  felt,  or  can  be;  nor  do 

■  Which  pnclised  Talent  reulilj  at 

'  Prove  that  her  hand  has  toacbed  rei 
Nor  has  her  gentle  beauty  power 

I  With  genuine  rapture  aad  frith  fe 
The  soul  of  Geaiua,  if  he  darea  to 
Life's  rule  from  poasion  craved  for 
(Jnlauirht  that  meeknesa  is  the  cbi 

I  Of  all  the  truly  Great  and  all  the 
who  i>  innocenti  By  grace  i 
Not  otherwise,  O  Nature!  we  are 
Through  ffood  and  evil  tbiae,  in  ji 

rational  and  manly  sympathy. 
To  all  that  E^rlh  from  pensive  faeaj 
And  Heaven  ia  now  to  gladdened  e; 
Arid  every  charm  the  Univcive  cai 
Through  every  change  its  aspects  u 
Care  may  be  respited,  but  not  repi 
No  perfect  cure  grows  on  that  boom 
Vain  ia  the  pleasure,  a  ftlae  calm 
If  He,  through  whom  alone  our  coni 
Our  virtuous  hopes  without  relapae  ( 
Come  not  to  speed  the  Soul's  deli' 
Tn  the  distempered  Intellect  refusi 
Ills  gracious  help,  or  give  what  w 


(BY  TIIE  SIDE  OF  RYDAI 

The  Linnet's  warble,  sinking  towa 
Hints  to  the  Thrush  'lis  time  for  tb< 
The  shrill-voiced  Thrusli  is  heedless 
The  Monitor  revives  his  own  swee 
But  both  will  soon  be  mastered,  and 
Be  lefl  as  silent  as  the  mouulain-l 
Ere  some  cooiiDanding  Star  dismiss  i 
The  Ihron);  of  Rooks,  that  now,  fron 
(Atler  a  steady  Right  on  home-bouod 
And  a  last  game  of  maiy  hovering 
Around  their  ancient  giove)  with  ca' 
Disturb  the  liquid  music's  equipoisi 
O  Nightingale!  Who  ever  heard 
Miglit  here  be  moved,  till  Faaej  jfn 
That  liatcniog  eense  ia  pardonably 
Where  wood  or  stream  by  thee  r-aa 
Surety,  from  lairest  spots  of  favoored 
Were  not  some  gifts  withheld  by  jea 
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€  deepening  darkness  here  vctwld  be, 
mominj^  for  new  harmony; 
IS  prompt  would  hail  the  dawn  of  night; 
e  has  both  beautiful  and  bright. 
East  kindles  with  the  full  moon's  light 

faj  spring  with  gradual  progress  led, 
prafonndly  felt  as  widely  spread ; 
>  peasant,  to  rough  sailor,  dear, 
t  aoldier's  trumpetrwearied  ear ; 
mm  wouldst  thou  be  to  this  green  Vale 
1  Terope  1    Yet,  sweet  Nightingale ! 
vann  breese  that  bears  thee  on  alight 
id  stay  thy  migratory  flight; 
)y  choiee,  or  sing,  by  pool  or  fount, 
complain,  or  call  thee  to  account  ? 
t,  happiest,  of  our  kind  are  they 
walk  content  with  Nature's  way, 
ness  measuring  bounty  as  it  may ; 
the  gravest  thought  of  what  they  miss, 
r  the  fblness  of  a  present  bliss, 
t  wholesome  office  satisfied, 
epining  sadness  is  allied 
bosoms  to  a  modest  pride. 


IV. 

:loud  is  yon  blue  Ridf^e  —  the  mere 
as  solid  crystal,  breathless,  clear, 

less ;  and,  to  the  gazer*8  eye, 

a  Ocean,  in  the  immensity 

e  mountains  and  unreal  sky ! 

le  process  in  that  still  retreat, 

nuter  changes  at  our  feet; 

w  dewy  Twilight  has  withdrawn 

of  daisies  from  the  shaven  lawn, 

itored  to  view  its  tender  green, 
the  sun  rode  high,  was  lost  beneath  their 

ling  sheen. 

*m  this  of  what  the  sober  Hour 

ninds  disposed  to  feel  its  power ! 

hen  we  in  vain  have  wished  away 

leasures  of  the  garish  day, 

>huts  up  the  whole  usurping  host 

Iwarft  each  glittering  at  his  post) 

the  disencumbered  spirit  free 

3  a  staid  simplicity. 

•  but  what  are  helps  of  time  and  place, 

xn  stands  in  need  of  nature's  grace ; 

d  thoughts,  invoked  or  not,  descend, 

I  from  their  bowers,  our  virtues  to  befriend ; 

Drrow,  unbelied,  may  say, 

open  out,  for  fresh  display, 

vanities  of  yesterday  1" 


V. 

Thb  leaves  that  rustled  on  this  oak-crowned  hill. 
And  sky  that  danced  auKmg  those  leave^  are  still ; 
Rest  snKwths  the  way  for  sleep;  in  field  and  bower 
Soft  shades  and  dews  have  shed  their  blended  power 
On  drooping  eyelid  and  the  closing  flower; 
Sound  is  there  none  at  which  the  faintest  heart 
Might  leap,  the  weakest  nerve  of  superstition  start ; 
Save  when  the  Owlet's  unexpected  scream 
Pierces  the  ethereal  vault ;  and  'mid  the  gleam 
Of  unsubstantial  imagery  —  the  dream. 
From  the  hushed  vale's  realities,  transferred 
To  the  still  lake,  the  imaginative  Bird 
Seems,  'mid  inverted  mountaias,  not  unheard. 

Grave  Creature  I  whether,  while  the  moon  shines  bright 

On  thy  wings  opened  wide  for  smoothest  flight, 

Thou  art  discovered  in  a  roofless  tower. 

Rising  from  what  may  once  have  been  a  Lady's  bower : 

Or  spied  where  thou  sit'st  moping  in  thy  mew 

At  the  dim  centre  of  a  churchyard  yew ; 

Or,  from  a  rifled  crag  or  ivy  tod 

Deep  in  a  forest,  thy  secure  abode. 

Thou  giv'st,  for  pastime's  sake,  by  shriek  or  shout, 

A  puzzling  notice  of  thy  whereabout ; 

May  the  night  never  come,  the  day  be  seen. 

When  I  shall  scorn  thy  voice  or  mock  thy  mien ! 

In  classic  ages  men  perceived  a  soul 

Of  sapience  in  thy  aspect,  headless  Owl ! 

Thee  Athens  reverenced  in  the  studious  grove; 

And,  near  the  golden  sceptre  grasped  by  Jove, 

His  Eagle's  favourite  perch,  while  round  him  sate 

The  Gods  revolving  the  decrees  of  Fate, 

Thou,  too,  wert  present  at  Minerva's  side  — 

Hark  to  that  second  larum  !  far  and  wide 

The  elements  have  heard,  and  rock  and  cave  replied. 


VI. 

The  Sun,  that  seemed  so  mildly  to  retire. 
Flung  back  from  distant  climes  a  streaming  fire. 
Whose  blaze  is  now  subdued  lo  tender  gleams. 
Prelude  of  night's  approach  with  soothing  dreams. 
Ix)ok  round ;  —  of  all  the  clouds  not  one  is  moving 
'T  is  the  still  hour  of  thinking,  feeling,  loving. 
Silent,  and  steadfast  as  the  vaulted  sky. 
The  boundless  plain  of  waters  seems  to  lie :  — 
Comes  that  low  sound  from  breezes  rustling  o'er 
The  grass-crowned  headland  that  conceals  the  shore ! 
No :  't  is  the  earth-voice  of  the  mighty  sea. 
Whispering  how  meek  and  gentle  he  can  be ! 

Thou  Power  supreme !  who,  arming  to  rebuke 
Offenders,  dost  put  oflf  the  gracious  look. 
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f  with  terrora  like  the  flood 

nlo  his  fiercest  mood. 

vm. 

ne  thjr  will  ordain 

'se  that  must  for  me  remain ; 

[The  /Dnw  of  Ihe  IHO  IbUowiag 

Jcb-eared  ipirit  lo  rejoice 

ymrt  igo,  anmg  iho  AuthorV  foam. 

Uiy  softest  voice! 

quent  ediiiona.  it  wa>  rnluded.    ll  m 

tlicne  mortal  Teet  may  traco. 

requM  of  .  rri«ul  who  w»  proem 

ny  soul  the  blessing  of  thy  grace, 

thrown  off  «  an  irapronipni. 

For  prindug  Ihe  InThr,  BMiia  nam  d 

erfect  love,  a  feilh  sincere 

word  of  it  »  original:  iliiNniply  a  G 

I'isdom  that  begins  with  fear; 

ronnecled  nilb  ■  alill  finer  final  BmUm 

nd,  for  a  acsson,  free 

■on.    Thit  pnctiM.  in  nhieh  tba  anlhni 

to  re«t  absorbed  in  Thee! 

linking  MRelher.  in  hii  own  miod.  &Ta 
renmi  aulhon.  »ni>  in  imlf  unolv 

V 

VII. 

mm.  M-ere  il  not  fiom  a  hope  Oat  it 

BY  TIIE  SEA  SIDE.) 

d,  the  Bea-fowl  gone  to  rest. 

The  sun  has  long  been  Kt, 

The  Etan  are  out  by  tWM 

ave  with  wave  no  longer  slrivoa, 

The  little  birds  are  pipinj;  j 

the  deep  survives, 
1  soon  will  it  be  laid, 

Among  the  bushes  and  tr 
There  'e  a  cuckoo,  and  aae  or 

one  the  water  awayed. 

And  a  far-ofTwind  that  mat 

vinge,  intcrminglings  mild 

And  a  sound  of  vatcr  that  i 

de  in  beauty  reconciled  — 

ct  far  BB  sight  can  range, 

Fills  all  tlie  hollow  of  the  si 

mpense,  the  welcome  chanfre. 

hips  that  drove  befure  tlie  blast, 

gry  breakers  aa  they  passed ; 

Who  would  "go  parading" 

flying  clouds  bemockcd ; 

In  London,  "and  masquendi 

surge,  at  anchor  rocked 

On  such  a  night  of  June 

alb !    Some  lodge  in  peace, 

With  that  beautiful  wa  hall 

who  bade  tlie  tempest  ceasp  ; 

An.[  all  these  innocent  blim 

"dless  of  piiBt  diinger,  court 

On  iuch  a  night  as  this  is  T 

ll  them  to  ilie  fnr-off  port ; 

ng  sea  and  "ky  between. 

>se  winged  Powers  ia  seen. 

e   nor 'mid  this  quiet  heard  1 

EC 

ly  H-ould  the  air  be  stirred 

edgment  of  thanks  and  pmise. 

Throhed  in  the  Sun's  desci 

as  tliosc  vesper  lays 

What  Power  unseen  dUioKi 

n  while  accordant  oars 

This  tenderness  of  mind  1 

k  along  Calabrian  shores; 

What  Genius  smiles  on  yow 

through  the  mountnina  felt. 

Wlint  God  in  whispers  from 

vision  all  things  melt: 

Bids  every  thought  be  kind ! 

ns  that  soothe  with  graver  sound 

r  Norwny  iron-bound ; 

0  ever  pleasing  Solitude, 

e  and  open  Baltic,  rise 

Companion  of  the  wise  and  ( 

re,  Lulhorian  harmonics. 

Thy  shades,  thy  silence,  now 

is  here!  but  why  repine. 

Thy  charms  my  only  themi 

r  of  eve  comes  forth  lo  shine 

My  haunt  the  hollow  cliff  wl 

with  that  look  benign! 

Waves  o'er  the  gloomy  sU 

plough  your  onward  way, 

Whence  the  scared  Owl  on 

est,  or  sbellering  bay, 

Breaks  fhmi  the  rastling  1 

at  least  to  God  be  given 

And  down  the  lone  vale  aul 

"  our  thoughts  are  henrd  in  heaven !" 

To  more  profoond  repose  t 

^...^ 
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08ED  BY  THE  SEA-SHORE. 

if  eleatet  to  ansabdoed  regret, 
kont  hf  vague  hopee  beeet; 
wjecta  on  tbe  epirit  prey, 
riebee  ett  tbe  heart  away, 
oiws;  be  beet,  wboae  lot  ie  cast 
es  aea  that  hdldi  bim  fist 
pendeot,  and  tbe  fickle  star 
DOgh  long  and  melascboly  war. 
aight  of  fiM^ign  abof  te, 
.  on  old  fimiliar  doors, 
in  childhood,  and  ancestral  floors; 
at  aloqg  a  waste  of  ibam, 
m  that  delightful  home 
be  dear  betrothdd  wa$  to  come ; 
was,  and  is,  yet  meets  the  eye 
tbe  world  of  memory ; 
I  recaUed,  whose  smoothest  range 
knowledge,  or  by  dread,  of  change, 
whose  perfect  joy  makes  sleep 
ight  for  breathing  man  to  keep, 
toes  which  that  perilous  life 
Nature's  elemental  strife ; 
glory  woo  in  battles  fought 
the  foe  was  keenly  sought, 
dlant  Captain  and  his  crew 
us  sympathy  is  due, 
erse  now  yields,  while  moonbeams  play 
lea  in  this  unruffled  bay ; 
»romplly  flow  from  every  breast, 
nen  disappointed  in  the  quest 
1  power  and  honours,  long  for  rest ; 
own  the  splendours  of  success, 
bscurities  of  happiness. 


XL 

-moon,  the  Star  of  Love, 

evening,  as  ye  there  arc  seen 

span  of  sky  between  — 

yf  you,  my  doubts  remove, 

attendant  Page  and  which  the  Queen  ? 


XIL 
TO  THE  MOON. 

mm  IBA'IIDB,  —  OM  TBI  COAST  OF  CUXBBRLAMD.) 

that  stoop*8t  80  low,  and  com*st  so  near 
}  's  unsettled  atmosphere ; 
ith  night  and  silence  to  partake, 
■em,  the  cares  of  them  that  wake; 
the  cottage-lattice  sofUy  peeping, 
xn  harm  the  humblest  of  the  sleeping ; 
e  once  encompassed  those  sweet  names 
thy  behalf  the  poet  claims. 


An  idolizing  dreamer  as  of  yore !  — 

I  slight  them  all;  and,  on  this  sea-beat  shore 

Sole  Bitting,  only  can  to  thooghts  attend 

That  bid  me  bail  thee  as  tbe  Saiumi**  FamD; 

So  call  thee  for  heaven's  grace  through  thee  made 

known 
By  confidence  supplied  and  mercy  shown^ 
When  not  a  twinkling  star  or  beacon's  light 
Abates  the  perils  of  a  stormy  night ; 
And  for  less  obvuNis  benefits,  that  find 
Their  way,  with  thy  pure  help,  to  heart  and  mind ; 
Both  for  the  adventurer  starting  in  life's  prime ; 
And  veteran  ranging  round  firom  clime  to  dime. 
Long-baffled  hope's  sk>w  fever  in  his  veins. 
And  wounds  and  weakness  oft  his  labour's  sole  remain^ 

The  aspiring  mountains  and  the  winding  streams^ 
Empress  of  Night!  are  gladdened  by  thy  beams; 
A  look  of  thine  the  wilderness  pervades. 
And  penetrates  the  forest's  inmost  shades; 
Thou,  chequering  peaceably  the  minster's  gloom, 
Guid'st  the  pale  mourner  to  tbe  lost  one's  tomb ; 
Canst  reach  the  prisoner — to  his  grated  cell 
Welcome,  though  silent  and  intangible ! — 
And  lives  there  one,  of  all  that  come  and  go 
On  the  great  waters  toiling  to  and  fro, 
One,  who  has  watched  thee  at  some  quiet  hour 
Enthroned  aloft  in  undisputed  power. 
Or  crossed  by  vapoury  streaks  and  clouds  that  move. 
Catching  the  lustre  they  in  part  reprove  — 
Nor  sometimes  felt  a  fitness  in  thy  sway 
To  call  up  thoughtB  that  shun  the  glare  of  day, 
And  make  the  serious  happier  than  the  gay  ? 

Yes,  lovely  Moon !  if  thou  so  mildly  bright 
Dost  rouse,  yet  surely  in  thy  own  despite, 
To  fiercer  mood  the  phrenzy-stricken  brain. 
Let  me  a  compensating  fiiith  maintain ; 
That  there 's  a  sensitive,  a  tender,  part 
Which  thou  canst  touch  in  every  human  heart. 
For  healing  and  composure.  —  But,  as  least 
And  mightiest  billows  ever  have  confessed 
Thy  domination ;  as  the  whole  vast  sea 
Feels  through  her  lowest  depths  thy  sovereignty ; 
So  shines  that  countenance  with  especial  grace 
On  them  who  urge  the  keel  her  plains  to  trace^ 
Furrowing  its  way  right  onward.     The  most  rude, 
Cut  off  from  home  and  country,  may  have  stood  — 
Even  till  long  gazing  hath  bedimmed  his  eye. 
Or  the  mute  rapture  ended  in  a  sigh  — 
Touched  by  accordance  of  thy  placid  cheer, 
With  some  internal  lights  to  memory  dear, 
Or  fencies  stealing  forth  to  soothe  the  breast 
Tired  with  its  daily  share  of  earth's  unrest, — 
Grcntle  awakenings,  visitations  meek ; 
A  kindly  influence  whereof  few  will  speak. 
Though  it  can  wet  with  tears  the  hardiest  cheek. 

And  when  thy  beauty  in  the  shadowy  cave 
Is  hidden,  buried  in  its  monthly  grave ; 


iSO 
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Then,  while  the  sailor,  mid  an  open 

Swept  by  a  favouring  wind  that  leaves  thought  fVee, 

Paces  the  deck  —  no  star  perhaps  in  sight, 

And  nothing  save  the  moving  ship^s  own  light 

To  cheer  the  long  dark  hours  of  vacant  night— 

Oft  with  his  musings  does  thy  ima^e  blend, 

In  his  mind's  eye  thy  crescent  horns  ascend, 

And  thou  art  still,  O  Moon,  that  Sailor's  Friknd  I 
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TO  THE  MOON. 

(rtdal.) 

Queen  of  the  stars !  —  so  gentle,  so  benign, 
That  ancient  £ible  did  to  thee  assign. 
When  darkness  creeping  o'er  thy  silver  brow 
Warned  thee  these  upper  regions  to  forego. 
Alternate  empire  in  the  shades  below  — 
A  Bard,  who,  lately  near  the  wide-spread  sea 
Traversed  by  gleaming  ships,  looked  up  to  thee 
With  grateful  thoughts,  doth  now  thy  rising  hail 
From  the  close  confines  of  a  shadowy  vale. 
Glory  of  night,  conspicuous  yet  serene. 
Nor  less  attractive  when  by  glimpses  seen 
Through  cloudy  umbrage,  well  might  that  fair  face, 
And  all  those  attributes  of  modest  grace. 
In  days  when  fancy  wrought  unchecked  by  fear, 
Down  to  the  green  earth  fetch  thee  from  thy  sphere, 
To  sit  in  leafy  woods  by  fountains  clear ! 

O  still  belov'd  (for  thine,  meek  Power,  are  charms 
That  fascinate  the  very  babe  in  arms. 
While  he,  uplifted  towards  thee,  laughs  outright. 
Spread ingr  his  little  palms  in  his  glad  mother's  sight) 
O  still  belov'd,  once  worshipped  !     Time,  that  frowns 
In  hrs  destructive  flight  on  earthly  crowns. 
Spares  thy  mild  splendour;  still  those  far-shot  beams 
Tremble  on  dancing  waves  and  rippling  streams 
With  stainless  touch,  as  chaste  as  when  thy  praise 
Was  sung  by  Virgin-choirs  in  festal  lays; 
And  through  dark  trials  still  dost  thou  explore 
Tliy  way  for  increase  punctual  as  of  yore. 
When  teeming  Matrons — yielding  to  rude  faith 
In  mysteries  of  birth  and  life  and  death 
And  painful  strug:gle  and  deliverance  —  prayed 
Of  thee  to  visit  them  with  lenient  aid. 
What  thoutrh  the  rites  be  swept  away,  the  fanes 
Extinct  that  echoed  to  the  votive  strains; 
Yet  thy  mild  aspect  does  not,  cannot,  cease 
Love  to  promote  and  purity  and  peace; 
And  Fancy,  unreproved,  even  yet  may  trace 
Faint  types  of  suffering  in  thy  beamless  face. 

Then,  silent  Monitress !  let  us  —  not  blind 
To  worlds  unthought  of  till  the  searching  mind 
Of  science  laid  them  open  to  mankind  — 


Told,  also,  how  the  voiceleMi  heavens  deeltrt 
God's  glory ;  and  acknowledging  thj  sham 
In  that  blest  charge ;  let  os — withoat  olfenei 
To  aught  of  highest,  holiest,  infloence —  l 

Receive  whatever  good  't  is  given  thee  to  dkpM 
May  sage  and  simple,  catching  with  one  cje  i 
The  moral  intimations  of  the  sky,  j 

Learn  from  thy  course,  where'er  their  own  be  !■ 
*  To  look  on  tempests,  and  be  never  shaken;*      | 
To  keep  with  faithful  steps  the  appointed  way 
i  Eclipsing  or  eclipsed,  by  night  or  day. 
And  from  example  of  thy  monthly  range 
Gently  to  brook  decline  and  fiital  change; 
Meek,  patient,  stedfkst,  and  with  loftier 
Than  thy  revival  vields^  for  gladsome  hope! 


XIV. 

How  beaatiful  the  Queen  of  Night,  on  high 

Her  way  pursuing  among  scattered  ck)uds, 

Where,  ever  and  anon,  her  head  she  shrouds 

Hidden  from  view  in  den^e  obscurity ! 

But  look,  and  to  the  watchful  eye 

A  brightening  edge  will  indicate  that  soon 

We  shall  behold  the  struggling  Moon 

Break  forth, — again  to  walk  the  clear  blue  sky 


XV. 

TO  LUCCA  GIORDANO. 

Giordano,  verily  thy  pencil's  skill 
I  Hath  here  portrayed  with  Nature's  happiest  gnBB 
The  fair  Endymion  couched  on  Latmos  Hill; 
And  Dian  gazing  on  the  shepherd's  ^ce 
In  rapture,  —  yet  suspending  her  embrace, 
As  not  unconscious  with  what  power  the  thrill 
Of  her  most  timid  touch  his  sleep  would  cbue^ 
And  with  his  sleep,  that  beauty  calm  and  stilL 
O  may  this  work  have  found  its  last  retreat 
Here  in  a  Mountain-bard*s  secure  abode. 
One  to  whom,  yet  a  schoolboy,  Cynthia  showed 
A  face  of  love  which  he  in  love  would  greet. 
Fixed,  by  her  smile,  upon  some  rocky  seat; 
Or  lured  along  where  greenwood  paths  he  troi 

Rtdal  Mount,  1»4& 


XVL 

Who  but  is  pleased  to  watch  the  nKxm  on  high, 
Travelling  where  she  from  time  to  time  enshmli 
Her  head,  and  nothing  loth  her  majesty 
Renounces,  till  among  the  scattered  douds 
One  with  its  kindJing  edge  declares  that 


i 


poms  OF  SENTIMENT  AND  BEFLEGTION. 


4n 


■fpev  belbre  the  aplifted  eye 

ee  br^t,  m  beautiful  a  moon, 

•  in  open  proqiect  through  clear  eky. 

It  eoeh  m  promise  e*er  should  prove 

1  the  isRie«  that  yon  seeming  space 

riboold  be  in  truth  the  steadfast  face 

nd  flat  and  dense,  through  which  must  move 

sit  not  unlike  roan^s  frequent  doom) 

iderer  lost  in  more  determined  gloom. 


XVIL 

em  the  troth  1  has  man,  in  wisdom^s  creed, 

dootD;  Ibrrespite brief 

re  anxioiis^  or  a  heavier  grief  t 


Is  he  ungrateful,  and  doth  little  heed 
(jod*s  bounty,  soon  forgotten ;  or  indeed. 
Must  man,  with  labour  bom,  awake  to  sorrow 
When  flowers  rejoice,  and  larks  with  rival  speed 
Spruig  from  their  nests  to  bid  the  sun  good  morrow  t 
They  mount  for  rapture,  as  their  songs  proclaim. 
Warbled  in  hearing  both  of  earth  and  sky ; 
But  o*er  the  contrast  wherefore  heave  a  sigh ! 
Like  those  aspirants  let  us  soar  —  our  aim, 
Through  life's  worst  trials,  whether  shocks  or  snares, 
A  happier,  brighter,  purer  Heaven  than  theirs.* 

1846. 

[*  See  also,  as  connected  with  the  series  of  *'  Evehixo 
Voluntaries,"  the  "  Ode  composed  upon  an  evening  of 
extraordinary  aplendoor  and  beauty,"  p.  311.  ^H.  R.] 
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Note  1,  p.  398. 

"  Sirmm  Lee." 

**  O  Reader  /  had  you  in  your  mind 
Such  stores  as  silent  thought  can  brings''*  &c. 

The  same  feeling,  or  something  closely  resembling 
it,  seems  to  be  indicated  in  each  of  the  following 
quotations,  especially  in  the  exquisite  phrase  of  Shak- 
speare: 

**  When  to  the  9es$ion$  of  sweet  nlent  thought 
I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past  — 

Shakspeare's  Sonnets,  Na  XXX. 

*  Farewell,  selfe-pleasing  thoughts,  which   quietnem  brings 
fborth." Spenser  :  Epitaph  on  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 

Is  there  not  in  this  concurrence  —  obviously  ca.sual  — 
Shakspeare  —  Spemser  —  Wordsworth,  proof  of  a 
trait  of  the  temperament  of  poetic  genius  ? 

This  simple  stanza  appears  too  to  have  touched  a 
chord  in  the  heart  of  Coleridge,  who  in  one  of  his  let- 
ters thus  refers  to  it :  "  To  have  formed  the  habit  of 
looking  at  every  thing,  not  for  what  it  is  relative  to 
the  purposes  and  associations  of  men  in  general,  but 
for  the  truths  which  it  is  suited  to  represent  —  to  con- 
template objects  as  words  and  pregnant  symbols  —  the 
advantages  of  this  are  so  many,  and  so  important,  so 
eminently  calculated  to  excite  and  evolve  the  power 
of  sound  and  connected  reasoning,  of  distinct  and  clear 
conception,  and  of  genial  feeling,  that  there  are  few 
of  Wordsworth's  finest  passages  —  and  who,  of  living 
poets,  can  lay  claim  to  half  the  number  ?  —  that  I  repeat 
so  often  as  that  homely  quatrain, 

**0  Reader!  had  you  in  yoar  mind 

Such  store*  os  silent  thought  can  bring ; 

O  gentle  Reader!  you  would  find 

A  tale  in  every  thing.** 

H.  R.] 

Note  2,  p.  408. 

"  Devotional  Incitements^ 

**  Alas  !  the  sanctities  combined 
By  art  to  unsensualize  the  mind 
Decay  and  languish  ;  or  as  creeds 
And  humours  change^  are  spumed  like  weeds ;" 

[This  subject  is  finely  drawn  by  Daniel : 

**  Sac"^  Religion !  mother  of  form  and  fear ! 
How  gorgeously  sometimes  dost  thou  sit  decked ! 
What  pompous  vestures  do  we  make  ihee  wear, 
What  stately  piles  wo  prodi^l  erect  I 
How  sweet  perfumed  thou  art;  how  (>hining  clear! 
How  tolemnly  observed ;  with  what  respect! 


Another  time  all  plain,  all  quite  thread-bare; 
Thou  must  have  all  within,  and  nought  witfaoat; 
Sit  poorly  without  light,  disrobed :  no  care 
Of  outward  grace,  to  amuse  the  poor  devoot; 
Powerless,  unibllowed :  acaroe  men  era  qaie 
The  necessaiy  rites  to  aet  thee  ouL 

Either  truth,  goodnees.  virtue  are  nol  siiH 
The  seli^same  which  they  are.  and  always  odb^ 
But  alter  to  the  project  of  our  will ; 
Or  we  our  actions  make  them  wait  upon. 
Putting  them  in  the  livery  of  our  dull. 
And  cast  them  off  again  when  we  have  done." 

Daniel  : — *  Monphiloa* 

Note  3,  p.  424. 

*'  Lines  on  a  PortraiL^ 

"  They  are  in  truth  the  SubstaneCj  we  the  8 

[This  incident  is  thus  narrated  by  the  antl 
thorsof  that  'rare'  book  'The  Doctor,*  wr 
the  rich  comments,  which  distingoiah  the  m 

*'  When  Wilkie  was  in  the  Escurial,  knfc 
tian^s  famous  picture  of  the  Last  Supper,  in  1 
tory  there,  an  old  Jeronimite  said  to  him,  *I 
daily  in  sight  of  that  picture  for  now  neariy  t 
years ;  during  that  time  my  companions  hafi 
one  afler  another,  —  all  who  were  my  Senio 
were  my  contemporaries,  and  many,  or  moi 
who  were  younger  than  myself;  more  than 
ration  has  passed  away,  and  there  the  fign 
picture  have  remained  unchanged !  I  look  at 
I  sometimes  think  that  they  are  the  realitii 
but  shadows  !* 

"I  wish  I  could  record  the  name  of  the  Mod 
that  natural  feeling  was  so  feelingly  and  atri 
pressed. 

**  The  siiows  «f  things  are  better  than  tbcnaelvB 
says  the  author  of  the  tragedy  of  Nens  w 
also,  I  could  wish  had  been  forthcoming;  ai 
sical  reader  will  remember  the  lines  of  Sop] 

'Ofiw  ydp  finSi  ohih  ii^at  JXX0,  vX^ 

These  are  reflections  which  should  make 

"  Of  that  same  time  when  no  mcH«  chai^  1 
But  steadfast  rest  of  all  things,  firmly  staj 
Upon  the  pillars  of  Eternity, 
That  is  contraire  to  mutability ; 
For  all  that  moveth  doth  in  change  del^h 
But  thenceforth  all  shall  rest  eternally 
With  Him  that  is  the  God  of  Sabaoth  higl 
O  that  great  Sabaoth  God  grant  me  that  Sabfaa 

t 

**  The  Doctor,''  V6L  UL  ^ 
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Nole4,p.a6a 
"JMiMf  on  «  Ptoffftwf." 
iwing  18  one  of  the  poemi  by  Mr.  Soothey, 
iferredto: 

y  OWN  MINIATURE  PICTURE 
PAKJEN  AT  TWO  TEARS  OP  AGE.  ' 
MoneelikelhiiT  diat  glowiog  cbeek 
B,  thoM  pleMorMpukling  ejrea;  that  brow 
•  th«  lovel  lake,  wlien  not  a  breeae 
the  ttoeping  turftoe !  ^Twenty  y«an 
oi^tttniifealMratioD!  OftbefKendi 
«  »  d«aHy  piiied  thii  minntaro. 

)d  it  ftr  iti  UkMMii.  MM  «•  ^DOB 
iMt  borne;  and  mm  Mtnnged  in  baait. 

g  me.  with  quick  averted  glance 

iMOtbernde!    Bat ftill  theee hues 

analtefed,  and  theie  featurae  wear 

L  of  Infimcy  and  Innocence. 

myielf  in  vain,  and  find  no  trace 

:  I  wai :  dioee  ligfady  arching  Unea 

d  o'efhanging now;  and  that aweet  ftce 

m  tfaeae  atroog  finearaenia!  —There  were 

ned  high  bopea  and  flattering  onea  of  thee, 

Sobert!  §x  ihine  eye  waa  quick  to  apeak 

■onmg  feeling :  aboold  they  not  have  known, 

idi  rainbow  on  the  morning  cloud 

ita  radiant  dyea,  the  huabandnmn 

i  the  ominooa  gkny,  and  fbreaeea 

log  alormi ! — They  angored  happily, 

oa  did*  km  each  wild  and  wond'rona  tale 

f  fietioo,  and  thine  in&nt  tongue 

with  deli^  the  godlike  deeda  of  Greece 

ing  Rome ;  theraibre  they  deemed,  forsooth, 

oa  abould*at  tread  PaEFXRMiNr'a  pieaaant  path. 

ing  ooea!  they  let  thy  little  feet 

)  the  pieaaant  patha  of  Poesy, 

[ien  thou  ahouldat  have  preat  amkl  the  crowd, 

lidat  thou  love  to  linger  out  the  day, 

i^  beneath  the  laurel'a  barren  ahade. 

OF  SrcNiBa !  waa  the  wanderer  wrong  ? — 1796." 

Soumxr'a  Poetical  Warki. 

i  deny  myaelf  the  gpratification  of  introducing 
g^roap  of  poems  suggested  by  paintings  on- 
)  ftom  the  pen  of  one  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's 
one,  to  whom  I  am  confident  be  would  de- 
seing  any  tribute  paid  in  connection  With  his 
Jigs.    I  have  therefore  less  hesitation  in  in- 
jre  the  following  lines  by  Mary  Lamb,  inclu- 
g  the  poems  of  her  brother,  the  late  Charles 
d  at  the  same  time  of  using  these  pages  to 
grateful  admiration  of  an  iiidividual  who  has 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  examples  of  the  deli- 
imale  authorship  to  be  met  with  in  the  records 
h  literature.  In  a  few  unambitious  poems  min- 
ng  her  brother's— as  indeed  her  very  existence 
have  been  blended  with  his — and  in  that  most 
children's  classic, '  Mrs.  Leicester's  School', 
f  tokens  of  a  spirit  as  lofty  in  its  purity  as  it  is 

8E 


gentle  and  unassummg.  She  is  endeared  too  by  a  more 
than  sisterly  devotion,  which  paused  only  at  his  grave, 
to  one  of  the  most  winning  writers  in  the  language, 
whose  intellectual  efforts  were  probably  best  encour- 
aged by  her  who  cheered  the  loneliness  of  his  hearth. 


•UNK8 

SUGGESTED  BY  A  PICTURE  OF  TWO  FE.MALEB. 
BY  LEONARDO  DA  VINCI. 

-  TheLady  Blanch,  regardleaa  of  all  her  lovera*  feara. 
To  the  Ura'line  Convent  haatena,  and  teng  the  Abbew  heaia. 
-()  Blanch,  my  child,  repent  ye  of  the  courtly  life  yn  lead.- 
Blanch  looked  on  a  roae-bod  and  little  aeemed  to  heed. 
She  looked  on  the  roae-bud,  ahe  kwked  round,  and  thiught 
On  all  her  heart  had  whiapered,  and  all  the  Nun  had  taught. 
"I  am  woiafaipped  by  lovers  and  brighfly  ahinea  my  feme, 
•*  AU  Chrvtendora  reaoundeth  the  noUe  Blanch'a  name. 
«  Nor  ahall  I  quickly  wither  like  the  ruae-bud  fiom  the  tree, 
«  My  queen-likegraceaahining  when  my  beauty'a  gone  from  mc. 

-  But  when  the  aculptured  marble  ia  raiaed  o*er  my  head. 
«  And  the  matchleaa  Blanch  liea  lifelcaa  among  the  noHe  dead. 
««Thia  aauitly  lady  Abbeaa  hath  made  me  juMly  fear, 

-  It  nothing  will  avail  me  that  I  were  wonhipped  here." 
Mart  Lamb:    PoOkal  Works  of  Ckarlet  L««&-— H.  R.] 

Note  5,  p.  425. 
••  Ode  to  Lhayr 
••  The  genial  tente  of  Youth :" 
[— .  ••  diffidence  or  veneration.     Such  virtues  are  the 
sacred  attribute*  of  Youth :  its  appropriate  calling  ia 
not  to  distinguish  in  the  fear  of  being  deceived  or  de- 
graded, not  to  analyze  with  scrupulous  minuteness,  but 
to  accumulate  in  genial  confidence;  its  instinct,  its 
safety,  its  benefit,  its  glory,  is  to  love,  to  admire,  to 

feel,  and  to  labour.  " Colkridok  :  *  Th  -  Friend,' 

Vol.  111.  p.  02.  —  H.  R.] 

Note  6,  p.  426. 
*'Ode  to  Duly, 
''And  in  the  light  of  truth  thy  Bondman  let  me  liwe .'"' 
["  A  living  Teacher,  to  be  spoken  of  with  gratitude  as 
of  a  benefactor,  having,  in  his  character  of  philosophi- 
cal Poet,  thought  of  morality  as  implying  in  its  es- 
sence voluntary  obedience,  and  producing  the  eflect  of 
order,  transfers,  in  the  transport  of  imagination^  the 
law  of  moral  to  physical  natures,  and  having  eontem- 
plated,  through  the  medium  of  that  order,  all  modes 
of  existence  as  subservient  to  one  spirit,  concludes  his 
address  to  the  power  of  Duty  in  the  fbllowing.  words : 

1\)  humbler  functiona,  awful  Power! 
I  call  thee:  I  m)raelf  commend 
Unto  thy  guidance  from  thia  hour ; 
Oh,  let  my  weakneaa  have  an  end ! 
Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise 
The  apirit  of  aelf-aacrifice ; 
The  confidence  of  reatongwe! 

And  in  the  Ught  of  Truth  Iky  Bondman  let  me  live  .'^— W.  W 
CoLERiOGi: :  '  The  Friend,*  Vol  IlL  p.  Wi    a  ai 
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rfismcrc's  quiet  lake, 
ii^Ii  all  liiir  fieltla  ptrUbe, 
ii  of  Cumbria's  ehora 
I  ceuelen  n»r; 
1  neighbour!  huge  Black  Comb 
■y  his  nmire  gloom, 
ling:  in  despite 

VB  of  warmth  Biul  light, 
's  hiiii^Il'  from  Bight. 
Ithoughts,  that  would  be  free 
;ar  friend,  (othec; 
.either  sheltered  rad 
Ilea  m;  Slept  abroad ; 
«.  having  aa  it  might 
I  tall  nii.n*«  height, 
|vtli,  and  brown  and  sere 

r,  alaiitls  with  lop  cut  sheer, 
Ihercock  which  provea 
it  the  wind  best  loves, 


I  ill  defends  the  door 
—  a  furl  reas  bare, 
Rn  the  builder's  only  care, 

y  Biill  liir  years  demand 
l^lastErer'ti  hand. 
e  more  thao  three  weeks'  apace 
cheerless  place, 
liiddle  would  complain, 
if  at  the  flute  in  vain, 
ir  ble!»ed  with  skill 
mill, 
■anty  company ! 
Jp  the  boiiiterouB  sea  — 
I  window  muttering  rhyme, 
|t  a  fmward  time! 
'9  (mine  is  it,  or  their  sbame '.) 
nee  that  humble  aim. 
who,  freu  to  take 
k  doth  foraaltc 
Icnhua  when  his  golden  locks 
f  Thc^aalian  flocks) 
Kmaid  with  tier  pail 

nme  A'inding  dale; 
n  ilie  shorefl 
Ik  bceido  ihriir  doors; 


Or,  pilgrim-like,  on  fbraat  nuMi  iseliiM 
Gives  plaintive  dittiei  lo  the  iwcdloM ' 
Or  liatana  to  it«  play  amcng  tbe  baDgl 
Above  her  head  and  so  fcrgeCB  her  n* 
ir  Buch  B  vintant  of  evth  then  ba 
And  she  would  deign  thia  dmj  to  soiili 
And  aid  my  verae,  contmt  with  local 
or  natural  beauty  and  life's  daily  mni 
Thoughts,  chaoeea,  aighto,  or  doinga,  i 
Without  reserve  to  thoae  whom  wa  lo 
Then,  haply,  Beaumont  I  woida  in  cni 
Will  flow,  and  on  a  welcome  page  apj 
Duly  belbre  thy  sight,  nnlesa  tbey  pel 

What  shall  I  treat  oT!  News  fram 
Such  have  we,  but  unvaried  in  itaa^l 
No  tales  of  mnagates  fiesh  landed,  wl 
And  wherefore  fugitive  or  on  what  pn 
or  fcBBta,  or  scandal,  eddying  like  tba 
Most  restlesBly  alive  when  mcstcaafii 
Ask  not  of  me  whose  tongne  can  be« 
The  mighty  tumults  of  tbe  Hoim  or 
The  lost  year's  cup  whose  ram  or  bdf 
What  slopes  are  planted,  or  what  moa 
Ad  eye  of  iancy  only  can  I  caat 
On  that  proud  pageant  now  at  hand  at 
When  full  five  hundred  bests  In  trim  i 
With  nets  and  sails  outspread  and  sIm 
And  chanted  hymns  and  Btillar  voice  ( 
For  the  old  Manx-harveet  to  the  deep 
Soon  as  the  herringi^boala  at  distance 
Like  beds  of  moralight  sfaifting  on  Um 

Mona  from  our  abode  is  daily  Ken, 
But  with  a  wildemen  of  waves  betwe 
And  by  conjecture  only  can  we  apeak 
Of  aught  transacted  there  in  bay  or  ci 
No  tidings  reach  us  thence  from  town 
Only  faint  news  her  mountain  sunbeai 
And  some  we  gather  frtm  tbe  misty  a. 
And  Bome  the  hovering  clouds^  our  tak 
But  these  poetic  mysteriea  I  withboM; 
For  Fancy  hath  her  fits  both  liot  and  e 
And  should  the  colder  fit  with  jod  be 
When  you  might  read,  my  credit  woni 

Ix:l  more  substantial  themea  the  per 
And  nearer  interests  culled  fioin  the  o 
Of  our  migratiun.  —  Ere  tbe  weloouw 
Had  from  tbe  east  her  silver  otar  wittM 
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guise 
L  from  wd)  to  well 


1  stood  ready,  at  our  cotUge-door, 
ully  freighWd  with  a  vBrioua  floro ; 
;  or  ere  Ihe  uprising  of  tlie  liun 
-daioped  dust  our  journey  wss  beg'un, 
1  journey,  iindor  fevourio^  skies, 
peojJfsl  vsles;  yet  someMi'mr  '•• 
uU  patxiarclis  wtien  from 
imed   tbrougli  waste  wli 
ral»  dweiL 


A,  to  whom  Hi  we  tlie  charje  cooliile, 
mptly  uiulerUnk  the  Main  to  ^uide 

a  sharp] y-tWLuins  road  and  down, 

many  a  wide  liiirs  craggy  crown, 
die  quick  turns  of  many  a  liollow  nook, 
rough  hed  of  ro»tiy  an  unhriilged  brook  1 
ng  lass —  who  In  lier  better  Ijand 
jht  switch  her  sceptre  of  coniiimnd 
et  a  slender  girl,  she  oAen  led, 
id  bold,  the  horse  and  burMiPn''d  sled* 
'  peat-yield JDjr  moss  on  Goivdur's  Imad. 
uld  go  wrong  with  sucli  a  chnrioloor 
9  and  chattels,  or  tlicHC  inrmiTs  diMir, 
ho  Btnitingly  snte  aide  by  side, 
■  confirming  ihiit  the  nall-st'ii  tiile, 
'ee  erobrttCN  we  were  bouiiil  to  seek, 
loir  Irst  strength  restore  and  freshen  the  pale 

K  did  cither  parent  entertain 
cbind  along  the  title nt  lane. 

hopps  and  liappy  musings  soon  took  flight, 
in  uncouth  melancholy  sight  — 
'en  bank  a  creature  stood  forlorn 

protruded  to  the  light  of  morn, 
r  part  concealed  by  hedge-row  thorn. 
re  called  to  mind  a  beast  of  prey 

its  frightful  powers  by  slow  decay, 
ugh  no  longer  upon  rapine  bent, 
nory  keeping  of  its  old  intent 
ed,  looked  again  with  anxious  eyes, 
tat  griealy  object  recogniso 
ale's  dog  —  his  long-tried  friend,  for  they, 
we  knew,  together  had  grown  grey. 
ter  died,  his  drooping  servant's  grief 
.  the  widow's  feet  some  sad  relief; 
he  lived  in  pining  discontent, 
which  no  indulgence  could  prevent; 
hole  day  wanderings,  broken  nightly  sleeps 
■some  watch  that  out  of  doors  he  keeps; 
itimea,  I  trust,  as  wc,  poor  brule ! 
im  on  bis  lega  sustained,  blank,  mule, 
.11  visible  nwtion  destitute, 
he  very  heaving  of  his  breath 
■topt,  though  by  some  other  power  than  death. 
we  gazed  upon  the  form  and  face, 
omestic  pity  kept  its  place, 

*  A  local  word  bt  Sledge. 


Unscared  by  thronging  fanci 

That  haunted  us  in  spite  of  '  ^*. 

Even  now  I  sometiinea  think  "i  n....  -'•  lost 

In  second-Biglit  apptaranccs,  or  crtat 

By  spectral  shspea  of  guilt,  or  Ui  tlit)  ground. 

On  which  ho  stood,  by  spells  unnaHiul  bound, 

Likp  a  iraunt  shaggy  porter  forced  to  wait 

Ihe   tented    In  days  of  old  romance  ut  ArchiaiDgu'n  gate. 


Advancing  summer,  Nature's  law  fulfilled. 
The  choristers  m  every  grove  had  srillf<d  ; 
But  we,  we  lacked  not  music  of  our  own. 
For  lightEome  Fanny  had  thus  early  tlirown, 
Mid  the  gay  prattle  of  those  infant  tongues, 
Some  notes  prelusive,  from  the  round  of  songs 
With  which,  more  zealous  than  the  liveUesl  bird 
That  in  wild  Arden's  brakes  was  ever  heard, 
Her  work  and  her  work's  partnera  she  cm  cheer, 
The  whole  day  long,  and  all  days  of  tlie  ypnr. 

ThUB  gladdened  from  our  own  dear  vale  we  ptm 
Ami  soon  approach  Diana's  looking-glass ! 
To  Loughtigg-larn,  round,  clear,  and  bright  as  heaven. 
Such  name  Italian  ftncy  would  have  given, 
Ere  on  ila  banks  the  few  grey  cabins  rose 
That  yet  disturb  not  its  concealed  repiiee 
More  than  tlie  feeblest  wind  that  iilly  ijlowa. 

Ah,  Beaumont!  when  an  opening  in  the  road 
Stopped  uiG  at  once  by  charm  of  what  it  showed, 
The  encircling  region  vividly  exprest 
Within  the  mirror's  depth,  a  world  at  rest- 
Sky  streaked  with  purple,  grove  and  em!;i.'y  bitld,f 
And  the  smooth  green  of  many  a  pendent  field. 
And,  quieted  and  soothed,  a  torrent  small, 
A  little  daring  would-be  waterfall, 
One  chimney  smoking  and  its  aaure  wreath. 
Associate  all  in  the  culm  pool  beneath, 
With  here  and  there  a  faint  impeifect  gleam 
Of  water-lilies  veiled  in  misty  steam  — 
What  wonder  at  this  hour  of  stillness  deep, 
A  shadowy  link  'tween  wakefulness  and  sleep, 
When  Nature's  aelC,  amid  such  blending  seems 
To  render  visible  her  own  soft  dreams. 
If,  mixed  with  what  appeared  of  rock,  lawn,  wood, 
Fbndly  embosomed  in  the  tranquil  flood, 
A  glimpse  I  caught  of  that  abode,  by  thee 
Designed  to  rise  in  humble  privacy, 
A  lowly  dwelling,  here  to  be  outspread. 
Like  a  small  hamlet,  with  its  bashful  head 
Half  hid  in  native  trees.     Alas  'tis  not. 
Nor  ever  was;  I  sighed,  and  lefl  the  spot 
Unconscious  of  its  own  untoward  lot, 
And  thought  in  silence,  with  regret  loo  keen, 
Of  unexperienced  joys  that  might  have  been; 
Of  neighbourhood  and  intermingling  arts. 
And  golden  summer  days  uniting  cheerful  heart* 

t  A  word  common  in  ihe  country,  Bignirying  (hellar,  ai 
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Dark  but  to  eterj  gentle  feeling  tme, 
Aa  if  tfaeir  lustre  flowed  from  ether'i  p 

Let  me  not  uk  what  teare  oiajr  hire 
By  ihoBD  bright  eyes,  what  weary  vigil. 
Beside  that  hearth  what  aigha  maj  bat 
For  wounds  inflicted,  nor  what  tcul  rehi 
Bf  fortitude  and  patience,  and  the  grae 
Of  heaven  in  pitj  visiting  the  place. 
Not  unadvisedly  thoee  secret  apringa 
I  leave  uosearched:  enough  that  menK 
Here  aa  elsewhere,  la  noticei  that  nnt 
Their  own  aigoificance  for  hearts  awal 
Ta  rural  iocidenta,  wliose  genial  powei 
Filled  with  delist  three  aummer  man 


More  could  my  pen  mpwt  of  grave  i 
Tliat  through  our  gipay  travel  cheered 
But,  bursting  tbrth  above  the  wave^  th 
Laughs  at  my  pains,  and  seems  to  lay. 
Yet,  Beaumont,  thou  wilt  not,  I  trait,  i 
This  humble  offering  made  by  Truth  tc 
Nor  chide  the  muse  that  stooped  to  bre 
Which  might  have  else  been  oo  me  ye 


Soon  did  the  Almighty  giver  of  all  rest 
Take  ttioee  dear  young  onea  to  a  fmriei 
And  in  Death's  arms  has  long  repoeed  i 
For  whom  this  simple  register  was  pen 
'riiinkd  to  Ilie  moth  that  spared  it  lor  oi 
And  et rangers  even  the  slighted  scroll  i 
Moved  by  [he  touch  of  kindred  sympat] 
For  —  save  the  calm,  repentance  aheda 
Raised  by  remembrances  of  misused  lif 
The  light  ftom  post  endeavoun  purely 
And  by  Heaven's  favour  happily  Inlfille 
Save  hope  that  we,  yet  bound  to  earth. 
The  joyii  of  the  departed  —  what  so  &ii 
Aa  blameleee  pleasure.  Dot  without  ioo» 
Reviewed  through  Love's  transparent  v 

JVnir.  —  LotrciiRtao  TiRii,  alluded  to 
Epimlc.  resembles,  ihongh  much  smaller 
Lalui  Neiui,  or  Sp/ralum  Diamm  aa  il  is 
aiilr  in  its  clear  %'atrn  and  circular  fbnn. 
immrdialely  suirounding  ii,  but  alao  aa  I 
liv  the  eminence  of  Lai^dale  Pikes  as  I4 
ihai  of  Moms  Calvo.  Since  (bis  Epis 
Loughrigg  Tira  has  lost  much  of  ils  beat 
of  Qianj  naiuial  clumps  of  wood,  relies  a 
particular  If  upon  lb«  fum  called  "The  < 
atiundaoce  of  that  tree  which  graw  there. 

It  ii  to  bs  re^tted,  upon  public  g 
George  BeiumoDl  did  not  cany  into  aSecl 
a  Summei  Rslnal  in  I 


described :  ••  bis  taste  woold  hava  sat  1 


^V 
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,  wiw  all  tlM  •eeommodttiow  modem  lociety 
might  be  introdttoed  tvcn  mto  the  most  secluded 
this  conntiy  without  injuring  their  nattre  cha- 
rhe  design  was  not  abandooed  from  failure  of  incli- 
I  his  part,  but  in  consequence  of  local  untoward- 
eh  need  not  be  particularised. 


PRELUDE, 


POBHl  CmVLT  or  SAELT 


10  TBS  YOMnU  nriTLBO  *• 

An  L4TB  TSASa** 

tory  walk  thioogh  orchard  grounds, 
deep  chestnat  giove,  oft  have  I  paused 
le  a  Thrush,  urged  rather  than  restrained 
I  of  vernal  storm,  attuned  his  song 
wn  genial  instincts ;  and  was  heard 
not  without  some  friaintive  tones  between) 
,  above  showers  of  blossom  swept 
sing  boughs^  the  promise  of  a  calm, 
be  unsheltered  traveller  might  receive 
mkiul  spirit    The  descant,  and  the  wind 
med  to  play  with  it  in  love  or  scorn, 
{fed  and  endeared  the  strain  of  words 
Ay  flowed  from  me,  by  fits  of  silence 
to  livelier  pace.    But  now,  my  Book ! 
with  those  lays,  and  others  of  like  Qux)d, 
*  pitch  if  higher  rose  the  theme, 
e — yet  aspiring  to  be  joined 
^  forerunners  that  through  many  a  year 
Lhfidly  prepared  each  other*8  way  — 
upon  a  mission  best  fulfilled 
id  wherever,  in  this  changeful  world, 
ith  been  given  to  please  for  higher  ends 
asure  only ;  gladdening  to  prepare 
esome  sadness,  troubling  to  refine, 
to  raise ;  and  by  a  sapient  art 
through  all  the  mysteries  of  our  being, 
^  the  toils  and  pains  thtit  have  not  ceased 
heir  shadows  on  our  mother  earth 
i  primeval  doom.    Such  is  the  grace 
hough  unsued  for,  fails  not  to  descend 
Lvenly  inspiration ;  such  the  aim 
ison  dictates ;  and,  as  even  the  wish 
le  in  it,  why  should  hope  to  me 
ng  that  sometimes,  where  fancied  ills 
le  mind  and  strip  from  off  the  bowers 
e  life  their  natural  pleasantness, 
-devoted  to  the  love  whose  seeds 
in  every  human  breast,  to  beauty 
rithin  compass  of  the  humblest  sight, 
ful  intercourse  with  wood  and  field, 
nthy  with  man's  substantial  griefs  — 
be  heard  in  vain  ?     And  in  those  days 
foreseen  distress  spreads  far  and  wide 
people  mournfully  cast  down, 
oger  roused  by  venal  words 
MoesB  flung  out  to  overturn 
ment,  and  divert  the  general  heart 


From  mutual  good— some  strain  of  thine,  my  Book! 

Caught  at  propitious  intervals,  may  win 

Listeners  who  not  nn willingly  admit 

Kindly  emotion  tending  to  console 

And  reconcile ;  and  both  with  young  and  old 

Exalt  the  sense  of  thoughtful  gratitude 

For  benefits  that  still  survive,  by  faith 

In  progress,  under  laws  divine,  mamtained. 

Rtdal  Moumt.  Jbnk  S8,  184S. 


/ 


TO  A  CfflLD. 


waiTTEir  ur  hsr  album. 


Small  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasta: 

Of  humblest  friends,  bright  creature  I  acorn  not  one: 

The  daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  casts,. 

Protects  the  lingering  dew-drop  from  the  sun. 


ODE 


ON  THE  INSTALLATION 


or 


HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  PRINCE  ALBERT 


CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  CAXBRIDOI, 


JULY,  1847. 


BY  ViriLLIAM  WOR,DSWORTH, 


rorr  laurbatb. 


For  thirst  of  power  that  Heaven  disowne, 

For  temples,  towers,  and  thrones 
Too  long  insulted  by  the  spoiler's  shock. 

Indignant  Europe  cast 

Her  stormy  foe  at  last 
To  reap  the  whirlwind  on  a  Libyan  rock. 

War  is  passion's  basest  game, 

Madly  played  to  win  a  name: 
Up  starts  some  tyrant,  Heaven  and  Earth  to  dare ; 

The  servile  million  bow ; 
But  will  the  lightning  glance  aside  and  spare 

The  despot's  laurelled  brow  ? 

War  is  mercy,  glory,  fame, 

Waged  in  Freedom's  holy  cause. 

Freedom  such  as  man  may  claim 

Under  God^s  restraining  lavitj. 

Such  is  Albion's  fame  and  glory. 

Let  rescued  Europe  tell  the  story. 
But  lo !  what  sudden  cloud  has  darkened  all 

The  land  as  with  a  funeral  pall  ? 
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The  Roee  of  England  sufiers  blight : 
llie  Flower  has  drooped,  the  Isle's  delight; 
Flower  and  bud  together  fall ; 
A  nation's  hopes  lie  crushed  in  Claremont's  desolate 
HalL 

Time  a  chequered  mantle  wears  — 
Earth  awakes  from  wintr    sleep: 
Again  the  tree  a  blossom  bears ; 
Cease,  Britannia,  cease  to  weep ! 
Hark  to  the  peals  on  this  bright  May  morn ! 
They  tell  that  your  future  Queen  is  born. 
A  guardian  angel  fluttered 
Above  the  babe,  unseen ; 
One  word  he  sofUy  uttered. 
It  named  the  future  Queen ; 
And  a  joyful  cry  through  the  island  rang. 
As  bold  and  clear  as  the  trumpet's  clang, 
As  bland  as  the  reed  of  peace : 

**  Victoria  be  her  name  J" 
For  righteous  triumphs  are  the  base 
Whereon  Britannia  rests  her  peaceful  fame. 

Time  in  his  mantle's  sunniest  fold 

Uplifled  on  his  arms  the  child. 
And  while  the  fearless  infant  smiled 

Her  happier  destiny  foretold. — 

**  Infancy,  by  wisdom  mild 

Trained  to  health  and  artless  beauty 

Youth,  by  pleasure  unbeguiled 

From  the  lore  of  lofty  duty : 

Womanhood,  in  pure  renown 

Seated  on  her  lineal  throne : 

Leaves  of  myrtle  in  her  crown, 

Fresh  with  lustre  all  their  own. 

Love,  the  treasure  worth  possessing 

More  than  all  the  world  beside, 

This  shall  be  her  choicest  blessing, 

Ofl  to  roval  hearts  denied." 

That  eve,  the  Star  of  Brunswick  slione 

With  stedfast  ray  benign 
On  Gotha's  ducal  roof,  and  on 

The  soflly  flowing  Leine, 
Nor  failed  to  gild  the  spires  of  Bonn, 

And  glittered  on  the  Rhine 
Old  Camus  too,  on  that  prophetic  night 

Was  conscious  of  the  ray ; 
And  his  willows  whispered  in  its  light 

Not  to  the  zephyr's  sway. 
But  with  a  Delphic  life,  in  sight 

Of  this  auspicious  day  — 


This  day,  when  Granta  hails  her  chosen  Loid, 
And,  proud  of  her  award. 
Confiding  in  that  Star  serene. 

Welcomes  the  consort  of  a  happy  Queen. 


Prince,  in  these  collegiate  bowers. 
Where  science,  leagued  with  holier  truth, 
Guards  the  sacred  heart  of  youth. 
Solemn  monitors  are  our*s. 
These  reverend  aisles,  these  hallowed  tow 
Raised  by  many  a  hand  august. 
Are  haunted  by  majestic  powers. 
The  memories  of  the  wise  and  just, 
Who,  faithful  to  a  pious  trust. 
Here,  in  the  Founder's  spirit,  sought 
To  mould  and  stamp  the  ore  of  thought 
In  that  bold  form  and  impress  high 

That  best  betoken  patriot  lojralty. 
Not  in  vain  those  ssges  taught : 
True  disciples,  good  as  grea^ 
Have  pondered  here  their  country's  weal, 
Weighed  the  Future  by  the  Past, 
Learnt  how  social  frames  may  last. 
And  how  a  land  may  rule  its  fate 
By  constancy  inviolate. 
Though  worlds  to  their  foundations  reel, 

The  sport  of  faction's  hate  or  godless  zeaL 

Albert,  in  thy  race  we  cherish 
A  nation's  strength  that  will  not  perish 
While  England's  sceptred  line. 
True  to  the  King  of  kings  is  found. 
Like  that  wise  ancestor  of  thine 
Who  threw  the  Saxon  shield  o'er  Luther's  lift 
When  first  above  the  yells  of  bigot  strife 

The  trumpet  of  the  Living  Word 
Assumed  a  voice  of  deep  portentous  sound. 
From  gladdened  Elbe  to  startled  Tiber  hear! 
What  shield  more  sublime 
E*er  was  blazoned  or  sungi 
And  the  Pr^ce  whom  we  greet 
From  its  Hero  is  sprung. 
Resound,  resound  the  strain 
That  hails  him  for  our  own ! 
Again,  again,  and  yet  again. 
For  the  Church,  the  State,  the  Throne ! 
And  that  Presence  fair  and  bright, 
Ever  blest  wherever  seen. 
Who  deigns  to  grace  our  festal  rite  — 
The  pride  of  the  Islands,  Victoria  thb  Qvm 


TRANSLATION 


OV 


PART  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  THE  iBNEID/ 


EDITOKB  OF  THE  PHILOLOGICAL  MUBEUM. 

r  remiodiBf  ne  of  «b  ezpeeudon  I  mnm  time  tinea 
jroa  of  allowinf  mmm  ffpeeimeiM  of  my  tnnslatjon 
eld  to  be  printed  in  the  Philologleal  M ueeam,  wm  not 
»le :  ftir  Iliad  ftli^ndoBed  ilw  tbovflit  of  ever  eending  into 
f  pert  of  tlMt  exparimenv—lbr  it  wet  notliing  moie,— en 
legnn  for  •moaemeat,  and  I  now  tliinic  a  leas  fortunate 
en  I  flrat  named  it  to  yon.  Having  been  diaptoaaed  in 
liationa  with  the  additiona  of  incongraooa  matter,  1 
nalate  with  a  raaolve  to  Iceep  clear  of  that  ftttlt«  by 
Df ;  bat  I  became  oonTinced  that  a  ipirited  translation 
be  aeoompliahed  in  the  Engliah  language  without  ad- 
Dciple  of  eompenaation.  On  thia  point,  however,  1  do 
•aiat,  and  merely  aend  the  following  paaaage,  taken  at 
I  a  wiah  to  eomply  with  your  request. —W.  W. 


tnti,  atodiouf  to  iDvent 

ntried,  upon  new  ooonselB  bent, 

bat  Cupid,  changed  in  form  and  &ce 

Aacaniiu^  aboald  aarome  his  place; 

e  maddening  gifts,  and  kindle  heat 

1  at  the  bosom's  inmost  seat, 

I  the  treacheiocis  house,  the  doable  tongue ; 

,  she  frets — iff  Juno*8  rancour  stung* 

of  night  is  powerless  to  remove 

3S,  and  thus  she  speaks  to  winged  Love. 

ny  strength,  my  power !  who  dost  despise 

e  thyself,  none  dares  through  earth  and  skies,) 

quelling  bolts  of  Jove,  I  flee, 

jppliant  to  thy  deity ! 

Is  meet  iEneas  in  his  course, 

's  hate  with  unrelenting  force 

ly  brother — this  to  thee  is  known; 

nes  hast  thou  made  my  griefs  thine  own. 

the  generous  Dido  by  soft  chains 

mtreaty  at  her  court  detains; 

lospitalities  prepare 

iccasion  that  I  dread  a  snare. 

3  some  hostile  god  can  intervene 

by  previous  wiles,  inflame  the  queen 

ion  for  .£neas,  such  strong  love 

y  beck,  mine  only,  she  shall  move. 

assist,  —  the  father's  mandate  calls 

Ascanius  to  the  Tyrian  walls. 

translation  is  taken  from  "  The  Philological 
Vol.  I.,  p.  382,  Cambridge,  1832,  edited  by  the 
s  Charles  Hare,  now  Archdeacon  of  Lewes, 
ontribotion  to  that  periodical,  in  which  it  ap- 
!i  the  above  prefatory  note.  —  H.  R.j 


He  comes,  my  dear  delight, — and  eoetlieet  thingi 

Preserv'd  from  fire  and  flood  for  presents  brings; 

Him  will  I  take,  and  in  close  covert  keep, 

Mid  groves  Ualian,  lulled  to  gentle  sleep. 

Or  on  Cytherea*8  &r-feqnestered  steep. 

That  he  may  neither  know  what  hope  is  mine, 

Nor  by  his  presence  traverse  the  design. 

Do  thou,  but  for  a  single  night's  brief  space. 

Dissemble ;  be  that  boy  in  form  and  &ce ! 

And  when  enraptured  Dido  shall  receive 

Thee  to  her  arms,  and  kisses  interweave 

With  many  a  fond  embrace,  while  joy  runs  high. 

And  goblets  crown  the  proud  fiwtivity» 

Instil  thy  subtle  poison,  and  inspire 

At  every  touch  an  unsuspected  fire. 

Love,  at  the  word,  before  his  mother's  sight 
Puts  off  his  wings,  and  walks  with  proud  delight. 
Like  young  lulus;  but  the  gentlest  dews 
Of  slumber  Venus  sheds,  to  circumfuse 
The  true  Ascanius,  steep'd  in  placid  rest ; 
Then  wafls  him,  cherished  on  her  careful  breast, 
Through  upper  air  to  an  Jdalian  glade. 
Where  he  on  soft  amaracu$  is  laid. 
With  breathing  flowers  embraced,  and  fragrant  shads. 
But  Cupid  following  cheerily  his  guide 
Achates,  with  the  gifls  to  Carthage  hied ; 
And,  as  the  hall  he  entered,  there,  between 
The  sharers  of  her  golden  couch,  was  seen 
ReclinM  in  festal  pomp  the  Tyrian  queen. 
The  Trojans  too  (iEneas  at  their  head) 
On  couches  lie,  with  purple  overspread ; 
Meantime  in  canisters  is  heaped  the  bread. 
Pellucid  water  for  the  hands  is  borne. 
And  napkins  of  smooth  texture,  finely  shorn. 
Within  are  flfty  handmaids,  who  prepare. 
As  they  in  order  stand  the  dainty  fare ; 
And  fume  the  household  deities  with  store 
Of  odorous  incense ;  while  a  hundred  more 
MatchM  with  an  equal  number  of  like  age, 
But  each  of  manly  sex,  a  docile  page. 
Marshal  the  banquet,  giving  with  due  grace 
To  cup  or  viand  its  appointed  place. 
The  Tyrians  rushing  in,  an  eager  band. 
Their  painted  couches  seek,  obedient  to  command. 
They  look  with  wonder  on  the  gifts  —  they  gaze 
Upon  lulus,  dazzled  with  tlie  rays 
That  from  his  ardent  countenance  are  flung. 
And  charmed  to  hear  his  simulating  tongue ; 
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Nor  pasB  unpraised,  the  robe  and  veil  divine, 
Round  which  the  yellow  flowers  and  wandering  foliage 
twine. 

But  chieflv  Dido,  to  the  coming  ill 
Devoted,  etrives  in  vain  her  vast  desires  to  fill: 
She  views  tne  gifts;  upon  the  child  then  turns 
Insatiable  looks,  and  gazing  burn& 
To  ease  a  father's  cheated  love  he  hung 
Upon  iEneas,  and  around  him  clung ; 
Then  seeks  the  queen ;  with  her  his  arts  he  tries ; 
She  fastens  on  the  boy  enamourM  eyes. 
Clasps  in  her  arms,  nor  weens  (O  lot  unblest !) 
How  great  a  god,  incumbent  o*er  her  breast. 
Would  fill  it  with  his  spirit    He  to  please 
His  Acidalian  mother,  by  degrees 
Blots  out  Sicheus,  studious  to  remove 
The  dead,  by  influx  of  a  living  love. 
By  stealthy  entrance  of  a  perilous  guest 
Troubling  a  heart  that  had  been  long  at  rest. 

Now  when  the  viands  were  withdrawn,  and  ceased 
The  first  division  of  the  splendid  feast. 
While  round  a  vacant  board  the  chiefs  recline. 
Huge  goblets  are  brought  forth ;  they  crown  the  wine, 
Voices  of  gladness  roll  the  walls  around ; 
Those  gladsome  voices  from  the  courts  rebound ; 
From  gilded  rafters  many  a  blazing  light 
Depends,  and  torches  overcome  the  night 
The  minutes  fly  —  till  at  the  queen^s  command, 
A  bowl  of  state  is  ofilered  to  her  hand ; 
Then  she,  as  Belus  wont,  and  all  the  line 
From  Belus,  filled  it  to  the  brim  with  wine ; 
Silence  ensued.    "O  Jupiter,  whose  care 
Is  hospitable  dealing,  grant  my  prayer ! 
Productive  day  be  this  of  lasting  joy  I 


To  Tyrians,  and  these  exiles  driven  from  Ttoy; 
A  day  to  future  generations  dear ! 
Let  Bacchus,  donor  of  soal-quickeniog  cheer, 
Be  present,  kindly  Juno,  be  thou  near; 
And  Tyrians,  may  your  choicest  favours  wak 
Upon  this  hour  the  bond  to  celebrate  !** 
She  spake  and  ^ed  an  ofi^ring  on  the  board; 
Then  sipp*d  the  bowl  whence  she  the  wine  had  poat 
And  gave  to  Bitias,  urging  the  prompt  lord; 
He  raised  the  bowl,  and  took  a  long  deep  draught, 
Then  every  chief  in  turn  the  beverage  qo&ffl 

Graced  with  redundant  hair,  lopas  sings 
The  lore  of  Atlas,  to  resounding  stringa, 
The  labours  of  the  sun*  the  lunar  waoderiogi; 
Whence  human  kind  and  brute ;  what  oatBiil 
Engender  lightning,  whence  are  falling  afaowen! 
He  chaunts  A  returns,  —  that  fraternal  twain 
The  glittering  Bears,  —  the  Pleiads  fiaoght  widi 
— Why  suns  in  winter,  shunning  heaven's  itatf 
Post  sea-ward,  —  what  impedes  the  tardy  aigto 
The  learned  song  from  Tyrian  heaien  dnwi 
Loud  shouts,  —  the  Trojans  echo  the  appbine. 
—  But  lengthening  out  the  night  with  Goofene  Udi 
Large  draughts  of  love  unhappy  Dido  drew; 
Of  Priam  ask'd,  of  Hector — o'er  and  o'er— 
What  arms  the  son  of  bright  Aurora  wore;— 
What  steeds  the  car  of  Dioroed  couM  boait; 
Among  the  leaders  of  the  Grecian  host  : 

How  look'd  Achilles,  their  dread  paramooDt— 
**  But  nay, — the  fatal  wiles,  O  guesT,  reoooat, 
Retrace  the  Grecian  cunning  from  its  soiuoe, 
Your  own  grief  and  your  friends — your  wibMI 

course; 
For  now,  till  this  seventh  summer  have  ye  ranged 
The  sea,  or  trod  the  earth,  to  peace  eitn^gei" 
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THE  PRIORESS*  TALE. 

•*  Can  np  Un  wiM)  left  half  toM 
Hm  Hory  of  Cimbnmn  bold.** 

ring  Poem  no  fbrtlier  deviaUon  ftom  the  orifinal  baa 
tn  waa  neeeHary  for  tbe  flueat  reading  and  inatant 
of  the  Attthor:  ao  nucli,  however,  it  ibe  language 
1iaiieer*B  tiiae,  eapeeiany  la  proniinclation,  that  mach 
oved,  and  ila  plaea  aupplied  with  aa  little  incongmity 
rbe  andeot  aeeent  haa  been  reuined  in  a  few  con- 
M  and  alvdf .  fkom  a  eonvlction  that  auch  f prinklingi 
woald  be  adaaltted,  by  pereone  of  taate,  to  have  a 
lanee  with  the  aal^fect.  The  fierce  bigotry  of  the 
a  iae  baek-gnwiid  for  her  tender-hearted  aympathiet 
ter  and  Child ;  and  the  mode  in  which  the  itory  it 
mea  for  the  eztravaganoe  of  the  miracle. 


or  Lord !  bow  wondroudy,**  (quoth  she) 
» in  this  hrge  world  is  spread  abroad ! 
le  by  men  of  dig^nitj 
p  is  performed  and  precious  laud ; 
Diouths  of  children,  gracious  God ! 
iss  is  set  forth ;  they  when  they  lie 
east  thy  name  do  glorify 

in  praise,  the  worthiest  that  I  may, 

ee,  and  the  white  Lily-flower 

thee  bear,  and  is  a  Maid  for  aye, 

>ry  I  will  use  my  power ; 

nay  increase  her  honour*8  dower, 

self  is  honour,  and  the  root 

s,  next  her  Son,  our  souKs  best  boot 

laid !  O  Maid  aud  Mother  free ! 
umt!  burning  in  Moses*  sight! 
didst  ravish  from  the  Deity, 
imbleness,  the  spirit  that  did  alight 
cart,  whence,  through  that  glory*s  might, 
Kras  the  Father*s  sapience, 
tell  it  in  tliy  reverence ! 

tcr  to  the  Editor,  dated  *'  Rydal  Mount,  Janu- 
41,"  Wordsworth  said:  *'So  great  is  my  ad- 
i^haucer^s  genius,  and  so  profound  my  reverence 
n  instrument  in  the  hands  of  Providence,  for 
e  light  of  literature  through  his  native  land, 
■standing  the  defects  and  faults  in  this  publica- 
glad  of  it,  as  a  means  for  making  many  ac- 
ith  the  original,  who  would  otherwise  be 
every  thing  about  him  but  his  name."  —  The 
lied  **  The  Poemt  of  Geoffrey  Chaucer  Modem' 
lablished  in  London,  in  1841.  It  is  mode  up 
ibations  oif  Wordsworth,  Miss  Barrett,  Leigh 
.  Home,  and  others.  —  H.  R.] 
8F 


Lady !  thy  goodness,  thy  magnificence^ 

Thy  virtue,  and  thy  great  humility, 

Surpass  all  science  and  all  utterance; 

For  sometimes.  Lady  {  ere  men  pray  to  thee 

Thou  goest  before  in  thy  benignity. 

The  light  to  us  vouchsafing  of  thy  prayer. 

To  be  our  guide  unto  thy  Son  so  dear. 

My  knowledge  is  so  weak,  O  Uissfiil  Queen ! 
To  tell  abroad  thy  mighty  worthiness. 
That  I  the  weight  of  it  may  not  sustmn ; 
But  as  a  child  of  twelvem<mths  old  or  less. 
That  laboureth  his  language  to  express, 
Even  so  fare  I ;  and  therefore,  I  thee  pray. 
Guide  thou  my  song  which  I  of  thee  shall  say. 

There  was  in  Asia,  in  a  mighty  town, 

'Mong  Christian  folk,  a  street  where  Jews  might  be, 

Assigned  to  them  and  given  them  for  their  own 

By  a  great  lord,  for  gain  and  usury. 

Hateful  to  Christ  and  to  his  company ; 

And  through  this  street  who  list  might  ridie  and  wend 

Free  was  it,  and  unbarred  at  either  end. 

A  little  school  of  Christian  people  stood 
Down  at  the  &rther  end,  in  which  there  were 
A  nest  of  children  come  of  Christian  blood. 
That  learned  in  that  school  from  year  to  year 
Such  sort  of  doctrine  as  men  used  there. 
That  is  to  say,  to  sing  and  read  als6. 
As  little  children  in  their  childhood  da 

Among  these  children  was  a  widow*s  son, 
A  little  scholar,  scarcely  seven  years  old. 
Who  day  by  day  unto  this  school  hath  gone. 
And  eke,  when  he  the  image  did  behold 
Of  Jesu*s  Mother,  as  he  had  been  told. 
This  child  was  wont  to  kneel  adown  and  say 
Ave  Marie^  as  he  goeth  by  the  way. 

This  widow  thus  her  little  son  hath  taught 
Our  blissful  Lady,  Jesu*s  Mother  dear. 
To  worship  aye,  and  he  forgat  it  not ; 
For  simple  in&nt  hath  a  ready  ear. 
Sweet  is  the  holiness  of  youth :  and  hence. 
Calling  to  mind  this  matter  when  I  may, 
Saint  Nicholas  in  my  presence  standeth  aye. 
For  he  so  young  to  Christ  did  reverence. 

This  little  child,  while  in  the  school  he  sate 
His  primer  conning  with  an  earnest  cheer, 
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Tho  whilst  the  rest  their  anthem-book  repeat 
The  Alma  Redemptoris  did  he  hear; 
And  as  he  durst  he  drew  him  near  and  near, 
And  hearkened  to  the  words  and  to  the  note, 
Till  the  first  verse  he  learned  it  all  by  rote. 

This  Latin  knew  he  nothing  what  it  said. 
For  he  too  tender  was  of  age  to  know ; 
But  to  his  comrade  he  repaired,  and  prayed 
That  he  the  meaning  of  this  song  would  show. 
And  unto  him  declare  why  men  sing  so; 
This  oftentimes,  that  he  might  be  at  ease. 
This  child  did  him  besceeh  on  his  bare  knees. 

His  schoolfellow,  who  elder  was  than  he. 

Answered  him  thus:  —  ^This  song,  I  have  heard  say, 

Was  fashioned  for  our  blissful  Lady  free ; 

Her  to  salute,  and  also  her  to  pray 

To  be  our  help  upon  our  dying  day : 

If  there  is  more  in  this,  I  know  it  not ; 

Song  do  I  learn, — small  grammar  I  have  goL* 

*  And  is  this  song  fashioned  in  reverence 
Of  Jesu^s  Mother  1*  said  this  innocent; 
*Now,  certes,  I  will  use  my  diligence 
To  con  it  all  ere  Chrbtmas-tide  be  spent ; 
Although  I  for  my  primer  shall  be  shent, 
And  shall  be  beaten  three  times  in  an  hour. 
Our  Lady  I  will  praise  with  all  my  power.* 

His  schoolfellow,  whom  he  had  so  besought. 
As  they  went  homeward  taught  him  privily 
And  then  he  sang  it  well  and  fearlessly. 
From  word  to  word  according  to  tho  note 
Twice  in  a  day  it  passed  through  his  throat ; 
Homeward  and  school  ward  whensoever  he  went. 
On  Jesu*s  Mother  fixed  was  his  intent 

Through  all  the  Jewry  (this  before  said  I) 
This  little  child,  as  he  came  to  and  fro, 
Full  merrily  then  would  he  sing  and  cry, 
O  Alma  Redemptoris !  high  and  low: 
The  sweetness  of  Christ's  Mother  pierced  so 
His  heart,  that  her  to  praise,  to  her  to  pray. 
He  cannot  stop  his  singing  by  the  way. 

The  Serpent,  Satan,  our  first  foe,  that  hath 

His  wasp's  nest  in  Jew's  heart,  upswelled  —  *  O  woe, 

O  Hebrew  people !'  said  he  in  his  wrath, 

*  Is  it  an  honest  thing !     Shall  this  be  so  ? 
That  such  a  boy  where'er  he  lists  shall  go 

In  your  despite,  and  sing  his  hymns  and  saws. 
Which  is  against  the  reverence  of  our  laws !' 

From  that  day  forward  have  the  Jews  conspired 
Out  of  the  world  this  innocent  to  chase ; 
And  to  this  end  a  homicide  they  hired. 
That  in  an  alley  had  a  privy  place. 
And,  as  the  child  'gan  to  the  school  to  pace. 
This  cruel  Jew  him  seized,  and  held  him  fast 
And  cut  his  throat  and  in  a  pit  him  casL 


I  say  that  him  into  a  pit  they  threw, 
A  loathsome'  pit,  whence  noiaome  sceots  exhale; 
O  cursed  folk !  away,  ye  Herods  new ! 
What  may  your  ill  intentions  yen  aTtil  1 
Murder  will  oat;  certda  it  will  not  &il; 
Know,  that  the  honour  of  high  God  may  spiead. 
The  blood  cries  out  on  yoar  accursed  deed. 

O  Martyr  Established  in  virginity ! 

Now  may'st  thou  sing  for  aye  before  the  throne, 

Following  the  Lamb  celestial,*'  qooth  she, 

**  Of  which  the  great  Evangelist,  Saint  John, 

In  Patmos  wrote,  who  saitb  of  them  that  go 

Before  the  Lamb  singing  continually. 

That  never  fleshly  woman  they  did  know. 

Now  this  poor  widow  waiteth  all  that  night 
After  her  little  child,  and  he  came  not; 
For  which,  by  earliest  glimpse  of  morning  ligh^ 
With  face  all  pale  with  dread  and  busy  tboogfat, 
She  at  the  school  and  elsewhere  him  bath  soofk^ 
Until  thus  far  she  learned,  that  he  had  been 
In  the  Jews'  street,  and  there  be  last  was 


With  mother's  pity  in  her  breast  enclosed 
She  goeth,  as  she  were  half  out  of  her  mind. 
To  every  place  wherein  she  hath  supposed 
By  likelihood  her  little  son  to  find ; 
And  ever  on  Christ's  Mother  meek  and  kind 
She  cried,  till  to  the  Jewry  she  was  brought. 
And  him  among  the  accursed  Jews  she  soogkL 

She  asketh,  and  she  piteously  doth  pray 
To  every  Jew  that  dwelleth  in  that  place 
To  tell  her  if  her  child  had  passed  that  way; 
They  all  said  —  Nay ;  but  Jesu  of  his  grace 
Gave  to  her  thought,  that  in  a  little  space 
She  for  her  son  in  that  same  spot  did  cry 
Where  he  was  cast  into  a  pit  bard  by. 

O  thou  great  God  that  dost  perform  thy  laud 

By  mouths  of  innocents,  lo!  here  thy  mighi; 

This  gem  of  chastity,  this  emerald. 

And  eke  of  martyrdom  this  ruby  bright. 

There,  where  with  mangled  tliixMt  he  lay  upright. 

The  Alma  Redemptoris  'gan  to  sing 

So  loud,  that  with  his  voice  the  place  did  ring. 

The  Christian  folk  that  through  the  Jewry  went 

Come  to  the  spot  in  wonder  at  the  thing; 

And  hastily  they  for  the  Provost  sent ; 

Immediately  he  came,  not  tarrying. 

And  praiseth  Christ  that  is  our  heavenly  King, 

And  eke  his  mother,  honour  of  mankind : 

Which  done,  he  bade  that  they  the  Jews  should  bin 

This  child  with  piteous  lamentatkm  then 
Was  taken  up,  singing  his  song  alwiky ; 
And  with  procession  great  and  pomp  of  men 
To  the  next  Abbey  him  they  bare  away ; 
His  mother  swooning  by  the  body  lay; 
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]y  could  the  people  that  were  netr 
is  seoood  Rachel  from  the  bier. 

nd  shameibl  death  to  every  oae 
at  doth  for  thoee  bad  Jews  prepare 
18  marder  wist,  and  that  anon : 
edneae  his  judj^ent  cannot  spare ; 
io  evil,  evil  shall  he  bear ; 
efore  with  wild  hones  did  he  draw, 
that  he  hung  them  bj  the  law. 

lier  this  innocent  doth  lie 
altar  while  the  Mass  doth  last : 
;  with  his  convent's  company 
themselves  to  bury  him  full  fast; 
I  they  holy  water  on  him  cast, 
this  child  when  sprinkled  was  the  water, 

0  Alma  RedemptoriM  Mater  t 

t,  for  he  was  a  holy  man, 
oks  are,  or  surely  ought  to  be, 
ition  to  the  child  began 
ig,  *  O  dear  child !  I  summon  thee 
>f  the  holy  Trinity 

le  cause  why  thou  dost  sing  this  hymn, 
thy  throat  is  cut  as  it  doth  seem.* 

t  is  cut  unto  the  bone,  I  trow,* 
uung  child,  *8nd  by  the  law  of  kind 
ive  died,  yea  many  hours  ago; 
Christ,  as  in  the  books  yo  find, 
his  glory  last,  and  be  in  mind ; 
le  worship  of  his  Mother  dear, 
sing,  O  Alma  !  loud  and  clear. 

1  of  mercy,  Jesu's  Mother  sweet, 
cnowledge  I  have  loved  alw&y ; 

*  hour  when  I  my  death  did  meet 
came,  and  thus  to  roe  did  say, 
thy  dying  sing  this  holy  lay," 
e  heard ;  and  soon  as  I  had  sung 
t  she  laid  a  grain  upon  my  tongue. 

-e  1  sing,  nor  can  from  song  refrain, 

of  that  blissful  Maiden  free, 

ny  tongue  off-taken  is  the  grain ; 

that  thus  said  she  unto  me ; 

!  child,  then  will  I  come  for  thee 

e  grain  from  off  thy  tongue  they  take : 

nayed,  I  will  not  thee  forsake!"* 

Monk,  this  Abbot — him  mean  I, 

hen  his  tongue,  and  took  away  the  grain ; 

ve  up  the  ghost  full  peacefully ; 

1  the  Abbot  bad  this  wonder  seen, 

ars  trickled  down  like  showers  of  rain ; 

I  face  he  dropped  upon  the  ground, 

le  lay  as  if  he  had  been  bound. 

hole  convent  on  the  pavement  lay, 
ind  praising  Jesu*s  Mother  dear ; 


And  after  that  they  rose,  and  took  their  way. 
And  lifted  up  this  martyr  from  the  bier. 
And  in  a  tomb  of  precious  marble  clear 
Enclosed  bis  uncorrupted  body  sweet — 
Where'er  he  be,  God  grant  us  him  to  meet ! 

Young  Hew  of  Lincoln !  in  like  sort  laid  low 

By  cursed  Jews— .thing  well  and  widely  known, 

For  it  was  done  a  little  while  ago — 

Pray  also  thou  for  us,  while  here  we  tarry 

Weak  sinful  folk,  that  God,  with  pitying  eye. 

In  mercy  would  his  mercy  multiply 

On  us,  for  reverence  of  his  Mother  ^ary !" 


THE  CUCKOO  AND  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

Thb  god  of  Love,  — •  ah  benedicUe  ! 
How  mighty  and  how  great  a  lord  is  he ! 
For  he  of  low  hearts  can  make  high,  of  high 
He  can  make  low,  and  unto  death  bring  nigh ; 
And  hard  hearts  he  can  make  them  kind  and  free. 

Within  a  little  time,  as  hath  been  found. 

He  can  make  sick  folk  whole  and  fresh  and  sound : 

Them  who  are  whole  in  body  and  in  mind, 

He  can  make  sick,  —  bind  can  he  and  unbind 

All  that  he  will  have  bound,  or  have  unbound. 

To  tell  his  might  my  wit  may  not  suffice ; 
Foolish  men  he  can  make  them  out  of  wise ;  — 
For  he  may  do  all  that  he  will  devise ; 
Loose  livers  he  can  make  abate  their  vice, 
And  proud  hearts  can  make  tremble  in  a  trice. 

In  brief,  the  whole  of  what  he  will,  he  may ; 
Against  him  dare  not  any  wight  say  nay ; 
,  To  humble  or  afflict  whome*er  he  will, 
To  gladden  or  to  grieve,  he  hath  like  skill ; 
But  most  his  might  he  sheds  on  the  ev^f  May. 

For  every  true  heart,  gentle  heart  and  free. 

That  with  him  is,  or  thinketh  so  to  be. 

Now  against  May  shall  have  some  stirring  —  whether 

To  joy,  or  be  it  to  some  mourning ;  never 

At  other  time,  methinks,  in  like  degree. 

For  now  when  they  may  hear  the  wild  birds'  song, 
And  see  the  budding  leaves  the  branches  throng. 
This  unto  their  rememberance  doth  bring 
All  kinds  of  pleasure  mixed  with  sorrowing; 
And  longing  of  sweet  thoughts  that  ever  long. 

And  of  that  longing  heaviness  doth  come. 

Whence  ofl  great  sickness  grows  of  heart  and  home ; 

Sick  are  they  all  for  lack  of  their  desire ; 

And  thus  in  May  their  hearts  are  set  on  fire. 

So  that  they  bum  forth  in  great  martyrdom. 
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Ill  800th,  I  speak  from  feeling,  what  though  now 
Old  am  I,  and  to  genial  pleasure  slow ; 
Yet  have  I  felt  of  sickness  through  the  May, 
Both  hot  and  cold,  and  heart-aches  every  day, — 
How  hard,  alas !  to  bear,  I  only  know. 

Such  shaking  doth  the  fever  in  me  keep 

Through  all  this  May  that  I  have  little  sleep; 

And  also  *tis  not  likely  unto  me. 

That  any  living  heart  should  sleepy  be 

In  which  Love's  dart  its  fiery  point  doth  steep. 

But  tossing  lately  on  a  sleepless  bed, 
I  of  a  token  thought  which  Lovers  heed ; 
How  among  them  it  was  a  common  tale. 
That  it  was  good  to  hear  the  Nightingale, 
Ere  the  vile  Cuckoo's  note  be  uttered. 

And  then  I  thought  anon  as  it  was  day, 
I  gladly  would  go  somewhere  to  essay 
If  I  perchance  a  Nightingale  might  hear. 
For  yet  had  I  heard  none,  of  all  that  year. 
And  it  was  then  the  third  night  of  the  May, 

And  soon  as  I  a  glimpse  of  day  espied. 

No  longer  would  I  in  my  bed  abide. 

Rut  straightway  to  a  wood  that  was  hard  by, 

Forth  did  I  go,  alone  and  fearlessly, 

And  held  the  pathway  down  by  a  brook-side; 

Till  to  a  lawn  I  came  all  white  and  green, 

I  in  so  fair  a  one  had  never  been. 

The  ground  was  green,  with  daisy  powdered  over; 

Tall  were  the  flowers,  the  grove  a  lofty  cover. 

All  green  and  white ;  and  nothing  else  was  seen. 

There  sate  I  down  among  the  fair  fresh  flowers. 
And  saw  the  birds  come  tripping  from  their  bowers. 
Where  they  had  rested  them  all  night ;  and  they. 
Who  were  so  joyful  at  the  light  of  day, 
Began  to  honour  May  with  all  their  powers. 

Well  did  they  know  that  service  all  by  rote. 
And  there  was  many  and  many  a  lovely  note. 
Some,  singing  loud,  as  if  they  had  complained ; 
Some  with  their  notes  another  manner  feigned 
And  some  did  sing  all  out  with  the  full  throat. 

They  pruned  themselves,  and  made  themselves  right 

gay, 
Dancing  and  leaping  light  upon  the  spray ; 
And  ever  two  and  two  together  were, 
The  same  as  they  had  chosen  for  the  year. 
Upon  Saint  Valentine's  returning  day. 

Meanwhile  the  stream,  whose  bank  I  sate  upon, 
Was  making  such  a  noise  as  it  ran  on 
Accordant  to  the  sweet  birds'  harmony ; 
Melhought  that  it  was  the  best  melody 
Which  ever  to  man's  ear  a  passage  won. 


And  for  delight,  bat  bow  I  never  wot, 
I  in  a  slumber  and  a  swoon  was  caoght, 
Not  all  asleep  and  yet  not  waking  wholly ; 
And  as  I  lay,  the  Cuckoo,  bird  unholy. 
Broke  silence,  or  I  heard  him  in  my  tboogfaL 

And  that  was  right  upon  a  tree  &st  by* 
And  who  was  then  HI  satisfied  bat  I? 
Now,  God,  quoth  I,  that  died  upon  the  rood. 
From  thee  and  thy  base  throat,  keep  all  that's  |i 
Full  little  joy  have  I  now  oi  thy  cry. 

And,  as  I  with  the  Cockoo  thus  'gan  chide. 
In  the  next  bush  that  was  me  fiist  beside, 
I  heard  the  lusty  Nightingale  so  sing. 
That  her  clear  voice  made  a  loud  rioting. 
Echoing  thorough  all  the  green  wood  wide. 

Ah !  good  sweet  Nightingale !  for  my  heart's  ckMj 
Hence  hast  thou  stay'd  a  little  while  too  hag; 
For  we  have  had  the  sorry  Cuckoo  here. 
And  she  hath  been  before  thee  with  her  song; 
Evil  light  on  her !  she  hath  done  me  wrong. 

But  hear  you  now  a  wondrous  th'uig,  I  pity; 
As  long  as  in  that  swooning-fit  I  lay, 
Methought  I  wist  right  well  what  these  binb  nwi 
And  had  good  knowing  both  of  their  intent, 
And  of  their  speech,  and  all  that  they  would  ay.  j 

The  Nightingale  thus  in  cy  hearing  spike:-* 
Good  Cuckoo,  seek  some  other  bush  or  bnke^ 
And,  prithee,  let  us  that  can  sing  dwell  here;      < 
For  every  wight  eschews  thy  song  to  hear.         i 
Such  uncouth  singing  verily  dost  thou  make. 

What !  quoth  she  then,  what  is't  that  ails  tbee  I0i| 
It  seems  to  me  I  sing  as  well  as  thou ;  ^ 

For  mine's  a  song  that  is  both  true  and  pl&io,— 
Although  I  cannot  quaver  so  in  vain 
As  thou  dost  in  thy  throat,  I  wot  not  how. 

All  men  may  understanding  have  of  me, 
But,  Nightingale,  so  may  they  not  of  thee; 
For  thou  hast  many  a  foolish  and  quaint  cry:— 
Thou  say'st  Osee,  Oses,  then  how  may  I 
Have  knowledge,  I  thee  pray,  what  this  may  bi! 

Ah,  fool !  quoth  she,  wist  thou  not  what  it  i«! 
Oft  as  I  say  Osee,  Oses,  I  wis. 
Then  mean  I,  that  I  should  be  wondrous  &in 
That  shamefully  they  one  and  all  were  sliin, 
Whoever  against  Love  mean  aught  amiaa 

And  also  would  I  that  they  all  were  dead, 
Who  do  not  think  in  love  their  lift  to  lead; 
For  who  is  loth  the  God  of  Love  to  obey, 
Is  only  fit  to  die,  I  dare  well  say. 
And  for  that  cause  Osee  I  cry ;  take  heed ! 
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be  Cuckoo,  thiit  ia  a  ijiuiint  law, 
i?t  love  or  i\ie ;  but  I  withdraw, 
IT  leBve  of  all  such  cainpoDf, 
itsDt  it  neither  is  lo  die, 
bill.'  [  live  Love's  yoke  lo  dnw. 

Dfall  folk  that  be  alive, 
lisquiet  have  ouil  leael  do  thrive ; 
g  bave  of  sorrow,  woe  and  care, 
1st  welfare  Cometh  lo  tbeir  share ; 
I  ia  there  against  the  truth  tu  stiiv 


}th  ehe,  thou  art  all  out  of  th;  mind, 
f  clmrliehnest  a  cause  const  find 
f  Love's  true  actvanta  in  Ibia  mood  ; 
world  no  service  is  6o  good 
tight  Uiat  gentle  is  of  kind. 

r  conies  all  goodness  and  all  worth ; 

ia  and  honour  thence  come  forth; 

rorship   comes,    conlent    and    true    heart'i 

Eured  trust,  joy  without  mensure, 
,  fresh  cheerl'ulaesa,  and  mirlb ; 

f,  lowliness,  and  courtc^sy, 

inese,  and  Riithful  cornpan;?, 

of  ahame  that  will  not  do  amiss ; 

[  Ikitbruily  Love's  servant  ia, 

n  be  diigraced,  would  choose  to  die. 

lie  very  truth  it  lb  which  I 

-  in  such  belief  1  '11  live  and  die ; 

n,  do  Ibou  so,  by  my  advice. 

b  she,  let  me  never  hope  for  blim, 

.1  counspl  I  do  e'er  comply. 

tingale!  thou  speskcst  wondrous  fair, 
(hat,  tlie  truth  ia  ibund  dsewbore; 

n  young  folk  ia  but  ragp,  I  wis ; 

in  old  folk  a  great  dotage  ia: 
it  u*etb,  him  'twill  rnoet  impair. 

r  come  all  contraries  to  gladness; 
knew  comes,  and  overwhelming  sadness, 
id  jealousy,  despite,  debate, 
shame,  envy  importunate, 
it,  mischief,  poverty,  and  madness. 

lye  an  office  of  despair, 

ling  is  therein  wbich  is  not  fair ; 

gets  of  love  a  little  blisa, 

Iwa;  Slay  with  him  I  wis, 

11  soon  go  with  an  old  man's  hair. 

fore.  Nightingale !  do  thou  keep  nigh, 
ae  well,  in  spite  of  thy  quaint  cry, 
le  from  thy  male  thou  be,  or  far, 
I  IS  Dlhers  that  forsaken  are ; 
:  thou  raise  a  clamour  as  do  I. 


Fie,  iguolh  she,  oti  thy  name,  B. 
The  God  of  Love  afflict  thee  w 
For  tijou  art  worse  tbon  mad  a  uiuui..,.  fc 
,  For  many  a  oni:  bath  virtues  manifold, 
I  Who  had  been  nought,  if  Love  had  never  been. 

For  evermore  his  servants  Love  amendeth, 
And  he  from  every  blemish  them  dcfendelh; 

I  And  mnheth  them  to  burn,  as  in  a  fire. 
In  loyally,  and  worshipfi)!  desire, 

<  And,  when  it  tikes  him,  joy  enough  liiem  scndetfa. 

I  Thou  Nightingale !  the  Cuckoo  said,  be  slill, 
'■  For  Love  no  reason  bath  but  his  own  will;  — 
I  For  lo  lb'  untrue  he  oft  gives  ease  and  joy ; 
j  True  lovers  doth  so  bitterly  annoy, 
'  He  IctH  them  perish  through  Ihat  grievous  ill. 

I  \Vith  auch  a  master  would  I  never  he ;  • 
,  For  he,  m  sooth,  k  blind,  and  may  not  sec. 

And  knows  not  when  he  hurls  and  when  he  heala: 
1   Within  this  court  full  seldom  Trutli  avails. 

So  diverse  in  his  wilfulncsa  ia  he. 

Then  of  the  Nightingale  did  I  uke  note. 
How  from  her  inmost  hearl  a  sigh  she  brought. 
And  said,  Alas  L  that  ever  1  was  born. 
Not  one  word  have  1  now,  I  am  so  forlorn, — 
And  with  that  word  she  into  tears  burst  out 

Alas,  olns '.  my  very  heart  will  break, 

Quoth  she,  lo  hear  this  churlish  bird  thus  apeak 

Of  Love,  and  of  Ilia  holy  aervicea ; 

iw,  God  of  Love  I  thou  help  me  in  some  wise. 
That  vengeance  on  lliis  Cuckoo  I  may  wreak. 

And  BO  methought  I  started  up  anon. 
And  to  the  brook  I  ran  and  got  a  stone. 
Which  at  the  Cuckoo  hardily  [  cast. 
And  he  for  dread  did  fly  away  fiill  fast; 
And  glad,  in  sooth,  was  I,  when  be  was  gone. 


And  ae  he  flew,  the  Cuckoo,  ever  and  aye. 
Kept  crying,  "  Farewell !  —  farewell.  Popinjay !" 
As  if  in  Bcornful  mockery  of  me; 
And  on  I  hunled  him  from  tree  lo  tree. 
Till  he  was  for,  ali  out  of  sight,  away. 

Then  straightway  came  the  Nightingale  to  me, 
i,  Forsooth,  my  friend,  do  I  thank  thee. 


And  said. 

That  ihou  wen  uiur  in  i 

Unto  the  God  of  Love  I  moke  a 

That  all  this  May  I  will  thy 

Well  Estislied,  I  thanked  her,  and  she  said. 
With  (his  mishap  no  longer  be  dismayed. 
Though  thou  Ihe  Cuckoo  heard,  ere  thou  heard'st 
Yet  if  I  Jive  it  ahull  amended  be, 
When  next  May  comes,  if  I  am  not  afraid. 


^H 
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counsel  thee  aU6, 

She  thanked  them ;  ud  then  ber 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Ihuu,  nor  bis  Love's  mw  ; 

And  flew  into  a.  hawthorn  by  thai 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

1  outrn^eoua  lie. 

And  thern  she  Mte  and  ninjr  — u| 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

e  bring  thereto,  quoth  I, 

»  For  term  of  life  Love  riull  have 

^^^^^^^H 

dune  me  miEhlf  woe. 

So  loudly  that  I  with  that  ttmg  i< 

^^^^^^^H 

olh  she,  this  medicine; 

Unlearned  book  and  rude,  aa  well 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

■day  before  thou  dine. 

For  beauty  thou  hart  none,  nor  el< 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

daisy;  then  say  I, 

Wlw  did  on  thee  the  hirdinen  be 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

u  rany'sl  be  lilie  la  die. 

To  appear  belar«  my  lady  !  but  • 

^^^^^H 

and  less  wilt  droop  and  pine. 

Whereof  her  hourly  bearing  pnwl 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

t  thou  be  good  and  true, 

For  of  all  good  alie  is  the  beat  alii 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

long  of  many  new. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

oud  u  I  may  cry ; 

Alas,  poor  book!  fbr  thy  unwolthi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

in  iliis  song  full  high. 

To  show  to  her  aome  plesMnl  mei 

^^^^^H 

at  are  In  love  untrue.' 

In  winning  woHt,  since  through  1 
Thee  she  accepts  ae  for  her  aervic 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

sung  it  to  ihe  end, 

Oh !  it  repeota  me  I  have  neither 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

she,  for  I  liencu  must  wenil  j 

Nor  leisure  unto  thee  more  worth 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

at  can  right  well  and  may. 

For  of  all  good  ehe  ia  the  best  alit 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

cklo  joy  this  day. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

yet  did  ucnd. 

Beaeech  her  meekly  with  all  bwl 

^H 

ingale  her  leave  of  me; 
r  always  to  be, 
nd  her  evermore ; 
u  Cuclfoo  and  her  lore, 
s»  a  bird  as  she 

Though  I  be  far  from  her  I  revere 
To  think  upon  my  truth  and  stedfi 
.\nd  lo  abridge  my  sorrow's  Tioleii 
Caused  by  the  wish,  u  knowa  job 
She  of  her  liking  proof  to  ms  woi 

^^^^^^^^^1 

For  of  all  good  ahe  ia  the  beat  alii 

^^^^^^^H 

hfl  gentle  Niffhtingule. 

l'kxtot. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ud|.'»I  within  liiat  dale, 

Pleasure's  Aurora,  day  of  gladsmi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

dull  into  one  place; 

Lima  by  ni<,'ht,  with  heavenly  infli 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

hear  her  duletiil  case. 

Illumined!  root  of  beauty  and  goo 

^^^^^^1 

he  h><j,nLn  her  talc. 

Write,  and  allay,  by  your  benefice 

.My  sighs  breathed  forth  in  silence 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

well  that  ]  vhmild  liido 

Since  of  all  good,  j-ou  are  the  best 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ch  the  other  chide. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

since  it  was  daylight; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

11  to  do  me  right 

^^^^^^^H 

m  love  can  not  abide. 

*" 

^^^^^^H 

and  full  assent  all  gave; 

TROILUS  AND  CI 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

mnsel  good  as  gmve, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

1  here  logtther  brought: 

Next  morning  Troilus  began  to  cl 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

c  Cuckoo  here  is  nut; 

Ills  eyes  from  sleep,  at  the  first  bn 

^^^^^^1 

arlLimer.t  will  have. 

And  unto  Pandarus,  his  own  brotlii 
For  love  of  God,  full  pileoualj  did  i 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

hhu\<i  be  our  lor<l, 

\Ve  must  the  palace  see  of  Cresidi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

c  names  are  on  record ; 

For  since  wc  yet  may  have  no  othi 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

:kui  shall  he  sent, 

Let  us  behold  her  palace  at  the  lea 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

«>!;ivfn;  or  that  intent 

^^^^^H 

11  lunki- accord. 

And  therewithal  to  cover  his  intent 
A  cause  he  found  into  the  town  to , 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

(.Milioiiinnny. 

And  they  right  forth  to  Cresid's  Pa 

^^^^^H 

II  Vul.'lit 'Hihiy,                              i 

"■■ 1 

Hut,  Lord,  this  simple  Troilua  was 
liim  thought  his  sorrowfiil  heart  w 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

For  when  he  saw  her  doors  ftat  bol 

^^^^^^1 

...,i«.l..>i  unmiaiulgay.                1 

Well  aigh  ftr  aocraw  down  1m  'gu 

^^^^Hj 

. .           ^^^ 

rx 
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ti  when  this  triiB  lover  'gan  behgld, 
.  was  every  window  oFlhe  place. 
he  thoiight  liis  besrt  was  ic;  cold; 
I,  nith  changed,  pale,  and  deadly  &ce, 
word  uttered  forth  he  'gan  to  pace: 
IS  purpose  beat  so  ikst  to  ride, 
vigbt  his  coaiiDuaoce  espied. 


!  he  thus,  —  O  palace  desolate  1 
if  llouBe^  once  bo  richly  dight  1 
Gmpl;  and  disconsalate  1 
p  of  which  extinguished  la  Iho  light ; 
whilom  day  Ihnt  uow  art  night, 
hL'sl  to  fall  and  I  lo  die ;  since  she 
ho  held  us  holli  in  sovereignty. 

Iiouses  once  the  crowned  boost ! 
umined  nilh  tlie  sun  of  bliss; 

which  the  ruby  now  Is  Itet. 
.r  <xoc,  tli3[  Clime  bti."  boen  of  hlis^: 
1 1  may  do  better,  would  I  kin 
doon;  but  1  dire  Dot  for  this  mat; 

tboo  riiriM  of  which  the  Siint  ia  oat! 

h  be  cut  oa  Pandania  bd  eye, 

agU  bee,  tnd  piteoo*  to  behold ; 

1  be  Di^t  hii  time  aright  espy,  , 

I  rede,  ta  Pandanu  he  told 

lew  eofiow  ind  hie  jt^e  of  old, 

ilj,  and  with  so  dead  a  hue, 

7  wight  DUght  00  his  sorrow  nie. 

n  the  apot  be  rideth  up  and  down, 

fthlng  to  hia  rememberanca 

be  rode  by  places  of  the  towa 

1  had  felt  such  perfect  pleasure  once. 

r  saw  I  mine  own  lady  dance, 

at  temple  slie  with  her  bright  eyes, 

lear,  first  bound  me  captive-wiEe. 

er  with  joy-smilten  heart  have  I 

'  own  Cresid's  laugh;  and  once  at  play 

«w  her  eko  full  blissfully; 

er  once  she  nnto  me  'gan  say  — 

sweet  Troilus,  love  me  well,  I  pray  I 

!  so  graciously  did  me  bcliold, 

.  unto  the  death  my  heart  I  hold. 

e  comer  of  that  self-same  house 
»y  ovwt  beloved  lady  dear, 
ily,  with  voice  melodious 
a  well,  M>  goodly,  and  so  clear, 
ly  soul  methinks  I  yet  do  hear 
ill  aound;  and  in  that  very  place 
int  me  took  unto  her  grace. 

God  of  Love !  then  thua  he  cried, 
be  proceie  have  in  memory, 

hast  weatied  me  oo  every  side, 
ee  a  book  might  make,  a  history 


What  need  to  seek  a  eonquesi,  uicr  me, 
Siuce  lam  wliolly  el  thy  will!  what  joy 
Hast  Ihou  thy  own  liege  subjects  to  deslroyl 

Dread  Lord  !  so  fearful  when  provoked,  thine  ire 
Well  hast  tlion  wreaked  on  mc  by  pam  and  grief; 
Now  mercy.  Lord  !  thou  know'st  well  I  desire 
Thy  grace  above  all  pleasures  lirst  and  chief; 
Aad  live  and  die  1  will  in  thy  belief; 
For  which  I  aak  for  guerdon  but  one  boon, 
That  Crcsida  again  Iliou  send  me  soon. 

Constrain  her  heart  as  quickly  la  return. 

As  tliou  dost  mine  with  longing  her  lo  see, 

Then  know  I  well  that  she  would  not  sojourn. 

Now,  blidsful  Lord,  so  cruel  do  not  be 

Unto  the  blood  of  Troy,  I  pray  of  thee, 

As  Juno  was  unto  the  Thcban  blood, 

From  whence  to  Thebes  came  griefe  in  multitude 

Aitd  afler  this  he  to  the  gale  did  go 
Whence  Cresid  rode,  as  if  in  baste  ahe  waa; 
And  up  and  down  there  went,  and  to  and  fro, 
And  lo  himself  full  oft  he  said,  Alaa! 
From  hence  my  hope,  aod  solace  fbrtb  did  ptM 

0  would  the  bllMful  God  now  for  hit  jojr, 

1  might  hei  see  again  coming  to  lYoj  1 

And  op  to  yonder  hill  was  I  her  guide; 

Alas,  and  there  I  took  of  her  my  leave; 

Yooder  I  saw  her  lo  her  father  ride, 

For  very  grief  of  which  my  heart  ahall  cleave;— 

And  hither  home  I  came  when  it  was  eve ; 

And  here  1  dwell  an  outcast  fiom  all  joy. 

And  shall,  unless  I  see  her  soon  in  Troy. 

And  of  himself  did  he  imagine  oft, 
That  he  was  blighted,  pale,  and  waxen  less 
Than  he  was  wont ;  and  that  in  whispers  soft 
Men  said.  What  may  it  be,  can  no  one  guess 
Why  Troilus  bath  all  this  heavinessl 
All  which  he  of  himself  conceited  wholly 
Ont  of  his  weakness  and  bis  melancholy. 

Another  time  he  took  into  his  head. 

Thai  every  wight,  who  In  the  way  pssseil  by. 

Had  of  him  ruth,  and  lancied  that  they  said, 

I  am  right  sorry  Troilus  will  die: 

And  thus  a  day  or  two  drove  wearily ; 

As  ye  have  heard  ;  such  life  'gan  he  to  lead 

As  one  that  atandelh  betwixt  hope  and  dread. 

For  which  it  pleased  him  in  his  songs  to  show 
The  occasion  of  his  woe,  as  best  he  might ; 
And  made  a  fitting  song,  of  words  but  few. 
Somewhat  his  woeful  heart  to  make  more  light; 
And  when  he  waa  removed  from  all  men's  sighli 
With  a  soft  night  veicc,  he  of  his  lady  dear. 
That  abeeat  waa,  'gau  eing  as  ye  may  bear. 
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0  star,  of  which  I  lost  have  all  the  light, 
With  a  sore  heart  well  ought  I  to  bewail. 
That  ever  dark  in  torment,  night  by  night. 
Toward  my  death  with  wind  I  steer  my  sail ; 
Far  which  upon  the  tenth  night  if  thou  fail 
With  thy  bright  beams  to  guide  me  but  one  hour 
My  ship  and  me  Charybdis  will  devour. 

As  soon  as  he  this  song  had  thus  sung  through. 
He  fell  again  into  his  sorrows  old ; 
And  every  night  as  was  his  wont  to  do, 
Troilus  stood  the  bright  moon  to  behold ; 
And  all  his  trouble  to  the  moon  he  told, 
And  said ;  I  wis,  when  thou  art  horn*d  anew, 

1  shall  be  glad  if  all  the  world  be  true. 

Thy  horns  were  old  as  now,  upon  that  morrow, 
When  hence  did  journey  my  bright  lady  dear, 
Ttiat  cause  is  of  my  torment  and  my  sorrow ; 
For  which,  oh,  gentle  Luna,  bright  and  clear, 
For  love  of  God,  run  fast  above  thy  sphere ; 
For  when  thy  horns  begin  once  more  to  spring. 
Then  shall  she  come,  that  with  her  bliss  may  bring. 

The  day  is  more,  and  longer  every  night 
Than  they  were  wont  to  be  —  for  he  thought  so ; 
And  that  the  sun  did  take  his  course  not  right. 
By  longer  way  than  he  was  wont  to  go ; 


And  said,  I  am  in  constant  dread  I  tiow. 
That  Ph&eton  his  son  is  yet  alive. 
His  too  fond  fiitber's  car  amisB  to  drive. 

Upon  the  walls  fast  also  would  he  walk. 

To  the  end  that  he  the  Grecian  host  might  see ; 

And  ever  thus  he  to  himself  would  talk :  — 

Lo !  yonder  is  my  own  bright  lady  free ; 

Or  yonder  is  it  that  the  tents  most  be; 

And  thence  does  come  this  air  which  is  so  sweei 

That  in  my  soul  I  feel  the  ioy  of  it 

And  certainly  this  wind  that  more  and  more 
By  moments  thus  increaseth  in  my  fiice. 
Is  of  my  lady's  sighs  heavy  and  sore; 
I  prove  it  thus;  for  in  no  other  space 
Of  all  this  town,  save  only  in  this  place. 
Feel  I  a  wind,  that  soundeth  so  like  pain; 
It  saith,  Alas,  why  severed  are  we  twain  ? 

A  weary  while  in  pain  he  toseeth  thua^ 
Till  fully  past  and  gone  was  the  ninth  night; 
And  ever  at  his  side  stood  Pandarus, 
Who  busily  made  use  of  all  his  might 
To  comfort  him,  and  make  his  heart  more  light; 
Giving  him  always  hope,  that  she  the  momnr 
Of  the  tenth  day  will  come,  and  end  his  lonmr. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


weriog  Rose,  the  Acacia,  nod  tbo  Pine, 
mnillingly  their  place  reaign ; 

Cedar  thrive  that  acar  them  Btimds, 

1  Beaumont's  and  by  WordBworth'B  liands. 

d  the  silent  Art  with  sludioua  pains, — 

iveg  have  heard  the  Other's  pensive  strains 

boi,  their  •pirita  did  unite 

Mdge  of  kii^l«de«  and  delight 

Jis's  kindltMt  powen  aoitaiii  the  Tree, 

pMeet  it  froni  all  i^jnij : 
1  ita  potent  tnochea,  wide  oaMhrown, 
e  brow  of  Ihii  iiwiihkuI  Stone, 

aooM  Painter  tit  in  fhtare  days, 
re  Port  meditate  hia  lay i ; 
eaa  </  tfaU  diatMit  age  Tenowned 
pintion  borered  o'er  this  groand, 
t  of  him  who  aaog  bow  spear  and  ehieU 
ofliet  met  on  Boaworth  Field ; 
\X  EuDom  Youth,  full  eoon  removed 
b,  periiape  by  Shahopeare's  self  approved, 

AMOciate,  Jodsod's  FViend  belo?ed. 


IN  A  GARDEN  OF  THE  SAME. 

I  Medal  ftithrul  to  its  tnut 

mplea,  Colamoa,  Towen^  are  laid  in  duet; 

>  common  ordiuaoce  of  ftte 

|B  ohacore  and  email  outlive  the  great : 
hen  yon  Hanaion  and  the  flowery  trim 
ir  Garden,  and  ita  alleys  dim, 
9  stately  treea,  are  passed  away, 
■■  Niche,  unconscious  of  decay, 
t  may  still  survive.  —  And  be  it  known 
IB  scooped  within  the  living  stone,  — 
e  sluggiah  and  ungrateful  pains 
er  plodding  for  bis  daily  gaing, 
indiutry  that  wrought  in  love ; 

>  fhnn  female  hands,  that  proudly  strove 

I  work,  what  lime  these  walks  and  bowers 
pcd  to  cheer  dark  winter's  lonely  boors. 
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WRITTEN  AT  TKE  REQUEST  OF  31  BEJ 

BART.  ANI»  tN  HIB  NAME.  F 
HIM  AT  TtrS  TERMINATION 
AVENt;E,  IN  THE  BAME  OROuiiik). 

Vb  Lime-trees,  ranged  before  this  hallowed  Urn, 

Shoot  forth  with  lively  power  at  Spring's  return ; 

And  be  not  slow  a  stately  growth  la  rear 

Of  Pillars,  branching  off  from  year  to  year, 

TQl  they  have  learned  to  frame  a  darkaome  Aisle ;  — 

That  may  recall  to  mind  that  awful  Pile 

Where  Reynolds,  "mid  our  Country's  nobleat  Dead. 

In  the  last  sanctity  of  feme  is  laid. 

—  There,  though  by  rijrht  the  excelling  Painter  sleep 

Where  Death  and  Glory  a  joint  sabbath  keep, 

Yet  not  the  less  his  Spirit  would  hold  dear 

Seifhidden  praise,  and  Friendship's  private  tear: 

Hence,  on  my  patrimonial  Grounds,  ha  we  1 

Raised  lliis  frail  tribute  to  his  memory ; 

FYom  youth  a  leslous  follower  of  the  Art 

That  he  professed,  attached  to  him  in  heart; 

Admiring,  loving,  and  with  ^ief  and  pride 

Peeling  what  England  lost  when  Reynolds  died. 


FOB  A  SEAT  IN  THE  GROVES  OF  COLEOffTON 
BmATH  yon  eastern  Ridge,  the  craggy  Bound, 
Rugged  and  high,  of  Cbamwood's  forest  ground. 
Stand  yet,  but.  Stranger!  bidden  from  thy  view. 
The  ivied  Ruins  of  forlorn  Graci  Ditti ; 
Erst  a  religious  house,  which  day  and  night 
With  hymns  resounded,  and' the  chanted  rite : 
And  when  those  rites  had  ceased,  the  Spot  gave  birth. 
To  honourable  Men  of  various  worth: 
There,  on  the  margin  of  a  Streamlet  wild. 
Did  Francis  Beaumont  sport,  an  eager  Child 
There,  under  shadow  of  the  neighbouring  rocks. 
Sang  youthful  tales  of  shepherds  and  their  Bocks; 
Unconscious  prelude  to  heroic  themes. 
Heart-breaking  tears,  and  melancholy  dreams 
Of  slighted  love,  and  scorn,  and  jealous  rage. 
With  which  hia  genius  shook  the  buskined  Stage. 
Communities  are  lost,  and  Empires  die. 
And  things  of  holy  use  unhallowed  lie  ; 
They  perish ;  —  but  the  Intellect  can  raise. 
From  airy  words  alone,  a  Pile  that  ne'er  decays 
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d  Thou  hsat  seen 
[hat  have  matntained 

t,  and  appraochcd 
T  Ibllowship 
I  Yet,  u  it  IB, 
I  — alaa!  the  poor 

on  the  leaves 
w  displaced 
■listing  gh<nt9 
1  tbe  ruBtic  Box, 
louse,  Shmi,  and  Hermitage. 
lilc,  ;et  to  Iheae  walla 
\  Bnow-stotm,  and  here 
Ifinda  shelter  from  the  wind, 
lei  aometimea  row 
l^rnnt  Barge,  up-piled 
■  heath  and  withered  fern, 
h  his  aickle  cuta, 
Itnd  benealh  this  roof 
louch,  and  here  at  noon 
Ihile,  yet  unahom,  the  Sheep, 
■then  of  their  wool, 
■f  they  were  a  part 
or,  while  (rora  hia  bed 
e  looks  towaid  the  lake 
a.  does  he  want 
work  of  sleep, 
k  of  romantic  joy  ! 


.while  thy  limbs 
!  for  much  reniaiaa 
Lu  reach  the  top 
I — from  blackoesB  named, 

IS  of  sea  and  land, 
lament  aud  war! 

SI  fiin  thy  brow ; 

nor  mialy  air 

•us  ppoclacle, 

ice<  nn veiled ! 

o  prolong  thy  rest, 
Kher  thou  art  bound. 
Bitched  his  tent, 
I  instruments  of  art. 


To  meuare  height  and  diaUncei  lone 
Week  after  week  pursued! — To  him 
Full  many  a  glimpM  Qaat  ■puingl;  bi 
On  timid  man)  of  Natare'a  proccaan 
Upon  tbe  enltad  failk.  He  made  te] 
That  once,  while  there  he  plied  hi*  ii 
Within  that  canvaa  Dwelling,  audden 
The  many-coloured  map  befi>re  hit  ey 
Becaioe  invisible :  lor  all  anMind 
Had  darkneaa  fiillen — unthreatened, 
Aa  if  the  golden  day  itaelf  bed  been 
Exiinguidiad  in  a  moment;  total  glo 
In  which  he  aate  alone,  witb  oncloMi 
Upon  the  blinded  noontain'a  aileot  tti 


WRITTEN  WITH  A  St-ATE-FEmnL  VT 
LABQEBT  OF   A    HEAP    LYIIfG    NE 

QUARsr.  vrott  one  of  the  iblaii 

STftAHasa !  ibia  hillock  of  mil  Jiapci 
la  not  a  Ruin  of  tbe  ancient  time. 
Nor,  as  perchance  thou  rashly  deem'i 
Of  some  old  British  Chief:  'tia  nothi 
Than  the  rude  embryo  of  a  little  Ik* 
Or  Pleasure-house,  once  deetimd  to 
Among  the  birch-treee  of  thia  rocky  i 
But,  as  it  chanced.  Sir  William  havii 
TImt  from  the  shore  a  fuU-grawn  mai 
And  make  himself  a  freeman  of  this 
At  any  hour  ho  chose,  the  Knight  ttn 
Desisted,  and  the  quarry  and  tbe  tnoti 
Are  monuments  of  hia  unfinished  taai 
Tlie  block  on  which  these  lines  ate  ti 
Was  once  selected  as  the  comei^-ston 
Of  the  intendml  Pile,  which  would  hi 
Some  quaint  odd  plaything  of  elabora 
So  that,  t  guess,  the  linnet  and  tbe  tl 
And  otlicr  little  builders  nbo  dwell  h 
Had  woudered  at  the  work.  But  bla] 
For  old  Sir  William  waa  a  gentle  Ki 
Bred  in  this  vale,  to  which  he  appert 
With  all  bis  ancestry.  Then  peace  t 
And  for  the  outrage  which  be  bad  de' 
Entire  forgiveness! — Betif  tfacnan 
On  fire  with  thy  tmpatietKe  to  beconi 
An  inmate  of  these  moanlaine,  —  i^  ' 
By  beautiRil  cooceptions,  tboa  hast  hi 
Out  of  the  quiet  rock  the  elemenla 
or  thy  trim  Mansion  destined  soon  b 
In  snow-white  afdendoiir,  — think  agi 
By  old  Sir  William  and  his  quarry,  li 
Thy  fiagments  to  the  bnmble  and  lb' 
There  let  the  vernal  81ow>wnnn  ■ 


And  let  tbe  Red! 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


i 


vm. 

1KSCRIPT10.N5 


what  are  Iheyl — Beads  of  mwning 

oa  slender  blules  oT  graei; 
iplili^r's  web  ailomiag' 
Lrait  nnd  trcachcroue  pa^s. 

are  feara  but  voices  nityl 
errn^  liuin  where  harm  is  not; 
eluding  the  unwary 
le  rslal  bolt  is  sliutl 

is  glory  I  — in  the  socket 
)W  dying  tapers  (are! 

19  pridel  —  a  whizzinfr  rochet 
would  emulate  ft  atar. 

ia  frieadsMpI — do  not  tntat  ber, 
M  vows  whicli  Bb«  hu  made; 
nds  dart  tiieb  brightest  liutra 
ft  palfy-ahaken  head. 

ii  Inith !  —  ft  staff  rejectod ; 
— ftn  Biiwelcome  olof ; 
~*  DNOii  by  fita  reflected 
.mmp  or  watery  bog; 

*,  as  if  through  ether  steering, 
e  Traveller'a  eye  it  shone : 
th  hailed  it  re-appearing  — 
IS  quickly  it  is  gone; 

fts  if  for  ever  hidden, 
»«hapen  to  the  eight, 
ij  nillen  weeds  Ibrbidden 
Bume  ita  native  lighu 

ia  youth! — a  dancing  billow, 
la  behind,  and  rocks  before!) 
—  a  drooping,  tottering  willow 
Bat  ftnd  lazy  shore. 

is  peace  1  —  when  pain  is  over 
ove  ceases  to  rebel, 
he  last  fkiat  sigh  discover 

precedes  the  passing  knell  I 


DESCRIBED  UroN  A  ROCK. 

Traveller!  whosoe'er  thou  be 
chftoee  may  lead  to  this  retreat, 
sflence  yields  reluctantly 
'  tb«  fleecy  stnggler*!  bleat ; 


Give  voice  to  what  my  hand  uik. 

And  fear  not  lest  an  idle  souuu 
Of  words  unsuited  to  the  phtx 
Disturb  ita  solitude  pmlbund. 

I  saw  this  rock,  while  vernal  air 
Blew  softly  o'er  the  russet  heath. 
Uphold  a  Monument  ns  fair 
Aa  Church  or  Ahbey  furnisheth. 

Unsullied  did  it  meet  the  day, 
Like  marble  while,  like  ether  pure; 
Aa  if,  beneath,  some  hero  lay. 
Honoured  with  coalllest  sepulture. 

My  fancy  kindled  as  i  gated; 
And,  ever  as  the  sun  shone  Ibrth, 
The  flattered  almclure  gliatened,  blaied. 
And  seemed  the  proudest  thing  on  earth. 

Bat  FiMt  had  rewed  the  gorfrecnt  Pile 
Unsound  aa  thoae  wkicli  ftrtuns  baiidii 
To  undenuine  with  aeeret  gwle^ 
Sapped  bj  the  very  beam  that  gilds. 

And,  while  I  ({ued,  with  Hddes  abook 
Fell  the  whole  Fabric  ta  the  ground; 
And  naked  left  this  dripping  Beck, 
With  ahapelflM  ruiii  spreul  around  I 


Habt  thou  seen,  with  flash  incessant)  ' 
Bubbles  gliding  ander  ice. 
Bodied  forth  and  evanescent. 
No  one  knows  by  what  device! 

Such  are  thoughts!  — A  wind-swept  meadow 

Mimicking  a  troubled  sea: 

Such  ia  life;  and  death  a  shadow 

From  the  rock  eternity! 


NEAR  THE  SPRING  OF  THE  HEHMTAGt 
Trodblbii  long  with  warriiig  noUona 
Long  impatient  of  thy  rod, 
1  resign  my  soul'*  emotion* 
Unto  Thee,  myaterioD*  God! 

What  avails  the  kindly  shelter 
Yielded  by  this  craggy  rent, 
If  my  spirit  toss  and  welter 
On  the  waves  of  discontent! 

Parching  Summer  hath  no  warrant 
To  consume  this  crystal  Well ; 
Rains,  that  make  each  hill  ft  torrent 
Neither  sully  it  nor  swelL 
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Thus,  dishonouring  not  her  station* 
Would  my  life  present  to  Thee, 
Gracious  (xod,  the  pure  oblation 
Of  divine  Tranquillity* 


Not  seldom,  clad  in  radiant  vest. 
Deceitfully  goes  forth  the  Mom; 
Not  seldom  Evening  in  the  west 
Sinks  smilingly  forsworn. 

The  smoothest  seas  will  sometimes  prove, 
To  the  confiding  Bark,  untnie; 
And,  if  she  trust  the  stars  above, 
They  can  be  treacherous  too. 

The  umbrageous  Oak,  in  pomp  outspread, 
Full  oft,  when  storms  the  welkin  rend. 
Draws  lightning  down  upon  the  head 
It  promised  to  defend. 

But  Tnou  art  true,  incarnate  Lord, 
Who  didst  vouchsafe  for  man  to  die; 
Thy  smile  is  sure,  thy  plighted  word 
No  change  can  falsify! 

I  bent  before  thy  gracious  throne. 
And  asked  for  peace  on  suppliant  knee ; 
And  peace  was  given,  —  nor  peace  alone, 
But  faith  sublimed  to  ecstasy ! 


IX. 

FOR  THE  SPOT  WHERE  THE  HERMITAGE  STOOD  ON 
ST.  HERBERT'S  ISLAND,  DERWENTWATER 

If  thou  in  the  dear  love  of  some  one  Friend 

Hast  been  so  happy  that  thou  knowest  what  thoughts 

Will  sometimes  in  the  happiness  of  love 

Make  the  heart  sink,  then  wilt  thou  reverence 

This  quiet  spot ;  and,  Stranger !  not  unmoved 

Wilt  thou  behold  this  shapeless  heap  of  stones, 

The  desolate  ruins  of  St  Herbert's  Cell. 

Here  stood  his  threshold ;  here  was  spread  the  roof 

That  sheltered  him,  a  self-secluded  Man, 

Afler  long  exercise  in  social  cares 

And  offices  humane,  intent  to  adore 

The  Deity,  with  undistracted  mind. 

And  meditate  on  everlasting  things. 

In  utter  solitude.  —  But  he  had  left 

A  Fellow-labourer,  whom  the  good  Man  loved 

\b  his  own  soul.    And,  when  with  eye  upraised 


To  heaven  he  knelt  before  the  crucifix. 
While  o'er  the  Lake  the  cataract  of  Lodore 
Pealed  to  his  orisons,  and  when  he  paced 
Along  the  beach  of  this  small  isle  and  thought 
Of  his  Companicm,  he  would  pray  that  both 
(Now  that  their  earthly  duties  were  fulfilled) 
Might  die  in  the  same  moment    Nor  in  vain 
So  prayed  he : — as  our  Chronicles  report 
Though  here  the  Hermit  numbered  his  last  day 
Far  fix>m  St  Cuthbert  his  beloved  Friend, 
Those  holy  Men  both  died  in  the  same  boor. 


INSCRIPTION 

INTENDED  FOR  A  8T0NE  IN  THE  GtOUNDB  Of 
RTDAL  MOUNT. 

Ill  these  fair  vales  hath  many  a  Tree 

At  Wordsworth's  suit  been  spared; 
And  from  the  Builder's  hand  this  Stone, 
For  some  rude  beauty  of  its  own. 

Was  rescued  by  the  Bard: 
So  let  it  rest,  —  and  time  will  oooe 

When  here  the  tender-hearted 
May  heave  a  gentle  sigh  for  him, 

As  one  of  the  departed. 


XL 


The  massy  Ways,  carried  across  these  Heigfati 
By  Roman  Perseverance,  are  destroyed. 
Or  hidden  under  ground,  like  sleeping  wonna 
How  venture  then  to  hope  that  Time  will  span 
This  humble  Walk  1    Yet  on  the  mountain's  mk 
A  Poet's  hand  first  shaped  it;  and  the  steps 
Of  that  same  Bard,  repeated  to  and  fro 
At  morn,  at  noon,  and  under  moonlight  skies, 
Through  the  vicissitudes  of  many  a  year. 
Forbade  the  weeds  to  creep  o'er  its  gray  line. 
No  longer,  scattering  to  the  heedless  winds 
The  vocal  raptures  of  fresh  poesy. 
Shall  he  frequent  these  precincts ;  locked  do  bw 
In  earnest  converse  with  beloved  Friends, 
Here  will  he  gather  stores  of  ready  blis^ 
As  from  the  beds  and  borders  of  a  garden 
Choice  flowers  are  gathered !  But  if  Power  may  i 
Out  of  a  farewell  yearning  favoured  more 
Than  kindred  wishes  mated  suitably 
With  vain  regrets,  the  Exile  would  consign 
This  Walk,  his  loved  possession,  to  the  care 
Of  those  pure  Minds  that  reverence  the  Wm. 
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id  m  Amit  Dpiglibooiiiood,  tni  had  ccntin  Sied  daj 
,  at  diflerant  hnu—i.  Ihe^  regntuif  nceivad  tin 
in  waotf,  bol  iMMljr  in  pmriitooK 

n  Bged  Be(r)pr  in  my  walk ; 
IBS  KeaLcd,  by  the  highn'oj  side, 
'  Btructure  of  rnile  masonry 
the  foot  of  a  huge  hill,  Ihst  they 
d  Ihcir  faorsea  down  the  steep  loun-h  TMd 
ice  remount  at  ease.     The  ajjecl  Man 
:ed  hia  staff  acnras  the  broad  smooth  atone 
iilnjs  the  pile;  and,  from  a  bag 
B  with  fiour,  the  dole  nf  village  damea, 
his  ecrap*  and  fniETnents,  one  by  ono ; 
loed  them  with  a  fixed  and  Eerious  look 
iwmputBlion.     In  the  sun, 
I  second  itep  of  that  small  pile, 
led  by  thoM  wild  nnpeopled  failH 
ltd  ate  hii  food  in  solitude : 
r,  scatleTed  frcnn  hie  palsied  hand, 
U  attempting  It>  prevent  the  waate, 
led  Btill,  the  cnimba  in  little  showers 
he  ground ;  and  the  amall  mounlain  birds, 
.uring  yet  to  peck  their  destined  meal, 
led  within  the  length  of  half  hie  ataC 


n  mj  childhood  have  I  known ;  and  then 

so  old,  he  oeeTDB  not  older  now ; 

;ls  on,  a  solitary  Man, 

eta  in  appearance,  that  for  hira 

otering  Horseman-traveller  does  not  throw 

relen  hand  hia  alms  upon  the  ground, 

9,  —  that  he  may  safely  lodge  the  coin 

be  old  Han's  bat ;  nor  quits  him  so, 

.  when  be  has  given  his  horse  the  rein, 

I  the  aged  Beggar  with  a  look 

'  —  and  half-reverled.     She  who  tends 

)-gBte,  when  in  summer  at  her  door 

a  her  wheel,  if  on  the  road  she  tees 

d  Beggar  coming,  quits  her  work, 

I  Ibe  latch  for  him  that  be  may  pass. 


The  Post-boy,  when  hb  tattling  wlwels  o'ertake 

The  aged  Beggar  in  the  woody  lane, 

Shouts  to  him  fhm  behind ;  and,  if  thus  warned 

The  old  Han  does  not  change  his  coane,  Vm  Buj 

Turns  with  leas  noisy  wheels  to  the  roadsida, 

And  passes  gently  by — without  a  corae 

Upon  bis  lips,  or  anger  at  bis  heart. 

He  travels  on,  a  solitary  Han ; 

Hia  age  b»i  no  companioo.    On  Hie  groond 

His  eyes  are  turned,  and,  as  he  moves  aloi^, 

Tkey  move  along  the  ground;  and,  evermore,       '' 

Instead  of  common  and  habitual  sight 

Of  fields  with  rnnl  works,  of  hill  and  dale, 

And  the  bine  Aj,  one  little  span  of  esrth 

Is  all  his  pMspecL    Thus,  fhm  day  to  day, 

Bow-bent,  his  eyes  fbr  ever  ob  the  ground. 

He  plies  his  weary  journey ;  seeing  still, 

And  seldom  knowing  that  he  sees,  some  straw. 

Some  scattered  leaf;  at  marks  which,  in  one  track. 

The  nails  of  cart  or  chariot-wheel  have  left 

Impressed  on  the  white  road,  —  in  the  same  line, 

At  distance  still  the  same.     Poor  Traveller  1 

His  staff  trails  with  him;  scarcely  do  hia  feet 

Disturb  the  summer  dust :  he  is  so  still 

In  look  and  motion,  that  the  cottage  curs. 

Ere  ho  have  passed  the  door,  will  turn  away. 

Weary  of  barking  at  him.    Boys  and  Girls, 

The  vacant  and  the  busy,  Maida  and  Youths, 

And  Urchins  newly  breeched  —  all  pass  him  by: 

Him  even  the  slow-paced  Waggon  leaves  behind. 

But  deem  not  this  Man  useless. — Slataament  fc 
Wlio  are  so  reslless  in  your  wisdom,  ye 
Who  have  a  broom  still  ready  in  your  hands 
To  rid  the  world  of  nuisances;  ye  proud, 
Heart-swoln,  while  in  jour  pride  ve  contemplate 
Your  talents,  power,  and  wisdom,  deem  him  not 
A  burthen  of  the  earth.     T  is  Nature's  law 
That  none,  the  meanest  of  created  things. 
Of  forms  created  the  most  vile  and  brute. 
The  dullest  or  most  noxious,  should  exist 
Divorced  fhxn  good — a  spirit  and  pulse  of  good, 
A  life  and  eoul,  to  every  mode  of  being 
Inseparably  linked.     While  thus  he  creepa 
From  door  to  door,  the  Villagers  in  him 
Behold  a  record  which  together  binds 
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s  which  Upae  of  jeva, 
ftir-<^xperit-nce  givM, 
:  Btppa  resign 
I  i^liviaua  cares, 
■oliury  huts, 
no  red  V'il1a[;i'ti, 

ik(M  Ilia  rounds, 
:o,„p,.|. 
Hbil  duos  tlie  wort 
B  tlul  aller-ji>y 

And  thus  the  soul, 
un  pursued, 
Isiblj  dirpiHcd 

S<ni)e  there  are, 
Ifltted.  toRy  minds 
\  of  delight 
D  the  end  of  lime 
d  kindle:  even  such  mind 
I  solitary  B^ini^, 
1  haply  hare  received 
|6r  than  lit  that  books 
™n.lu!) 

mpathr  and  Ihoof^ht, 
kinilicd  with  a  world 
I'cre.    The  wsy  Man 
—  and,  like  the  pear 
Ji  from  thn  jrrcen  w»il, 
nhe  robust  and  yoang, 
r,  thry  who  live 
a  liltle  i-rovu 
II  behold  in  him 
tlieir  minils 
knsilory  tljuii<;ht 
J  the  hi^art 

1  and,  peKhaoce 

e  the  furlilude 

fcfiil  lo  preserve 

Bd  to  huvband  up 

1,  he,  nt  least, 

■,  makes  them  felt. 


1 1  believe,  there  ore 
IB  decency, 

llecDlo^ue  and  feel 
If  the  moral  law 
re  they  abide 
)t  negligent, 
Ivitb  whom  they  dwell, 
Ihildren  of  their  blood. 
I  their  slumbers  peace! 
^sk,  the  abject  poor; 
I  if  there  bu  here 


,  In  this  cold  abstlneace  from  eTJ]  deeds, 
I  And  these  ineiitsble  chariilns 
Wherewith  lo  satiafy  the  bunun  sonl  1 
No  —  Man  is  dear  to  Man;  the  poora 
Lm^  for  some  roonents  in  a  weary  lil 
When  they  can  know  and  feel  that  lb 
Themselvea,  the  hthers  and  ths  dMie 
nme  anmll  hlc«ing«;  have  been  k 
A«  needed  kindness,  for  this  single  cat 
That  we  have  all  of  ua  one  human  h« 
—  Such  ]>leasDTe  is  to  one  kiod  Being 
My  Neighbour,  when  with  puncloal  c 
Duly  as  Friday  comes,  though  presaed 
B;  her  own  wants,  she  from  ber  store 
Takes  one  nnsparing  handlnl  fer  the  s 
Of  thii  old  Mendicant,  and,  from  her  i 
Returning  with  erbil staled  heart. 
Sits  by  her  fiie,  and  builds  her  hope  ii 


Then  let  him  pan,  a  blessing  on  his  b 
And  while  in  that  vast  solitude  to  wbi 
The  tide  of  things  has  borne  him,  he  ■ 
To  Uresthe  ami  lire  but  for  himself  ali 
Unblamt^,  uninjured,  let  biin  bear  ahc 
The  good  which  the  benignant  law  of 
tins  hung  around  him:  and,  while  life 
Still  let  him  prompt  the  unlettered  Ti 
To  tender  offices  and  pensive  thongbb 
—Then  let  him  pass,  a  blessing  tm  hi 
And,  long  SB  he  cnn  wander,  let  him  t 
e  rroBhnoES  of  the  valleys ;  let  his  I 
Sinij.'sl''  "'it'i  frosty  oir  and  winter  en 
And  k't  Ihc  cliiirlercd  wind  that  swee| 
1ii<at  his  gray  lucks  against  hie  wither 
RfviTpnce  llic  hope  whosa  vital  anxio 
•e  the  last  human  interest  to  hia  h< 
May  never  Hotsi,  misnamed  of  Inbvi 
Make  him  a  captive  1  for  that  pent-up 
Be  life-consuming  Bounds  that  clog 
lis  the  natural  silence  of  old  age! 
Let  him  be  free  of  mountain  salitnde*: 
And  have  around  him,  whether  heafd 
The  pleasant  melody  of  woodland  bird 
are  his  pleasures:  if  bis  eyes  bav 
Been  doomed  so  long  to  settle  on  the  t 
That  not  without  some  effort  they  befai 
The  countenance  of  tbe  boriioatal  san 
Rising  or  setting,  let  the  light  al  least 
Find  a  free  entrance  to  their  languid  « 
And  let  him,  vhere  and  tehen  be  will, 
Beneath  the  trees,  or  by  the  graaay  )m 
Of  highway  side,  and  with  the  little  bi 
Share  his  chsnce-galbered  meal:  aod, 
n  the  eye  of  Nature  he  bu  lived, 
n  the  eye  of  Natnre  let  him  diol 
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IE  FARMER  OF  TILSBURY  VALE. 

ibr  tha  unfeeling,  tha  &liely  refined, 
Btmiah  in  teste,  ind  the  narrow  iji  mind, 

small  critic  wielding  bis  delicate  pen, 
ing  of  old  Adam,  the  pride  of  old  men. 

la  in  the  centre  of  London's  wide  Town ; 
'  is  a  sceptre— bis  gray  hairs  a  crown ; 
a  sanflower  he  stands,  and  the  streak 
iniaded  rose  still  enlivens  his  cheek. 

dews,  in  the  sunshine  of  mom,  — *mid  the  joy 
lelds,  be  cdlected  that  Uoom,  when  a  Boy ; 
shioned  that  countenance,  which,  m  spite  of  a 

life  hath  received,  to  the  last  will  remain. 

iT  he  was;  and  his  boose  fiir  and  near 
I  boast  of  the  Coontiy  tor  excellent  cheer : 
have  I  heard  in  sweet  Tilsbnry  Vale 
nWer-rimmed  bom  whence  he  dealt  his 
I  ale! 

m  was  tor  as  the  fitfthest  fWmi  ruin, 

Is  seemed  to  know  what  their  Master  was 

■fir; 

lips,  and  corn-land,  and  meadow,  and  lea, 
^t  the  infection— as  generous  as  be. 

m  prized  little  the  feast  and  the  bowl,  — 
Is  better  suited  the  ease  of  his  Soul : 
ed  through  the  fields  like  an  indolent  Wight, 
;t  of  nature  was  Adam*8  delight. 

m  was  simple  in  thought,  and  the  Poor, 
with  him,  made  an  inn  of  bis  door : 
them  the  best  that  he  had ;  or,  to  say 

ss  may  mislead  you,  fhey  took  it  away. 

rty  smooth  years  did  he  thrive  on  his  farm : 
lias  of  Plenty  preserved  him  from  harm : 
h,  what  to  most  is  a  season  of  sorrow, 
ns  are  run  out, — he  must  beg,  or  must  borrow. 

leighbours  he  went, — all  were  free  with  their 
ley; 

[live  had  so  long  been  replenished  with  honey, 
>y  dreamt  not  of  dearth ;  —  He  continued  his 
ids, 

1  here  — and  knocked  there,  pounds  still  add- 
to  pounds. 

what  be  could  with  this  ill-gotten  pelf, 
letbing,  it  might  be,  reserved  for  himself: 
what  is  too  true)  without  hinting  a  word, 
his  back  on  the  Country — and  ofl^  like  a  Bird. 

np  yonr  eyes !  —  but  I  guess  that  you  frame 
lent  too  harsh  of  the  sin  and  the  shame ; 
t  was  scarcely  a  business  of  art, 
he  did  all  IB  the  ecse  of  bis  heart 


To  London — a  sad  emigratioo  I  ween — 

With  his  gray  hairs  he  went  fiom  the  brook  and  the 

green; 
And  there,  with  sBMdl  wealth  but  his  legs  and  his  hands. 
As  k»ely  he  stood  as  a  Crow  on  the  sandsL 

All  trades,  as  need  was,  did  old  Adam  assome,— 
Served  as  SteUe-boy,  £rrand4iqy,  P6rter,  and  Groom; 
But  nature  is  gracious,  necessity  kind. 
And,  in  spite  of  the  shame  that  may  lurk  in  his  mind. 

He  seems  ten  birthda3rs  younger,  is  green  and  is  stout ; 
Twice  as  fiist  as  before  does  bis  blood  run  about ; 
You  would  say  that  each  hair  of  bis  beard  was  alive. 
And  bis  fingers  are  busy  as  bees  in  a  hive. 


For  be 's  not  like  an  Old  Man  that  leisurely 

About  work  that  he  knows,  in  a  track  that  be  knows; 

But  oflen  his  mind  is  compelled  to  demur. 

And  you  guess  that  the  more  then  bis  body  most  stir. 

In  the  throng  of  the  Town  like  a  Stranger  is  he. 
Like  one  whose  own  Country  *s  fiur  over  the 
And  Nature,  while  through  the  great  City  he 
Full  ten  times  a  day  takes  his  heart  by  anrprise. 

This  gives  him  the  fiincy  of  one  that  is  young. 
More  of  soul  in  bis  fece  than  of  words  on  bis  tongue; 
Like  a  Maiden  of  twenty  he  trembles  and  sighs, 
And  tears  of  fifteen  will  come  into  bis  eyes. 

What's  a  tempest  to  him,  or  the  dry  parching  heatol 
Yet  be  watches  the  clouds  that  pass  over  the  streete ; 

With  a  look  of  such  earnestness  often  will  stand. 
You  might  think  he  *d  twelve  Reapers  at  work  in  the 
Strand. 

Where  proud  Covent-garden,  in  desolate  hours 

Of  snow  and   hoar-frost,  spreads  her  fruit  and  her 

flowers, 
Old  Adam  will  smile  at  the  pains  that  have  made 
Poor  winter  look  fine  in  such  strange  masqueradd. 

*Mid  coaches  and  chariots,  a  Waggon  of  straw, 
Like  a  magnet,  the  heart  of  old  Adam  can  draw ; 
With  a  thousand  soft  pictures  his  memory  will  teem, 
And  his  hearing  is  touched  with  the  sounds  of  a  dream. 

Up  the  Haymarket  hill  he  oft  whistles  his  way. 
Thrusts  his  hands  in  the  Waggon,  and  smells  at 

the  hay; 
He  thinks  of  the  fields  he  so  often  hath  mown. 
And  is  happy  as  if  the  rich  freight  were  his  own. 

But  chiefly  to  Smithfield  be  loves  to  repair,  — 
If  you  pass  by  at  morning,  you  *11  meet  with  him  there : 
The  breath  of  the  Cows  you  may  see  him  inhale. 
And  his  heart  all  the  while  is  in  Tilsbury  Vale. 

Now  farewell,  Old  Adam !  when  low  thou  art  laid, 
May  one  blade  of  grass  spring  up  over  thy  head ; 
And  I  hope  that  thy  grave,  wheresoever  it  be, 
I  Will  hear  the  wind  sigh  through  the  leaves  of  a  tren. 
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With  chip*  k  tho  Carpoater  atnwiog  1 
U  ■  cart-low]  of  turf  at  u  old  Womu' 
OM  Duiel  hii  bud  to  tha  treunra  wil 
And  liH  Gnndmi'i  a*  biuf  at  mxk  b] 

Old  Daniel  begina,  fae  alopa  riiat  —  an 
Through  the  loat  look  of  dotagot  ia  cui 
'Til  a  look  which  at  this  time  ia  hwdl] 
But  tells  a  plain  tale  of  the  daja  that  ■ 

He  once  had  a  heart  which  wa*  mored 
Of  manifbld  pleaaurea  and  mai^  deaiie 
And  what  if  he  eheiiahed  hia  poiael  "l 
Than  treading  a  path  trod  bf  ''"^—■nl' 

'T  waa  a  path  trod  h;  thouaanda;  bntl 
Who  went  aomething  brtbar  than  otbc 
And  now  with  oM  Daniel  yen  aee  bow 
You  aee  to  what  end  be  ba«  btmght  hi 

Ttie  pair  sally  forth  hand  in  hand  ;  eic 
Has  peered  o'er  the  beeches,  tbeir  wor 
And  yet,  into  whatever  sin  thef  maj  G 
Thia  Child  bat  half  koowB  it,  tod  thai 

They  hunt  through  the  alreela  wrtb  de 
And  each,  in  hia  turn,  is  both  leader  an 
And,  whnrever  they  cany  their  plota  a 
Every  ftce  in  the  rillage  ia  dimpled  wi 

Neither  checked  by  the  rich  dot  the  nei 
The  gray-headed  Sire  faaa  a  daughter  ■ 
Who  will  gladly  repair  all  the  damaga 

And  three,  were  it  asked,  would  be  rei 

Old  Man !  whom  so  oft  I  with  pity  har 
1  love  thee,  and  love  the  sweet  Boy  at 
1/ing  yet  may'at  thou  live !  for  a  teach 
That  lifla  up  the  veil  of  our  nature  in  t 


ANIMAL  TRANQUILLITY  AN 
A  SKETCH. 

Tbb  little  hedgerow  Inrda, 
That  peck  along  the  road,  regard  hh 
He  travels  on,  and  in  his  face,  his  ati 
His  gait,  ia  one  exprenion ;  every  li 
His  look  and  bending  figure,  all  heap 
A  man  who  does  not  move  with  pain 
With  thought  —  He  is  insenaibly  bd 
To  settled  quiet:  he-ia  ooe  by  wbaa 
All  efibrt  seema  furgotten ;  ooe  to  wl 
I.ong  patience  hath  auch  mild  ccanpo 
That  patience  now  doth  m 


He  hath  no  need.    He  is  by  ■> 


el 


To  peace  so  perfrct,  that  the  jaoLf  I 
With  enry,  wbaU| 


bat jhallUin  hud 


I  aged  cnan  coQstrained  to  dwell 
house  of  public  charily, 
■bidei,  as  in  a  priBoner's  cell, 

ibers  aear,  aJas !  no  company. 

could  creep  about,  at  will,  tbougli  poor 
d  to  live  on  alms,  this  old  man  fed 
sC,  one  that  to  his  cottage  door 
.  but  in  a  lane  parlooli  bia  bread. 


)j  ODO,  or  icaUared  on  the  grouml. 

voone  wu  thein^  day  ailer  day ; 
M  of  maloal  gUdnen  when  thej  met  I 
tbeir  eaamMo  peace,  their  simple  pUy, 
ig  axMDent  ud  ita  food  regreL 

laaed  in  lore  that  &ned  not  to  fulfil, 
'  •euoos'  change,  ita  own  deiDaodi 
ing  pinkna  here  and  busy  bill; 
caroMoo  from  a  tremuloua  hand. 

le  cboaen  ipot  a  tie  so  atrong 

ed  between  the  aolitary  pair, 

a  bb  bte  had  booaed  him  mid  a  throng 

re  riniDDed  all  convene  profleied  there. 


Wife,  cliildreu,  kindred,  thcj  ind  gone, 

But  if  no  evil  hap  his  wishes    ^ 
One  living  Btny  was  left,  and  on  that  one 
Some  reci>mpen.'!e  for  all  that  he  had  lost 

Oh  that  the  good  old  man  had  power  to  provo 
By  mespage  sent  through  air,  or  visible  token 
That  atiil  he  loves  the  bird,  and  still  must  love; 
That  friendship  lasts  though  foUowship  is  broken ! 


■     SONNET. 

(to  tX  OOTOOKRABIAH.) 

Amcnom  lose  their  otgect;  Time  bringa  ibrth 

No  auccesaorB;  and,  lodged  in  memory, 

ir  love  exiat  no  longer,  it  miut  die, — 

Wanting  accuMomed  find,  must  pass  from  eirthi 

Or  never  hope  to  reach  a  second  birth. 

This  sad  belief  the  happiest  that  ia  left 

To  thouaands,  share  not  thou ;  howe'er  bereft, 

Sconed,  or  neglected,  fear  not  mch  a  dearth. 

Thoagh  poor  and  destitute  of  fiienda  thou  ait. 

Perhaps  the  sole  survivor  of  thy  race, 

One  to  whom  Heaven  assigns  that  moumltil  put 

The  utmost  solitude  of  age  to  face, 

Still  ahall  be  left  some  corner  of  the  heart 

Where  love  tbr  living  thing  can  find  a  place. 


I  compare  the  imaginative  one  of  "  The  Reverie  of  Pocr 
'.  F«r™«-  0/  7Wi6«fy  VaU;'  (p.  455.)  s,,^^,,;.  p.  y^g.  ^j  ^  ^^^  „^[,„  „p  ^^  jeflcieneiea 

iiis  picture,  which  was  taken  from  real  life,  |  of  this  class)  "  The  Excursion,"  passim. 


EPITAPHS  AND   ELEGIAC   POEMS. 


EPITAPHS 
I'RANSLATED  FROM  CHIABRERA. 


1. 

Perhaps  some  needful  service  of  the  St&te 
Drew  TrruB  from  the  depth  of  studious  bowers, 
And  doomed  him  to  contend  in  faithless  courts, 
Where  gold  determines  between  right  and  wrong. 
Yet  did  at  length  his  loyalty  of  heart, 
Ai  tl  ids  pure  native  genius,  lead  him  back 
T)  «vait  upon  the  bright  and  gracious  Muses, 
Whom  he  had  early  loved.    And  not  in  vain 
Such  course  he  held !  Bologna*s  learned  schools 
Were  gladdened  by  the  Sage*s  voice,  and  hung 
With  fondness  on  those  sweet  Nestorian  strains. 
There  pleasure  crowned  his  days ;  and  all  his  thoughts 
A  roseate  fragrance  breathed.* —  O  human  life, 
That  never  art  secure  from  dolorous  change ! 
Behold  a  high  injunction  suddenly 
To  Arno^s  side  conducts  him,  and  he  charmed 
A  Tuscan  audience :  but  full  soon  was  called 
To  the  perpetual  silence  of  the  grave. 
Mourn,  Italy,  the  loss  of  him  who  stood 
A  Champion  steadfast  and  invincible. 
To  quell  the  rage  of  literary  War ! 


2. 

O  Thou  who  movest  onward  with  a  mind 
Intent  upon  thy  way,  pause,  though  in  haste ! 
*T  will  be  no  fruitless  moment     I  was  bom 
Within  Savona*s  walls,  of  gentle  blood. 
On  Tiber's  banks  my  youth  was  dedicate 
To  sacred  studies ;  and  the  Roman  Shepherd 
Gave  to  my  charge  Urbino's  numerous  Flock. 
Much  did  I  watch,  much  laboured,  nor  had  power 
To  escape  from  many  and  strange  indignities ; 
Was  smitten  by  the  great  ones  of  the  World, 
But  did  not  fall ;  for  Virtue  braves  all  shocks, 

*  Ivi  vivea  giocondo  e  i  aaoi  pensieri 
Erano  tutti  rose. 
The  Translator  hod  not  skill  to  come  nearer  to  his  original. 


Upon  hereelf  resting  hnmoTetbly. 
Me  did  a  kindlier  fortune  then  invite 
To  serve  the  glorious  Henry,  King  of  Fnoce, 
And  in  his  hands  I  saw  a  high  reward 
Stretched  out  for  my  acceptance  —  bat  Death 
Now,  Reader,  learn  from  this  my  fate  —  bow  fUny 
How  treacherous  to  her  promise,  is  the  Worid, 
And  trust  in  God  —  to  whose  eternal  doom 
Must  bend  the  sceptred  Potentates  of  Earth. 


a 

There  never  breathed  a  roan  who«  when  hit 
Was  closing,  might  not  of  that  life  relate 
Toils  long  and  hard.  — The  Warrior  will  report 
Of  wounds,  and  bright  swords  flashing  in  the  fidi 
And  blast  of  trumpets.    He  who  hath  been  dotmi 
To  bow  his  forehead  in  the  courts  of  kmga, 
Will  tell  of  fraud  and  never-ceasing  hate. 
Envy  and  heart^inquietude,  derived 
From  intricate  cabals  of  treacherous  frienda 
I,  who  on  Shipboard  lived  from  earliest  yoath, 
Could  represent  the  countenance  horrible 
Of  the  vexed  waters,  and  the  indignant  rage 
Of  Auster  and  Bootes.     Forty  years 
Over  the  well-steered  Galleys  did  I  rule :  — 
From  huge  Pelorus  to  the  Atlantic  pillars, 
Rises  no  mountain  to  mine  eyes  unknown ; 
And  the  broad  gulfs  I  traversed  oft  —  and — oft: 
Of  every  cloud  which  in  the  Heavens  might  stir 
I  knew  the  force ;  and  hence  the  rough  sca^s  pride 
Availed  not  to  my  Vessel's  overthrow. 
What  noble  pomp  and  frequent  have  not  I 
On  regal  decks  beheld  !  yet  in  the  end 
I  learnt  that  one  poor  moment  can  suffice 
To  equalise  the  lofty  and  the  low. 
We  sail  the  sea  of  life  —  a  CkUm  One  finds, 
And  One  a  Tempest  —  and,  the  voyage  o'er. 
Death  is  the  quiet  haven  of  us  all. 
If  more  of  my  condition  ye  would  know, 
Savona  was  my  birth-place,  and  I  sprang 
Of  noble  parents :  sixty  years  and  three 
Lived  I then  yielded  to  a  slow  disease. 


EPITAPHS   AND   ELEGIAC   POEMS. 


4. 

to  WRf  ffoHi  very  infancy 
berto  DaLi,  and  I  touk 
he  while  symbol  of  the  Cross. 
^9  vi^roua  season  did  T  ehun 
toil ;  among  the  Siinds  wna  seen 
and  not  HCldom,  on  the  Banks 
[ungatian  Danube,  'twos  my  Ut 
e  san^iinary  trumpet  sounded. 
and  repined  not  at  such  laic ) 
grieves  me,  for  it  seems  a  wrong, 
^d  of  arms  1  lo  my  end  am  brought 
t  down  of  my  paternal  home. 
Amo  shall  be  spared  all  cause 
DT  me.     Thou,  loiter  not  nor  halt 
oinled  way,  and  bear  in  mind 
og  and  how  frail  is  human  lifel 


Kit  heafy  grief  of  tiearl  did  He 
the  duly  fell  {for  at  that  time 
T  nijourned  in  a  dialint  Land) 

[he  hollow  of  this  Tomb 
'a  Child,  most  tenderly  beloved ! 
)  was  the  name  the  Youth  had  borne, 
inj.1  bis  illustrious  House ; 
)  beneath  this  stone  the  Corse  was  kid, 
of  all  Savons  streamed  with  tears. 

twentieth  April  of  his  life 

ely  flowered:  and  at  this  early  time, 

e  virtue  he  inspired  a  hope 

lly  cheered  his  Country :  to  hia  Kin 

cd  comfort:  and  the  flattering  thotighta 

U  hod  in  their  foiidnesB  entertained,* 

d  not  to  languish  or  decay. 

Ere  not  good  reason  to  break  forth 

rionate  lament  1  —  O  Soul! 

le  a  Pilgrim  in  our  nether  world, 

njoy  the  calm  empyreal  air; 

I  this  earthly  tomb  let  roses  rise, 

Bting  spring!  in  memory 

•lightful  fragrance  which  was  once 

mild  manners,  quietly  exhsled. 


UTteooB  Spirit !  —  Bal hi  supplicates 
u,  with  no  reluctant  voice,  for  him 
in  niort«l  darkness,  wouldst  prefer 
to  the  Redeemer  of  the  world. 


in  ihe  original  :- 


This  to  the  Dead  by  sacred  rj  .ks  , 

All  else  is  nothing  —  Did  oec 

To  tell  his  worth,  the  marble  u.  ,,i,iii  luuib 

Would  ill  suffice :  for  Plato's  lore  sublime, 

And  all  the  wisdom  of  the  Stagyrite, 

Enriched  and  beautiiied  his  studious  mind: 

With  Archimedes  also  he  conversed 

As  with  a  chosen  Friend,  nor  did  he  leave 

Those  lanreat  wreaths  ungathered  which  the  Nymphs 

Twine  on  the  top  of  Pindus.  —  Finally, 

Himself  above  each  lower  thought  uplifting. 

His  ears  he  closed  to  listen  to  the  Song 

Which  Sion's  Kings  did  consecrate  of  old; 

And  fixed  his  Pindus  upon  Lebanon.  '  '  ' 

A  blcsaed  Mao !  who  of  protracted  dnya  ' 

Made  not,  as  thousands  do,  a  vulgar  sleep; 

But  truly  did  He  live  his  life,  —  Urbino, 

Take  pride  in  him !  —  O  passenger,  farewell  1 


Wbkp  not,  beloved  friends!  nor  let  the  air     » 

For  me  with  sighs  be  troubled.     Not  from  lifit 

Have  I  been  taken ;  tliis  is  genuine  life 

And  this  alone  —  tiie  life  which  now  I  live 

In  peace  eternal ;  where  desire  and  joy 

Together  move  in  fellowship  without  end. — 

Francesco  Ceni  willed  that,  after  death 

Hia  tombstone  thus  should  speak  for  him.     And  surely 

Small  cause  there  is  for  that  fond  wish  of  oura 

Long  to  continue  in  this  world  ;  a  world 

Tiiat  Iteeps  not  &ith,  nor  yet  can  point  a  hope 

To  good,  whereof  itself  is  destitute. 


Trdb  ia  it  that  Ambrosio  Salinero 

With  an  untoward  fate  was  long  involved 

In  odious  litigation;  and  full  long. 

Fate  harder  still!  had  he  to  endure  assaults 

Of  racking  malady.    And  true  it  is 

That  not  the  less  a  frank  courageous  heart 

And  buoyant  spirit  triumphed  over  pain; 

Anil  lie  was  strong  to  follow  in  the  steps 

Of  the  fair  Muses.     Not  a  covert  path 

I^ads  to  the  dear  Parnassian  forest's  shade, 

That  might  from  him  be  hidden ;  not  a  track 

Mounts  to  pellucid  Hippocrcne,  but  he 

Had  traced  its  windings.  —  This  i^vona  know^ 

Yet  no  sepulchral  honours  to  her  aon 

She  paid,  for  in  our  age  the  heart  is  ruled 

Only  by  gold.    And  now  a  simple  stone 
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Inscribed  with  this  memorial  here  is  raised 

By  his  bereft,  his  lonely*  Chiabrera. 

Think  not,  O  passenger  I  who  read*st  the  lines 

That  an  exceed  ingr  love  hath  dazzled  me ; 

^0 — he  was  one  whose  memory*  ooght  to  spread 

Wherever  Permessus  bears  an  honoured  name, 

And  live  as  long  as  its  pure  stream  shall  flow. 


This  Tablet,  hallowed  by  her  nai 
One  heart-relieving  tear  may  clai 
But  if  the  pensive  gloom 
Of  fond  regret  be  still  thy  choice^ 
Exalt  thy  spirit,  hear  the  voice 
Of  Jesus  from  her  tomb ! 

**I  AM  THE  W4T,  THK  TKUTH;  AMD  Tl 


ft 


U  FLOWER  of  all  that  springs  from  gentle  blood. 
And  all  that  generous  nurture  breeds  to  make 
Youth  smiable;  O  friend  so  true  of  soul 
To  fair  Aglaia ;  by  what  envy  moved, 
Lelius!  has  death  cut  short  thy  brilliant  day 
In  its  sweet  opening  !  and  what  dire  mishap 
Has  from  Savona  torn  her  best  delight  1 
For  thee  she  mourns,  nor  e'er  will  cease  to  mourn ; 
And,  should  the  outpourings  of  her  eyes  suflSce  not 
For  her  heart's  grief,  she  will  entreat  Sebeto 
Not  to  withhold  his  bounteous  aid,  Sebeto 
Who  saw  thee,  on  his  margin,  yield  to  death. 
In  the  chaste  arms  of  thy  beloved  Love ! 
What  profit  riches  1  what  does  youth  avail  1 
Dust  are  our  hopes ;  —  I,  weeping  bitterly, 
Penned  these  sad  lines,  nor  can  forbear  to  pray 
That  every  gentle  Spirit  hither  led 
May  read  them  not  without  some  bitter  tears. 


EPITAPH 


Six  months  to  six  years  added  he  remained 
Upon  this  sinful  earth,  by  sin  unstained : 
O  blessed  Lord !  whose  mercy  then  removed 
A  child  whom  every  eye  that  looked  on  loved 
Support  us,  teach  us  calmly  to  resign 
What  we  possessed,  and  now  is  wholly  thine ! 


CENOTAPH. 

In  affectionate  remembrance  of  Frances  Fermor,  whoae  remaini 
are  depoeited  in  the  church  of  Claines,  near  Worcester,  this  stone  is 
erected  by  her  sister.  Dame  Margaret,  wife  of  Sir  George  Beaumont, 
Bart.,  who,  feeling  not  less  than  the  love  of  a  brother  for  the  de- 
ceased, commends  this  memorial  to  the  care  of  his  heirs  and  sac- 
eeasors  in  the  possession  of  this  place. 


Bt  vain  affections  unenthralled. 
Though  resolute  when  duty  called 
To  meet  the  world*s  broad  eye. 
Pure  as  the  holiest  cloistered  nun 
That  ever  feared  the  tempting  sun. 
Did  Fermor  live  and  die. 


IN  THB  CHAPKL-TAKO  OF  LAIi«BALB, 


Bt  playful  smiles,  (alas!  too  oft 
A  sad  heart*s  sunshine)  by  a  soft 
And  gentle  nature,  and  a  free 
Yet  modest  hand  of  charity. 
Through  life  was  Owen  Ljlotd  eodein 
To  young  and  old;  and  how  revered 
Had  been  that  pious  spirit,  a  tide 
Of  humble  mourners  testified. 
When,  afler  pains  dispensed  to  prove 
The  measure  of  God*s  chastenmg  lore, 
Here,  brought  from  far  his  corse  Ibood  i 
Fulfilment  of  his  own  request;  — 
Urged  less  for  this  Yew*s  shade,  tboogb 
Planted  with  such  fond  hope  the  tree; 
Less  for  the  love  of  stream  and  rock, 
Dear  as  they  were,  than  that  his  flock 
When  they  no  more  their  pastor's  voice 
Could  hear  to  guide  them  in  their  cboio 
Through  good  and  evil,  help  might  bave 
Admonished,  from  his  silent  grave, 
Of  righteousness,  of  sins  forgiven, 
For  peace  on  earth  and  blias  in  heaveo. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SCHOLARS  OP 
VILLAGE  SCHOOL  OF  — % 

I  COME,  ye  little  noisy  crew. 
Not  long  your  pastime  to  prevent; 
I  heard  the  blessing  which  to  you 
Our  common  friend  and  father  sent 
I  kissed  his  cheek  before  he  died; 
And  when  his  breath  was  fled, 
I  raised,  while  kneeling  by  his  side, 
His  hand :  —  it  dropped  like  lead. 
Your  hands,  dear  little-ones,  do  all 
That  can  be  done,  will  never  fall 
Like  his  till  they  are  dead. 


EPITAPHS   AND  ELEGIAC  POEMS:^ 


ir  dny,  blow  foul  or  &ir, 
the  best  of  bII  your  Lruin 
the  locks  of  bis  white  iuir, 

tetWEen  hia  kueca  again. 


i  he  sit  coofinecl  for  lioure; 
ild  Ee    the  woods  ani]  plains, 
r  the  wind  end  msrk  the  sbowen 
iming  down  the  streaming  panes. 
:hed  beneath  bis  grass-green  mound 
,  prisoner  of  the  ground, 
tlie  breailiing  air, 
the  Bun,  but  if  it  rise 
him  where  now  he  lies, 

t  ii]le  words;  hut  take 

1  which  for  our  master's  eakc 

,  love  prompted  me  lo  make. 

!s  BO  homely  in  atlire 

led  ears  msf  ill  agree, 

•d  bj  four  orp1;an  quire 

I  «  touching  melodf. 


ipherd,  near  thy  old  grey  stone; 
gicT,  by  the  eilent  flood ; 
1  when  thou  art  all  alone, 
lodmaa,  to  the  distant  wood  ! 

blind  sador,  rich  in  jay 
blin),  thy  tunes  in  sadness  humi 
I,  thou  poor  half-wilted  boy '. 
if,  ami  living  deaf  and  dumb. 

ling  sick  man,  bless  the  guide 
«ked  or  turned  thy  headstrong  youth, 
re  had  sanctiSed 
ncy  with  heavenly  truth. 

gH  light  of  heart  and  gay, 
.iers  on  some  foreign  shore, 
i  your  Ihooghta  are  turned  Ibis  way, 
A  him  whom  we  deplore. 

o  here  in  fiineral  strain 
e  accord  our  voices  raise, 
overcliarged  with  pain 
:n  thankfulneita  and  praise. 

our  beane  Fhall  feel  a  sting 
we  meet  or  good  we  mi^, 
M  oT  bis  memory  bring 
,  like  a  mother's  kiM. 


BV   rag   BIDB   OP  TBS   OKATB 

Loiro  time  his  pulse  haili 

But  benefits,  his  gift,  v 
Eipreaeed  in  every  eye  w«  meet 

Round  this  dear  vale,  hii  oatira  plus. 

To  stately  hsll  and  cottag*  rod* 

Flowed  froin  his  lifn  what  rtill  tbqr  bold. 
Light  pleasures  every  day  renewed; 

And  blessings  half  a  ceotarjr  old. 

Oh  true  of  heart,  of  spirit  gay. 
Thy  faults,  where  not  already  goM 

Prom  memory,  prolong  their  etay 
For  charity's  sweet  sake  klooe. 

Such  solace  find  we  for  our  Iom; 

And  what  beyond  this  ihoaght  we  eiave 
Comes  in  the  promise  from  the  Crooi, 

Shining  upon  thy  happy  (ran.* 


Lotb  is  the  vale !  the  voice  ie  np 

With  which  she  speaks  whsn  etorme  are  gene, 

A  mighty  unison  of  Btreama! 

Of  all  her  voices,  one ! 

Lond  is  the  Vale;— this  inland  d^ttb 
In  peace  is  roaring  like  the  eea; 
Yon  star  upon  the  mountain^op 
la  listening  quietly. 

Sad  was  I,  even  to  pain  depreet 
Importunate  and  heavy  loodif 
The  Comibrter  hath  &und  me  here, 
Upon  this  lonely  road ; 

And  many  thousands  now  are  nd  — 
Wait  the  fulfilment  of  their  fear; 
For  he  must  die  who  is  their  stay, 
Their  glory  disappear. 

'Sea  upon  ihs  lubjecl 
liaf*™,"  "  The  FaujiU 
'  Imponuna  e  grave  salt 

MlCBlIL  AHStLg. 
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A  power  is  passing  fVom  the  earth 
To  breathless  Nature^s  dark  abyss; 
But  when  the  great  and  good  depart 
What  is  it  more  than  this — 


That  man,  who  is  from  God  sent  Ibrtht 
Doth  yet  again  to  God  return  1  — 
Such  ebb  and  flow  must  ever  be, 
Then  wherefore  should  we  mourn  1 


ELEGIAC  VERSES, 

IN  MEMORY  OF  MY  BROTHER,  JOHN  WORDSWORTH, 

COKMAjCOBft  or  THB  B.  I.  COMTAMJ^M  SBIP,  TUM  BAKL  OP  ABBK- 

•▲▼BMBT,  III  WHICB  HB  PKRIfHBO  BT  CALAIUTOOS  BHXP- 

WBBCK,  PBB.  GtH,  1805. 

Oompowd  near  tbe  Mountain  track,  that  leads  Arom  Orasmere 
through  Griadale  Hawea,  where  it  descends  towards  Patterdaie. 


The  sheep-boy  whistled  loud,  and  lo! 
That  instant,  startled  by  the  shock, 
The  buzzard  mounted  from  the  rock 
Deliberate  and  slow: 
Lord  of  the  air  he  took  his  flight; 
Oh!  could  he  on  that  woeful  night 
Have  lent  his  wing,  my  brother  dear, 
For  one  poor  moment's  space  to  thee, 
And  all  who  struggled  with  the  sea. 
When  safety  was  so  near. 

Thus  in  the  weakness  of  my  heart 

I  spoke  (but  let  that  pang  be  still) 

When  rising  from  the  rock  at  will, 

I  saw  the  bird  depart. 

And  let  me  calmly  bless  the  Power 

That  meets  me  in  this  unknown  flower, 

Affecting  type  of  him  I  mourn ! 

With  caltnness  sufler  and  believe, 

And  grieve,  and  know  that  I  must  grieve, 

Not  cheerless,  though  forlorn. 

Here  did  we  stop;  and  here  looked  round 

While  each  into  himself  descends 

For  that  last  tlioiight  of  parting  friends 

That  is  not  to  be  found. 

Hidden  was  Grasmere  Vale  from  sight, 

Our  home  and  his,  his  heart's  delight. 

His  quiet  heart's  selected  home. 

But  time  before  him  melts  away, 

And  he  hath  feeling  of  a  day 

Of  blessedness  to  come. 


Fall  Boon  in  uanom  did  I  weep^ 

Taught  that  the  motiial  hope  wta  < 
In  sorrrow,  bat  ibr  higher  trosl^ 
How  miserably  deep! 
All  vanished  in  a  single  word, 
A  breath,  a  sound,  and  scarcely  bei 
Sea — ship— drowned— flhipwreck    m 
The  meek,  the  brave,  the  good,  wai 
He  who  had  been  oar  living  John 
Was  nothing  bat  a  name. 

That  was  indeed  a  parting!  oh. 
Glad  am  I.  glad  that  it  is  past; 
For  there  were  some  on  whom  it  a 
Unutterable  woe. 

But  they  as  well  as  I  have  gains; 
From  many  ao  humble  source,  to  pi 
Like  these,  there  comes  a  mild  rela 
Even  here  I  feel  it,  even  this  [dant 
Is  in  its  beauty  ministrant 
To  comfort  and  to  peace. 

He  would  have  loved  thy  modest  gn 
Meek  flower!    To  him  I  would  ban 
**It  grows  upon  its  native  bed 
Beside  our  parting-place; 
There,  cleaving  to  the  ground,  it  ha 
With  multitude  of  purple  eyes, 
Spangling  a  cushion  green  like  mm 
But  we  will  see  it,  joyful  tide! 
Some  day,  to  see  it  in  its  pride. 
The  mountain  will  we 


—  Brother  and  friend,  if  verse  of  Bin 
Have  power  to  make  thy  virtues  kao 
Here  let  a  monumental  stone 
Stand  —  sacred  as  a  shrine; 
And  to  the  few  who  pass  this  way, 
Traveller  or  shepherd,  let  it  say, 
Long  as  these  mighty  rocks  endonb- 
Oh  do  not  thou  too  fondly  brood, 
Althougli  deserving  of  all  good. 
On  any  earthly  hope,  however  pore! 

*The  plant  alluded  to  is  the  Most  Canf 
acaulls,  of  Linnaeus.)  This  most  beaotifui phi 
in  England,  though  it  is  found  in  great  aboodan 
mountains  of  Scotland.  The  first  specimeal 
it,  in  its  native  bed,  was  singularly  fine,  the  (d 
being  at  least  eight  inches  in  diameter,  and  tl 
portionably  thick.  I  have  only  met  with  it  ia 
among  our  mountains,  in  both  of  which  I  have  ^ 
for  it  in  vain. 

Botanists  will  not,  I  hope,  take  it  ill,  if  I  o 
against  carrying  off,  inconsiderately,  rare  at 
plants.  This  has  often  been  done,  particulartjF 
borough  and  other  mountains  in  Yorkshire,  til 
have  totally  disappeared,  to  the  great  regret  • 
nature  living  near  the  places  where  they  gretr 

See  among  the  Poems  on  the  "  Namiof 
No.  vi.,  [and  **Thi  PasLimi,"  Book  XIV. 
H.  R.] 
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ember  13.  IfH.  an 

1  Vicsr  of  Kendal. 

oDtice,  with  reluctance  strnng, 

■er  this  unSiiiHlitKl  Song; 

B  bnpp;  issue  ;  —  ami  1  look 

congraluUtion  od  the  Book 

lus,  learned  UuKrn-r  ebw  nnd  read;  — 

iioughta  hia  aiint!;  Spirit  fed ; 

,  the  new-born  lay  with  pratefiil  heart  — 

^  not  how  soon  he  niuEt  depart ; 

;  that  lo  him  the  jo;  wbb  given 

Md  Men  take  with  tbein  from  Euih  t 


ELEGIAC    STANZAS, 


Neighbont  once,  thou  rugged  Pile  I 
ner  weeks  1  dwelt  in  sight  of  tbee : 
!  every  day ;  and  nil  the  while 
1  was  sleepiog  on  a  glnsqf  aett. 

le  Aj,  BO  qoiet  wu  the  air  t 
I  Tery  like,  was  day  to  day  '. 
I  looked,  thy  Image  bCiII  was  there; 
d,  but  it  never  passed  away. 

«t  waa  the  calm !  it  seemed  no  sleep ; 
which  leasoa  takes  away,  or  brings: 
*e  Jancied  that  the  mig-ht;  Deep 
the  gentleBt  of  all  gentle  Things. 

t,  if  mine  bad  been  the  Painter's  hand, 
«  what  then  I  nw ;  and  add  the  gleam, 
that  never  was,  on  sea  or  land, 
icratioa,  and  the  Poet's  dreim ; 

■TB  planted  tbee,  thou  Hoary  Pile  I 
arid  how  di^rent  from  this ! 
ea  tiitt  could  not  cease  to  smile ; 
111  kod.  beneath  a  sky  of  bliss. 

I  bad  it  been  of  tasting  ease, 
liet,  witboot  toil  or  strife  ; 
1  but  the  moving  tide,  a  breeze, 
r  silent  Nature's  breathing  life. 

he  txtS  illnnon  of  my  heart, 
••*■  would  I  at  that  time  have  made 
■"'  of  truth  in  every  part; 
ttt  could  Dot  be  betrayed. 


So  oDce  it  would  have  been,  lo  ■ 

I  have  submitted  to  a  new  a. 
A  power  is  gone,  which  nothin;;  can  restore: 
A  deep  distroas  hath  huiiuuiised  my  Soul. 

Not  for  a  moment  could  I  now  behold 
A  smiling  sea,  and  be  vthut  I  have  been : 
The  feeling  of  my  loes  will  ne'er  be  old ; 
This,  which  I  know,  I  speak  witli  mind  serene. 

Then,  Beaamont,  Friend '.  who  would  have  been  t 

If  he  had  lived,  of  Ilim  whom  I  deplore. 

This  Work  of  thine  I  blame  not,  but  commend  ; 

This  sea  in  anger,  and  tliaC  dismal  shore. 


0  't  ia  ft  paanonata  Work !  —  yet  wim  and  well ; 
Well  choeea  is  the  apirit  that  ia  here  ,- 

That  Hulk  which  laboua  in  the  deadly  awell, 
This  meflil  akj,  tliia  pagemntry  of  fear  I 

And  this  huge  Castle,  atonding  hwe  subline, 

1  love  to  Bee  the  lode  with  which  it  bravea. 
Cased  in  the  unfeeling  armour  of  old  time, 

The  lightning,  the  fierce  wind,  and  tnmpliDg  wweiL 

/ 

farewell,  &rewall  the  heart  that  livea  alone, 

Housed  in  a  dreamt  at  diatauce  fVooi  the  Eiad  I 

Such  happmea,  wberever  it  be  knowiii 

b  to  be  pitied ;  Gv  'tis  surely  Uind. 

But  welcome  fortitude,  and  patient  cheer. 
And  frequent  eights  of  what  is  to  be  borne ! 
Such  sights,  or  worse,  as  are  before  me  here.— 
Not  without  hope  we  suffer  and  we  mourn. 


TO  THE   DAISY. 

Sweet  Flower!  belike  one  day  to  have 
A  place  upon  thj  Poet's  giave, 
1  welcome  thee  once  more: 
But  He,  who  was  on  land,  at  sea, 
My  Brother,  too,  in  loving  thee. 
Although  he  loved  more  silently. 
Sleeps  by  hia  native  shore. 

Ah!  hopeliji,  hopeful  was  the  day 
When  to  that  Ship  he  bent  hia  way. 
To  govern  and  lo  guide: 
His  wish  was  gained :  a  little  time 
Would  bring  him  back  in  manhood's  prime 
And  free  for  life,  these  hills  to  climb. 
With  all  bia  wants  aui^lied. 


WORDSWORTH'S   POETICAL   WORSa 


I  day  followed  dmj 
\  Ship  Bt  anchor  1«; 
I  of  Wighl; 
1  made  all  things  green; 
Et,  in  pnmp  serene, 
odly  to  be  eeen, 
lis  delight! 


That  Deigfabourbood  of  grore  ai 
To  Him  a  lening-place  ibooU 
A  meek  man  aod  a  biate ! 
The  birda  shall  Biiig  and  ocean 
A  mournful  murmnr  for  hi*  m! 
And  Thoo,  sweet  Flower,  dialt  i 
Upon  hia  aenBelett  graven* 


I  called  ashore,  he  KWgbt 

e  of  rural  llinoght: 
Lpp7  mood 

I  bright  daisy  Flowen 

klitlering  in  your  bowere^ 
■de. 


■  Late,  hta  yeMtecn  I  aw  Ihr  IM 

Wi'  Iha  Buld  mooiw  ia  hir  aimc 

Ballad  tf  Sir  Patriik  ftpa 


Brd !  —  Ihe  Ship  is  gone ; 


fenglii^h  earth  they  xtand: 
prd  titnc  from  the  land 
nt  at  band 


—  ghnstlj  ahiick  ! 
veruj  from  the  rock, 
lath  rrgained ; 
p  stormy  night  they  ctei 

1  liope  and  fear, 
I  shore  —  how  near. 


Commander  cried; 
ird  B.  shriek  replied, 
leath-Bhriek. 
by  morning  light, 

11  mast's  height; 

that  sight; 
of  the  night — 


■the 


I  I  seek. 

h  the  moving  sea 
r  qii  ictly ; 

]  for  which  he  died, 
lity  satisfied ;) 
I  found  him  at  her  side; 
li  tho  grnve. 


Ind  been  cast 
|ife  unmeet 

e  Soul  and  sweet, 
Bmlisturhcit  retreat 


■red,  I 


last; 


n.trB  I  could  hnil  (howe'er  aerene 
j  Tlic  Moon  re-entering  her  moothly 

Nd  faculty  yet  given  me  to  espy 
,  The  du»ky  Shape  within  her  arm* 

Tliut  thin  memento  of  effulgence  tc 

Wliieli  some  have  named  her  Prede< 

Yiiim!',  like  the  Crescent  that  abova 
i  Niiiiirht  I  p<>rrcived  within  it  dull  i 
I  All  that  appeared  was  miitabla  to  ( 
\Vho!ie  fancy  had  a  thousand  fielda 
To  pxpeclatione  epreadinff  with  wil 
I  And  hope  that  kept  with  me  bar  p 

'  I  saw  (ambition  quickening  at  the 
'  A  sih'cr  boat  launched  on  a  bonndl 
A  pearly  crest,  like  Dian's  when  it 
lis  b^i)!lltc^'t  splendour  round  a  leal 
'  Hut  nut  a  hint  from  under-ground. 
Pit  fur  the  glimmering  brow  of  Pn 

I  Or  K'aa  it  Dion's  self  that  seemed 
'  Bernre  me?  —  nothing  blemished  th' 
I  On  her  1  loolicd  whom  jocund  Fait 
I  Cynthifi,  who  puts  the  littU  stars  I 
i  And  by  that  thinning  magniGes  the 
j  Fi<r  exultation  of  her  sovereign  atat 

And  when  I  learned  to  mark  the  B 
As  each  nnw  Moon  obeyed  the  call 
If  gloom  foil  on  me,  awill  was  mj 
Buch  happy  privilege  hath  Life's  g; 
To  see  or  not  to  see,  as  best  may 
A  buoyant  Spirit,  and  a  heart  at  ei 

Now,  dawling  Stranger!  when  Ihon  n 
Thy  dark  Associate  ever  I  diwsern ; 
Emblem  of  thoughts  too  eager  to  ai 
While  I  salute  my  joys,  tbonghts  • 
Shndcs  of  past  bliw,  or  phantoma  t^ 
Their  mi  of  promised  lustre  wait  in 

*Sm  pafs  134. 
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mortal  Lift  with  fleeting  yean; 
vnomfbl  change,  sfaoald  Reason  &il  to  bring 
^m  tioiely  loaight  that  can  temper  feai% 
id  Aom  ▼iciiaitode  remove  ita  ating; 
lute  lUth  aa^Mree  to  aeata  in  that  Domain 
jqya  are  perfect,  neither  wax  nor  wane. 


ELEGIAC   STANZAS. 
1824. 

U  ffOR  a  dirge!    But  why  complain? 
Ask  rather  a  triamphal  strain 
When  Femokor^b  race  is  ran; 
A  garland  of  immortal  boughs 
To  Ittod  around  the  Christian's  brows, 
Whoae  glorious  work  is  done. 

We  pay  a  high  and  holy  debt; 
No  tears  of  passionate  regret 
Shall  stain  this  votive  lay; 
Hi-worthy,  Beaumont!  were  the  grief 
That  flings  itwlf  oo  wild  relief 
When  Saints  have  passed  away. 

Sad  doom,  at  Sorrow's  shrine  to  kneel, 

For  ever  covetous  to  feel, 

And  impotent  to  bear: 

Such  once  was  hers  —  to  think  and  think 

On  severed  love,  and  only  sink 

From  anguish  to  despair! 

But  nature  to  its  inmost  part 

Had  F&ith  refined,  and  to  her  heart 

A  peaceful  cradle  given: 

Calm  as  the  dew-drop's,  free  to  rest 

Within  a  breeze-fanned  rose's  breast 

Till  it  exhales  to  heaven. 

Was  ever  Spirit  that  could  bend 
So  graciously?  —  that  could  descend, 
Another's  need  to  suit. 
So  promptly  from  her  lofty  throne?  — 
Id  works  of  love,  in  these  alone. 
How  restless,  how  minute! 

Pale  was  her  hue;  yet  mortal  cheek 
Ne'er  kindled  with  a  livelier  streak 
When  aught  had  suffered  wrong, — 
When  aught  that  breathes  had  felt  a  wound; 
Such  look  the  Oppressor  might  confound. 
However  proud  and  strong. 

31 


But  hushed  be  every  thought  that  qvings 
From  out  the  bitterness  of  things; 
Her  quiet  is  secure; 
No  thorns  can  pierce  her  tender  feet. 
Whose  life  was,  like  the  violet,  sweet. 
As  climbing  jasmine,  pure ;  — 

As  snowdrop  on  an  infhnt's  gmve. 
Or  lily  heaving  with  the  wave 
That  feeds  it  and  defends ; 
As  Vesper,  ere  the  star  hath  kissed 
The  mountain  top,  or  breathed  the  mist 
That  from  the  vale  ascends. 

Thou  takest  not  away,  O  Death! 
Thou  atrik'st — and  absence  periaheth. 
Indifference  is  no  more; 
The  future  brightens  on  our  sight; 
For  on  the  past  hath  fallen  a  light 
That  tempts  us  to  adore. 


INVOCATION  TO  THE  EARTH. 
F£BRUART,  1816 

1. 
'*Ri8T,  rest,  perturbed  Earth! 
*'  O  rest,  thou  dolefiil  Mother  of  Mankind !" 
A  Spirit  sang  in  tones  more  plaintive  than  the  wind 
"From  regions  where  no  evil  thing  has  birlli 
"I  come  —  thy  stains  to  wash  away, 
"Thy  cherished  fetters  to  unbind, 
"To  open  thy  sad  eyes  upon  a  milder  day. 
"  The  Heavens  are  thronged  with  martyrs  that  hava 
risen 
"  From  out  thy  noisome  prison ; 
"The  penal  caverns  groan 
"  With  tens  of  thousands  rent  from  off  the  tree 
Of  hopeful  life,  —  by  Battle's  whiriwind  blown 
Into  the  deserts  of  Eternity. 
"  Unpitied  havoc !  Victims  unlamentcd  ! 
"  But  not  on  high,  where  madness  is  resented, 
"  And  murder  causes  some  sad  tears  lo  flow, 
Though,  from  the  widely-sweeping  blow. 
The   choirs  of  Angels  spread,   triumphantly  aug. 
mented. 

2. 

"  False  Parent  of  Mankind ! 

"  Obdurate,  proud,  and  blind, 
"  I  sprinkle  thee  with  sofl  celestial  dews, 
"  Thy  lost  maternal  heart  to  re-infuse  ! 
"  Scattering  this  far-fetched  moisture  from  my  wingp« 
"Upon  the  act  a  blessing  I  implore, 
"  Of  which  the  rivers  in  their  secret  springs, 
"  The  rivers  stained  so  oft  with  human  gore, 
"Are  conscious;  —  may  the  like  return  no  mnre! 
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^  Mty  discord  —  for  a  Senph's  care 

*'  Shall  be  attended  with  a  bolder  prayer — 

**  May  she,  who  once  disturbed  the  seats  of  bliss 

**  These  mortal  spheres  above, 
•<  Be  chained  for  ever  to  the  black  abyss! 
**  And  thou,  O  rescued  Earth,  by  peace  and  love, 
**  And  merciful  desires,  thy  sanctity  approve  !** 

The  Spirit  ended  his  mysterious  rite, 
And  the  pure  vision  closed  in  darkness  infinite.   - 


EPITAPH. 

6t  a  blest  husband  ^ided,  Mary  came 
From  nearest  kindred,  Vernon  her  new  name ; 
She  came,  though  meek  of  soul,  in  seemly  pride 
Of  happiness  and  hope,  a  youthful  bride. 
O  dread  reverse !  if  aught  he  so,  which  proves 
That  God  will  chasten  whom  he  dearly  loves. 
Faith  bore  her  up  through  pains  in  mercy  given, 
And  troubles  that  were  each  a  step  to  Heaven : 
Two  babes  were  laid  in  earth  before  she  died ; 
A  third  now  slumbers  at  the  mother's  side ; 
Its  sister-twin  survives,  whose  smiles  afibrd 
A  trembling  solace  to  her  widowed  lord. 

Reader !  if  to  thy  bosom  cling  the  pain 
Of  recent  sorrow  combated  in  vain ; 
Or  if  thy  cherished  grief  have  failed  to  thwart 
Time  still  intent  on  his  insidious  part, 
Lulling  the  mourner's  best  good  thoughts  asleep, 
Pilfering  regrets  we  would,  but  cannot  keep ; 
£ear  with  him  ~  judge  Him  gently  who  makes  known 
His  bitter  loss  by  this  memorial  stone ; 
And  pray  that  in  his  faithful  breast  the  grace 
Of  resignation  find  a  hallowed  place. 


ELEGIAC  MUSINGS 

.in  THE  GROUNDS  OF  COLEORTON  HALL,   THE  SEAT  OF 
THE  LATE   SIR   G.    H.    BEAUMONT,    BART. 

In  theno  grounds  utands  the  Parish  Church,  wherein  it  a  mural 
>moaumonl  bearing  an  inacriptinn  which,  in  deference  to  the  earnest 
request  of  the  deceased,  is  coiiflned  to  name,  dates,  and  these  woids  :— 
"  Enter  not  into  Judgment  with  thy  servant,  O  Lo&o!" 

With  copious  eulogy  in  prose  or  rhyme 
iiraven  on  the  tomb  we  struggle  against  Time, 
Alas,  how  feebly  *  but  our  feelings  rise 
And  still  we  struggle  when  a  good  man  dies : 
Such  oiiering  fiRiUMONT  dreaded  and  forbade, 
A  spirit  meek  in  self-abasement  clad. 


Yet  here  at  least,  though  fern  have  nombered  dayi 

That  shunned  so  mcxlestly  the  light  of  praise. 

His  gracefbl  manners,  and  the  tempente  ray 

Of  that  arch  fancy  which  woold  roond  him  play, 

Brightening  a  converse  nerer  koown  to  swerve 

From  courtesy  and  delicate  reserve ; 

That  sense,  the  bland  philosophy  of  life,  % 

Which  checked  discussion  ere  it  wanned  to  strife; 

Those  rare  accomplishments,  and  varied  powen^ 

Might  have  their  record  smong  sylvan  bowen. 

Oh,  fled  for  ever !  vanished  like  a  blast 

That  shook  the  leaves  in  myriads  as  it  passed;— 

Gone  from  this  world  of  earth,  air,  sea,  and  sky, 

From  all  its  spirit-moving  imagery, 

Intensely  studied  with  a  painter*8  eye, 

A  poet's  heart ;  and,  fi>r  congenial  view. 

Portrayed  with  happiest  pencil,  not  nntrse 

To  common  recognitions  while  the  line 

Flowed  in  a  course  of  sympathy  divine;^ 

Oh !  severed,  too  abruptly  from  delights 

That  all  the  seasons  shared  with  equal  rigbti;— 

Rapt  in  the  grace  of  undismantled  age. 

From  soul-felt  music,  and  the  treasured  page 

Lit  by  that  evening  lamp  which  loved  to  shed 

Its  mellow  lustre  round  thy  honoured  head ; 

While  friends  beheld  thee  give  with  eye,  roiee,  na^ 

More  than  theatric  force  to  Shakspeare*s  sceoe;— 

If  thou  hast  heard  me  —  if  thy  Spirit  know 

Aught  of  these  bowers  and  whence  their  plsMinciflofl^ 

If  things  in  our  remembrance  held  so  dear, 

And  thoughts  and  projects  fondly  cbcriabod  ha% 

To  thy  exalted  nature  only  seem 

Time's  vanities,  light  fragments  of  earth's  dnuB— 

Rebuke  us  not !  —  The  mandate  is  obeyed 

That  said,  **  Let  praise  be  mute  where  I  am  hid;" 

The  holier  deprecation,  given  in  trust 

To  the  cold  marble,  waits  upon  thy  dust; 

Yet  have  we  found  how  slowly  genuine  grief 

From  silent  admiration  wins  relief. 

Too  long  abashed  thy  name  is  like  a  rose 

That  doth  **  within  itself  its  sweetness  ckse;" 

A  drooping  daisy  changed  into  a  cup 

In  which  her  brightpoyed  beauty  is  shot  upi 

Within  these  groves,  where  still  are  flitting  by 

Shades  of  the  past,  oft  noticed  with  a  sigh, 

Shall  stand  a  votive  tablet,  haply  free, 

When  towers  and  temples  fall,  to  speak  of  thee! 

If  sculptured  emblems  of  our  mortal  doom 

Recal  not  there  the  wisdom  of  the  tomb. 

Green  ivy  risen  from  out  tlie  cheerful  earth, 

Will  fringe  the  lettered  stone ;  and  herbs  sfiriflg  io^ 

Whose  fragrance,  by  sofl  dews  and  rain  unbooni 

Shall  penetrate  the  heart  without  a  wound ; 

While  truth  and  love  their  purposes  fulfil. 

Commemorating  genius,  talent,  skill. 

That  could  not  lie  concealed  where  thou  wert  koova* 

Thy  virtues  He  must  judge,  and  He  alone. 

The  God  upon  whose  mercy  they  are  thrown. 
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LITTEN  AFTER  THE  DEATH  OF 
CHARLES  LAMR 

!  man  of  inotl  detMnemorj 

i  if  sacred.    Heie  be  liet  apart 

great  ciQr  where  be  first  drew  breaih, 

ed  and  taogbt;  and  bumbly  earned  bis  bread, 

rict  laboors  of  the  merchant's  desk 

sbained.    Not  seldom  did  those  tasks 

d  the  thoof^t  of  time  so  spent  depress 

,  but  the  recompense  was  high ; 

spendence,  bounty's  rightful  sire; 

3,  warm  as  sunshine,  firee  as  air ; 

n  the  precious  boors  of  leisure  came, 

le  and  wisdom,  gained  from  converse  sweet 

ks,  or  while  he  ranged  the  crowded  streets 

een  eye,  and  overflowing  heart : 

)  triumphed  over  seeming  wrong, 

cd  out  truth  in  works  by  thouglitful  love 

—  works  potent  over  smiles  and  tears. 

Hind  mounts  in-tops  the  lightning  plays, 

ocently  sported,  breaking  forth 

I  cloud  of  some  grave  sympathy, 

and  wild  imtinctive  wit,  and  all 

1  flashes  of  his  spoken  words. 

!  most  gentle  creature  nursed  in  fields  * 

wBf  of  indicating  the  name  of  my  lamented  friend 
found  fault  with;  perhaps  rightlj  so;  bat  I  may 
itification  of  the  double  sense  of  tho  word,  that 
lusions  are  not  uncommon  in  epitaphs.  One  of 
n  our  langaage  in  verse,  I  ever  read,  was  upon  a 
iio  bore  the  name  of  Palmer;  and  the  course  of 
ht,  throughout,  turned  upon  the  Life  of  the  De- 
insidered  as  a  pilgrimage.  Nor  can  I  think  that 
tion  in  the  present  case  will  have  much  force  with 
vho  remembers  Charles  Lnmb*6  beautiful  sonnet 
.  to  his  own  name,  and  ending — 

Iced  of  mine  shall  shame  thee,  gentle  name  !*' 

{ieroloffut,  a  Church  Tour  through  England  and 
I  have  met  with  an  epitaph,  which  is  probably 
luded  to  above ;  the  passage  also  contains  another 
lore  directly  pertinent  to  the  subject. 
dkut. — How  intuitively  do  our  ancestors  seem  to 
n  possessed  of  taste,  as  in  their  architecture,  so 
eir  poetry  !  I  question  whether  you  could  bring 
one  instance  in  the  thirteenth,  fourteenth,  or 
centuries,  of  an  epitaph  to  which  the  most  fas- 
latc  could  object.  Even  that  seducer  of  our 
lan  writers,  a  pun,  was  managed  by  them,  always 
uty,  sometimes  with  dignity.  I  remember  two 
in  particular.  The  first  is  in  a  Kentish  epitaph 
ilmcr. 

Palmers  all  our  fathers  were; 

.',  a  Palmer  lived  here, 

\nd  traveylcd  sore,  till  worn  with  age, 

[  ended  this  world's  pilgrimage, 

3n  the  blest  Ascension  Day 

[n  the  cheerful  month  of  May, 

thousand  with  three  hundred  seven, 

took  my  journey  htnce  to  Heaven. 


Had  been  derived  the  name  he  bore — a  name. 
Wherever  Christisn  altars  had  been  raised, 
Hallowed  to  meekness  and  to  innocence ; 
And  if  in  him  meekness  at  times  gave  way, 
Provoked  out  of  herself  by  troubles  strange. 
Many  and  strange,  that  hung  about  his  life ;  f 
Still,  at  the  centre  of  his  being,  lodged 
A  soul  by  resignation  sanctified : 
And  if  too  often,  self-rcproacbed,  he  felt 
That  innocence  belongs  not  to  our  kind, 
A  power  that  never  ceased  to  abide  in  him. 
Charity,  *mid  the  multitude  of  sins 
,  That  she  can  cover,  left  not  his  exposed 
To  an  unfi)rgiving  judgment  from  just  Heaven. 
O,  he  was  good,  if  e*er  a  good  man  lived  1 

*  •  *  •  • 

From  a  reflecting  mind  and  sorrowing  heart 
;  Those  simple  lines  flowed  with  m  earnest  wish, 
.  Though  but  a  doubting  hope,  that  they  might  serve 
Fitly  to  guard  the  precious  dust  of  him 
;  Whose  virtues  called  tliem  forth.    That  sim  is 
.  For  much  tliat  truth  most  urgently  required 
Had  from  a  faltering  pen  been  asked  in  vain : 
j  Yet,  haply,  on  Uie  printed  page  received, 
The  imperfect  record,  there,  may  stMid  unblamed 
As  long  as  verse  of  mine  shall  breathe  the  air 
Of  memory,  or  see  the  light  of  love. 

Thou  wcrt  a  scomer  of  the  fields,  my  friend, 
I  But  more  in  show  than  truth ;  and  from  the  fields, 
'  And  from  the  mountains,  to  thy  rural  grave 
,  Transported,  my  soothed  spirit  hovers  o^er 
Its  green  untrodden  turf^  and  blowing  flowers ; 
And  taking  up  a  voice  shall  speak  (tho*  still 
Awed  by  the  theme's  peculiar  sanctity 
Which  words  less  fi^ee  presumed  not  even  to  touch) 
Of  that  fraternal  love,  whose  heaven-lit  lamp 
From  infancy,  Uirougli  manhood,  to  the  last 
Of  threescore  years,  and  to  thy  latest  hour. 
Burnt  on  with  ever-strengthening  light,  enshrined 

Within  thy  bosom. 

I  

Pal<caphilus. — Very  beautiful  indeed  !  But  is  that  the 
right  date  ?    It  seems  to  me  too  early  for  tho  flowing 

;  nature  of  the  verse. 

j  CotA.— Weever,  who  is  my  authority,  gives  it  so;  and  I 
presume  the  inscription  is  not  now  in  being  to  correct  him, 
if  wrong.  The  other  to  which  I  referred  is  much  later ; 
and  commemorates  the  munificent  London  merchant  Lambo. 

O  Lambe  of  God,  who  sin  dost  take  away 
And  like  a  Lambe  was  offered  up  for  sin. 
While  I,  poore  Lambe,  from  out  Thy  flock  did  stray. 
Yet  Thou,  good  Lord,  vouchsafe  thy  Lamb  to  win 
Back  to  Thy  fold,  and  hold  thy  Lambe  therein. 
That  at  the  days,  which  Limbos  and  goates  shall  sever, 
Of  thy  choice  Lambes,  Lambe  may  be  one  for  ever." 

p.  70.  — H.  R.J 

[t  See  Talfourd*s  "  Final  Memorials  of  Charles  Lamb.*' 
-H.  R.] 
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[iicti;"  ami  bclwccn 
n  last  ueilliiclc  joined 
.  Fjilrit  HTiil  mul  of  lave         , 
|ul  iiilliicnci;  l':<ncliHs 
;  onJ  carlli  were  now 
■a  bcnriii^  liuman  Turm, 
uould  roam  in  fctr, 
B*8.     Our  days  glide  on ; 
llio  cannot  chouse  but  grieve 
li  elm  without  hif  vine, 
r  or  cluetering  charities, 
b{  and  branches,  might  have  cluDg 
t.     Unlo  thee, 
I  adorned,  to  thee 
T  Ihou  of  Inter  birth 


Lhe  liv. 
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I  and  the  ever-kind ; 
land  intclli^nt  heart 
■eflt^  hoprs,  snd  lender  care^ 
in;,  lisllowiiig  powers, 
\T  far  her  unko  unsought  — 
■recompcniiu ', 

Her  love 
bnpis  the  voice  to  tell  it  here!) 
Iiothers;  and  when  yeara, 
'.1  estate,  had  called 
isriime  the  part 
it  lilial  tie 

a  Khi^ing-  world, 
nlify  of  timo 

—  a  double  tree 
Blcina  npruiin'  from  one  root ; 
Kh  thro'  life  thfy  miffhl  have  been 
nnlv  such ; 

ewilloftlie  AlnslHI^hi 
IB  and  all  trials, 
fuli  Iihu  two  vc«rteU  launched 

sailini;  —  to  their  league 


k'iniK  c 


allow. 


Acknowledges  God's  grace,  bii  mercy  ( 
And  'm  ita  deptb  of  gratitude  ii  itilL 

O  gift  divine  of  quiet  aKiaestratioal 
The  hermit,  exercised  ia  prayer  and  pr 
And  feeding  daily  on  the  hope  of  bnvc 
la  happy  in  bia  vov,  and  fondly  deavea 
I  To  life-long  BinglenMsj  but  happier  fki 
;  Was  la  your  sduIb,  and,  to  the  tboughb 
I  A  thousand  times  more  beautiful  appeal 
I  Your  dual  looelines.  The  ncred  tie 
'  li  broken ;  yet  why  grieve  !  fiir  Time  I 
I  His  moiety  in  trait,  till  joy  shall  lead 
To  the  blest  world  where  paiting  n  aa 


EXTEMPORE  EFFUSION  UPON 
OF  JAMES  HOGG. 

Whex  Srst,  descending  froni  the  mo 
I  mw  the  stream  of  Yatrow  glide 
Along  a  bare  and  open  valley, 
Tiie  Ettrick  Shepherd  was  my  guide 

When  last  along  its  baoki  I  wanden 
Through  groves  tliat  had  begun  losi 
Their  golden  leaves  upon  the  patfawi 
My  steps  the  Border-minstiel  led. 

The  mighty  minstrel  breathes  no  kw 
Mid  moiiliicrtng  ruins  low  he  lies ; 
And  di-ath  upon  the  braes  of  Yarrow 
Ilaa  closed  tlie  Shcpherd-pwt's  eyes: 

.\or  has  the  rolling  year  twice  measi 
From  sign  to  sign,  its  stedlasi  course 
Since  every  mortal  power  of  Colerid, 
Was  frozen  at  its  marvellous  source  { 

The  'rapt  one,  of  the  godlike  fbrefaes 
The  heaven-eyed  creature  sleeps  in  i 
And  Lamb,  the  frolic  and  the  gentJc, 
Has  vanished  from  his  lonely  hearth. 


r,  lot  my  iipirit  liim 
nvii'ibk'fn.'nilf 
<r  mm  nor  brief. 
oicc  withdrawn 
rr-p.  yc  were  taught 
I'lrfUfino  dislr&<a, 
■r  ruiiirr  ill  (which  oft 
i<:kly  child 
>th  uliko 

irlii  iirc-nl  (rnod 
nl  nml  'iiitwnrd  held 
llCd,  Ihat  llif^  hrnrt 


Like  clouds  that  rake  *  the  n 
Or  wareji  that  own  no  curbing  hand. 
How  Gut  has  brother  followed  brothe 
'     From  sunshine  to  the  sunless  land ! 

'Tbis  eipr»iiaD  is  borrowed  from  a  ■ 
BfI!.  ihe  auihor  of  a  bduII  volume  of  poei 
SI  Fenriih.  Spciking  of  Skiddaw,  he  ai 
cloud  'lake*.' and  shrouds  ill  noble  brow.' 
ihough  incorrrcl  often  in  eiprsasion  and  t 
to  ihrir  unpicTending  ambor,  and  may  I 
numt-er  of  proofa  daily  ocmrring,  that  a 
of  the  appeiiaace  of  naturs  is  qmadi 
I  humbler  claasss  of  aocieiy. 


^^N 


:  lids  fhm  inf&nt  slooibcr 
r  raided,  remain  la  hear 
e,  timt  Dske  id  whispers, 

shall  drop  and  disappear  1" 

r  life  Ie  crowned  wjth  ilurkncsa, 
1  with  its  own  black  wreath, 
ilh  Uiee,  O  Crabbe!  forth-loDliiag, 
I  Hampstead'B  breez;  faeutb. 

Bterdij  departed, 

.  gone  before;  but  why, 

ii,  Bcasonably  gathered. 


r  for  llmt  holy  Spirit, 
:  Epring,  aa  ocean  deep; 
,  ere  bcr  euinmer  faded, 
lo  a  breathleee  sleep. 


old 


sorrows^ 
red  youth  or  love-lorn  maid ! 
r  grier  ii  Yarrow  smitten, 
mourns  with  her  tlicir  poet  df 
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ENT   IN  CnOSTBWAITE  CHUBCH,    IN   TBI 

ills  whose  beauty  hither  drew 
«,  and  fixed  him  here,  on  you, 

11 died  3lal  Sept.,  1833. 

idge  ....      ■■    SSlh  lalf,   1834. 
nb     .     .     ,     ,       "     I7ih  Dec,    1834. 

e "3d  Feb.,      1832. 

«n "    16th  May.   JB35, 

'i.  of  th«  "Lifa  and  GorreBpon deuce  a 
aon."  — H.  H.] 


Hia  eyes  have  closed !     And  ye 

aiiall  ftjiithey  feed  upon  your  pr — 

To  works  that  ne'er  sjiall  forfeit  renott 

Adding  immortal  labours  of  his  i 

Whether  ho  traced  historic  truth  wi' 

For  the  State's  guidance,  or  the  nm 

Or  Fancy,  disciplined  by  shidimi-  - 

Inforni'd  his  pen,  or  wiidoni  t 

Or  judgments  sanctioned  in  I 

By  reverence  for  the  rights  ot  all  nianki 

Wide  were  his  auns,  yet  in  no  humnn  bi 

Could  private  feelings  meet  for  holier  rest. 

His  joys,  his  grlela,  have  vanished  like  a  cloud 

From  Bkiddaw's  top ;  but  be  to  heaven  was  vow 

Through  his  industrious  life,  and  Christian  !)-''>■ 

Calmed  in  hid  Boul  the  fear  of  change  and  dt 


SONNET. 
Why  should  we  weep  or  mourn.  Angelic  boy. 
For  such  thou  wort  ere  [torn  our  sight  removed. 
Half,  and  ever  dutiful  —  beloved 
From  day  to  day  with  never-ceasing  joy. 
And  hopes  aa  dear  as  could  the  heart  employ 
In  ought  to  earth  pertaining  1     Death  hug  prove*" 
Ilia  might,  nor  less  his  mercy,  as  behoved  — 
Death  conscious  that  he  only  could  destroy 
The  bodily  frame.     That  beauty  is  laid  low 
To  moulder  in  a  far-off  field  of  Rome; 
But  Heaven  is  now,  blest  Child,  ihy  Spirit's  home; 
When  such  divine  communion,  which  we  know. 
Is  felt,  thy  Roman  burial-place  will  be 
Surely  a  sweet  remembrancer  of  thee.j 

1M5. 

[I  This  was  iho  Fnel'B  gtandchild-n  «on  of  ih*  Ra*. 
John  Wordsnonh:  he  died  ai  Rome,  whither  he  had  boon 
iwiih  hiamoiher  on  aiour  far  hsr  health,  Jnalollei 
dated  "  Rydnl  Mount,  January  23d,  ISIfi,"  Word«worth 
Fpeaking  of  his  grondean's  denlh  cnll*  him  "  as  oobls  ■  boy 
of  DDmlj'  GvB  years  aa  ever  was  seen."  — U.  R.] 
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INTIMATIONS  OF  IMMORTALITY  FROM  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  EARLY  CHILDHOl 
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i  ••■ 


I  ^ 


The  Child  is  Father  of  the  Man; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

Bee  page  71 


1. 

There  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove,  and  stream. 
The  earth,  and  every  common  sight, 
To  me  did  seem 
Apparelled  in  celestial  light. 
The  glory  and  th^reshuess  of  a  dream. 
It  is  not  now  as  it  hath  been  of  yore ; 
Turn  wheresoe'er  I  may. 
By  night  or  day. 
The  things  which  I  have  seen  I  now  can  see  no  more. 

2. 

The  Rainbow  comes  and  goes, 
And  lovely  is  the  Rose, 
The  Moon  doth  with  delight 
Look  round  her  when  the  heavens  are  bare, 
Waters  on  a  starry  night 
Are  beautiful  and  fair; 
The  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth ; 
But  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  go. 
That  there  hath  past  away  a  glory  from  the  earth. 

a 

Now  while  the  birds  thus  sing  a  joyous  song. 
And  while  the  young  lambs  bound 
As  to  the  tabor's  sound. 
To  me  alone  there  came  a  tiiought  of  grief: 
A  timely  utterance  gave  that  thought  relief. 

And  I  again  am  strong: 
The  cataracts  blow  their  trumpets  from  the  steep; 
No  more  shall  grief  of  mine  the  season  wrong ; 
I  hear  the  Echoes  through  the  mountains  throng. 
The  Winds  come  to  me  from  the  fields  of  sleep, 
And  all  the  earth  is  gay ; 
Land  and  sea 
Give  themselves  up  to  jollity. 

And  with  the  heart  of  May 
Doth  every  Beast  keep  holiday;  — 
Thou  Child  of  Joy, 
Shout  round  m^,  let  me  hear  thy  shouts,  thou  happy 
Shepherd-boy ! 


Ye  blessed  Creatures,  I  have  beard  the  call 

Ye  to  each  other  make;  I  see 
The  heavens  laugh  with  you  in  your  jubilee; 
My  heart  is  at  your  festival. 
My  head  hath  its  coronal. 
The  fulness  of  your  bliss,  I  feel  —  I  feel  it  alL 
Oh  evil  day !  if  I  were  sullen 
While  Earth  herself  is  adorning, 

This  sweet  May-morning, 
And  the  Children  are  culling 

Onevery  side, 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  widf^ 
Fresh  flowers;  while  the  sun  shinei 
And  the  Babe  leaps  up  on  his  Mother's  arm:— 
I  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear ! 
—  But  there's  a  Tree,  of  many,  one, 
A  single  Field  which  I  have  looked  upon, 
Both  of  them  speak  of  something  that  is  gone: 
The  Pansy  at  my  feet 
Doth  the  same  tale  repeat : 
Whither  is  fled  the  visionary  gleam ! 
Where  is  it  now,  the  glory  and  the  dream  1 

5. 

Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  forgetting: 
The  Soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's  Star, 

Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting. 
And  Cometh  from  afar : 

Not  in  entire  forgetfulness, 

And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory  do  we  come 

From  God,  who  is  o<ir  home : 
Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy! 
Shades  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  cloae 

Upon  the  growing  Boy, 
But  He  beholds  the  light,  and  whence  it  flow^ 

He  sees  it  in  his  joy ; 
The  Youth,  who  daily  farther  fhnii  tlie  east 

Must  travel  still  m  Nature**  PrieH. 
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And  by  tlii-fision  aplendid 

Is  oa  his  way  attended ; 
1  the  Man  percoivei  it  die  away, 
into  the  light  of  commoa  day. 

& 

Is  her  lap  with  pleasores  of  her  own ; 
^  she  hath  in  her  own  natural  kind, 
n  with  something  of  a  Mother's  mind, 

And  no  unworthy  aim, 

The  homely  Nurse  doth  all  she  can 
her  Foster-child,  her  Inmate  Man, 

Forget  the  glories  he  hath  known, 
imperial  palace  whence  he  came. 


7. 

lie  child  among  his  new-born  blisses, 
ars'  Darling  of  a  pigmy  size ! 
!re  *mid  work  of  his  own  hand  he  lies, 
)y  sallies  of  his  mother's  kisses, 
bt  upon  him  from  his  &ther*s  eyes ! 
lis  feet,  some  little  plan  or  chart, 
igment  from  his  dream  of  human  life, 
)y  himself  with  newly-learned  art; 

A  wedding  or  a  festival, 

A  mourning  or  a  funeral ; 

And  this  hath  now  his  heart, 

And  unto  this  he  frames  his  song: 
Then  will  he  fit  his  tongue 
^les  of  business,  love,  or  strife ; 

But  it  will  not  be  long 

Ere  this  be  thrown  aside, 

And  with  new  joy  and  pride 
e  Actor  cons  another  part ; 
rom  time  to  time  his  **  humorous  stage 
the  Persons,  down  to  palsied  Age, 
e  brings  with  her  in  her  equipage; 

As  if  his  whole  vocation 

Were  endless  imitation. 


«» 


a 

hose  exterior  semblance  doth  belie 

Thy  Soul's  immensity ; 
jt  Philosopher,  who  yet  dost  keep 
itage,  thou  Eye  among  the  blind, 
af  and  silent,  rcad'st  the  eternal  deep, 
for  ever  by  the  eternal  mind, — 

Mighty  Prophet !  Seer  blest ! 

On  whom  those  truths  do  rest, 
ve  arc  toiling  all  our  lives  to  find, 
ess  lost,  the  darkness  of  the  grave ; 
er  whom  thy  Immortality 
ke  the  Day,  a  Master  o'er  a  Slave, 
ice  which  is  not  to  be  put  Jby ; 
tie  Child,  yet  glorious  in  the  might 
en-bnm  freedom  on  thy  being's  height, 
th  soch  earnest  pains  dost  then  provoke 
n  to  hring  the  inevitable  yoke, 


Thus  blindly  with  thy  blessedness  at  strife  1 
Full  sooo  thy  Soul  ahall  have  her  earthly  freight. 
And  custom  lie  upon  thee  with  a  weight. 
Heavy  as  firost,  and  deep  almost  as  life !  * 

0. 

O  joy !  that  in  our  embers 
Is  something  that  doth  live. 
That  nature  yet  remembers 
What  was  so  fugitive ! 
The  thought  of  our  past  years  in  me  doth  breed 
Perpetual  benediction :  not  indeed 
For  that  which  is  most  worthy  to  be  blest 
Delight  and  liberty,  the  simple  creed 
Of  Childhood,  whether  busy  or  at  rest. 
With  new-fledged  hope  still  fluttering  in  his  breast  >* 
Not  for  these  I  raise 
The  song  of  thanks  and  praise; 
But  for  those  obstinate  questionings 
Of  sense  and  outward  things 
Fallings  from  us,  vanishings : 
Blank  misgivings  of  a  Creature 
Moving  about  in  worlds  not  realised. 
High  instincts  before  which  our  mortal  Nature 
Did  tremble  like  a  guilty  thing  surprised : 
But  for  those  first  afl^ections 
Those  shadowy  recollections, 
Which,  be  they  what  they  may. 
Are  yet  the  fountain  light  of  all  our  day. 
Are  yet  a  master  light  of  all  our  seeing ; 

Uphold  us,  cherish,  and  have  power  to  make 
Our  noisy  years  seem  moments  in  the  being 
Of  the  eternal  Silence:  truths  that  wake. 

To  perish  never ; 
Which  neither  listlessness,  nor  mad  endeavour. 

Nor  Man  nor  Boy, 
Nor  all  that  is  at  enmity  with  joy, 
Can  utterly  abolish  or  destroy  ! 

Hence  in  a  season  of  calm  weather 
Though  inland  far  we  be. 
Our  souls  have  sight  of  that  immortal  sea 
Which  brought  us  hither. 
Can  in  a  moment  travel  thither, 
And  see  the  Children  sport  upon  the  shore. 
And  hear  the  mighty  waters  rolling  evermore. 

10.  f 

Then  sing,  ye  Birds,  sing,  sing  a  joyous  song  *  f 

And  let  the  young  Lambs  bound 
As  to  the  tabor's  sound  ! 

We  in  thought  will  join  your  throng, 

Ye  that  pipe  and  ye  that  play, 
Ye  that  through  your  hearts  to-day 
Feq]  the  gladness  of  the  May ! 

What  though  the  radiance  which  was  once  so  bright 

Be  now  for  ever  taken  from  my  sight, 

•  See  *•  The  Excursion,**  Book  IV. 
**  Alas !  the  endowment  of  Immortal  Power,**  &c.,  [ani. 
Note  5  of  Notes  to  **Thb  Excursioj*.**  — H.  R.l 
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i,  quam  propter  debilcm  queiidi 
iToprloriB  Eenautn. 

rb  Buteoi  banc  opmionetn  vix  ferat  di 
lue  ratio,  IkLemur  tamea  enm  ealeoua  ad  vi 
,  qua  EBitctuoi  aliquodet  grave  iribui 
ti  paerilium  annoruia.  Nosicct  certe  iqliuites 
quam  prope  tetigenC  Diviua  benigniuu:  quia 
it,  an  omniB  ilia  tenipocis  RDteacti  dulcedo 
guandam  BignificalioDem  Illius  Prteecalis!" 
"  Praleclione*  De  Potlica  Vi  Medico,"  p.  788, 

Jlowing  passages  from  the  writings  of  a  sacred 
he  ITlh  century — Henry  Vaughan  —  have  an 
13  touching  the  Bame  Hubject  to  which  tlie  icna- 
moditatiotia  of  this  Ode  are  devoted : 

it  WW  ■&    Uu  in  tbon  Mriy  dtys 

f  not  all  ilMM  tnd  earth; 

ia'd  a  littls,  and  by  than  weak  raya, 

.  Boma  glimpae  of  hia  birth. 

»  HeaTeti  o'ar  hta  baad,  and  luiew  wfaenca 

cams  coDdemiied  hither,  etc.,  p.  61. 

nmt  reach  it  i  and  my  atrivbg  eya 
]«•  at  it,  aa  at  etenuQr. 


Were  now  that  chrnni. 
Those  white  desigiu        c 
And  the  thougiits  of  ei>vii  iiajinless  hour. 
With  Ihoir  content  too  in  my  pow'r. 
Quickly  would  I  make  my  path  even 
And  by  lueer  playing  go  to  Heaven. 

Dear  harmless  age !  the  short,  swifl  ^pun 
Where  weeping  virtue  parts  with  man ; 
Where  love  without  lust  dwelts.  and  beoda 
What  way  we  please  without  self  ends. 

An  ago  of  mysteries!  which  he 
Alujt  live  twice  that  would  God's  face  see; 
Which  angtU  guard,  and  with  it  play, 
Angela  1  which  foul  men  drive  awajr. 

How  do  I  itody  now  and  acan 

Th«e  more  than  ere  I  stndyed  OKO, 

And  iKiety  aee  through  a  long  night 

Thy  edg«a  attd  thy  boideriog  light  I 

O  for  thy  center  and  midday  1  ^ 

For  aure  that  ia  the  narrov  way  I 

pL  171-2.    "  Sacred  Foem^"  by  HeDiy  Vang 
Reprint,  1847.— H.  B.] 
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enced  in  th«  bc^in- 
I  completed  in  tlie  summer 

tlip  work  «re  described 
tci  tlin  ExcDMIoii,  fint 

e  AuihoT  retired  to  hi> 
if  belflg  enabled  to  eon- 


niua,  and  lo  wham  (lie 

lintbci?n  lung  fin islied  ; 

whieh  guve  rise  lo  il, 

a  philofophipnl   Poem, 

ro.  (ind  fSoriciy,  and  id  be 

ill  principal  tubjccl 

ivitig  in  mirvnirnt. 

I  biographical,  and  conducts 

la  tlie  (kuiiit  when  ho  waa 

culliea  vera   sufliricnllf 

rduous  labour  which  lie 

hs  lw<>  worka  huTc  Ihe 

tr,  if  he  may  ao  expreaa 

10  ibi:  bodf  of  B  Gothic 

I,  he  majr  be  permitted  lo 

Il  hnvB  been  long  before 

rupi'ily  arranged,  will  be 

linvc  Buch  connection  with 

im  to  be  likened  to  the 

il  receaaea,  ordinarily 


7  in  the  retir  1614. 
e  present  poem  was 
e  Reclhie,  and  that  | 
i  htve  coneisted  of  i 
Socond  Part  alone,  tIk.,  I 
,  and  given  to  the  world 


The  Firrt  Book  oT  the  Fint  Part  </  the  R 

alill  remains  in  maniucript;  but  tbe  Thiid  FtatH 

oiiljr  planned.    The  maieriib  of  m 

been  formed  have,  hawever,  been  iDeorpantalifif  tti 

meet  part  in  the  Author'a  othar  ~ 
I  Rubseqiientlj  to  Ihe  Escubhoh. 
I     The  Friend,  to  whom  the  present  P 
I  nas  the  late  Samuel  Tatuw  Cm^uiNn,  wta  iH 
!  resident   in   Malta,  for  the  reatoratioa  of  bk  knl^ 

when  the  greater  part  or  it  waa  compoMd. 
I     Mr.  Coleridge  read  a  conaideraUe  potiflB  rf  di 
I  Poem  while  he  was  abroad ;  and  bia  feelings  n 
I  it  recited  bf  the  Author  (after  hb  mtum  le  bktn 

country)  are  recorded  in  nw  Vem^  addreNad  to  lib 
I  Wonliiworth,  which  will  be  found  in  the  "Sib^ 
'  I/javes,"  p.  197,  ed.  1917.  or  "Poetical  Vatb,  \f 

H.  T.  Coleridge,"  Vol  1.,  p.  SOft 

Rtdai,  I>tor;:(T,  Julg  ISrA,  lB5a* 

I*  In  conneciing  "  Tm  Pbelcde"  with  iba  A 
"  Porlical  Worka,"  il  >a  proper  lo  add  ihal  it  wi 
liabed  aa  a  poalhumoua  porm.  William  WordavonliM 
at  Kydal  MounI,  on  Tucadif  the  83d  of  April.  IM:  N 
iha  Tib  of  (he  aame  monlh  bs  had  completed  hia  EOi 

Coleiidge'a  poem,  referred  loin  the  aboTeadTntii 
i>  here  inaarlcd  for  ibe  convenience  of  ihs  reader,  a 
fit  iniroduciion  to  "  Tbe  Pbelodi."  —  H.  R.] 

TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 


FsiEHD  of  lbs  Wiae  t  and  Teaeber  of  the  Good ! 

Into  my  heart  hare  1  reeeiTed  that  lay 

More  than  hiatoric,  that  prophetic  lay. 

Wherein  (high  theme  b*  tbae  fint  sung  aright) 

Of  ibe  founditiona  and  ihe  bnilding  np 

Of  a  Human  Spirit  thou  baal  dared  lo  tell 

What  may  be  laid  lo  Ihe  uDdatstaDding  mind 

Revealnble ;  and  what  within  the  mind, 

By  vital  breathing*  aeerel  aa  the  aoni 

Of  vemat  growl  h,  oft  qnickens  in  iha  beut 

ThoQghta  all  loo  deep  for  wolda  ! 
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Theme  hard  m  high ! 
pontaneouB,  and  mysteriouf  fears 
•orn  they  of  Reason  and  twin-birth), 
edient  to  external  ibrce, 
X  self-determined,  as  might  seem, 
I  inner  Power;  Of  moments  awful 
r  life,  and  now  abroad, 
er  streamed  from  thee,  and  thy  soal  receiTed 
eflected,  as  a  light  bestowed — 
I  fair,  and  milder  hours  of  yooth, 
nrmnrs  of  poetic  thought 
I  in  its  joy,  in  vales  and  glens 
mtUnd,  lakes  and  famous  hills! 
lonely  high-road,  when  the  stars 
g ;  or  by  secret  mountain-streams, 
I  and  the  companions  of  thy  way  I 

I  than  Fancy,  of  the  social  sense 
;  wide,  and  man  beloved  as  man, 
ince  in  all  her  towns  lay  vibrating 
becalmed  bark  beneath  the  burst 
a*s  immediate  thunder,  when  no  cloud 
or  shadow  on  the  main, 
rert  there,  thine  own  brows  garlanded, 
tremor  of  a  realm  aglow, 
ighty  nation  jubilant, 
n  the  general  heart  of  human  kind 
ng  forth  like  a  full-bom  Deity ! 
at  dear  Hope  afflicted  and  struck  down, 
n'd  homeward,  thenceforth,  calm  and  sure, 
dread  watch-tower  of  man's  absolute  self, 
:  unwaning  on  her  eyes,  to  look 
lerself  a  glory  to  behold, 
il  of  the  vision !    Then  (last  strain) 
:bosen  laws  controlling  choice, 
J  joy !  —  An  orphic  song  indeed, 
7ine  of  high  and  passionate  thoughts, 
•wn  music  chanted ! 

O  great  bard ! 
at  last  Btram  dying  awed  the  air, 
dfast  eye  I  view'd  thee  in  the  choir 
nduring  men.    The  truly  great 
•ne  age,  and  from  one  visible  space 
ence !    They,  both  in  power  and  act, 
inent,  and  Time  is  not  with  them, 

worketh/or  them,  they  in  it. 
I  sacred  roll,  than  those  of  old, 

placed,  as  they,  with  gradual  Fame 
le  archivea  of  mankind,  thy  work 
dible  a  linked  lay  of  truth, 
>rofound  a  sweet  continuous  lay, 
t,  but  native,  her  own  natural  notes ! 

listened  with  a  heart  forlorn, 
■a  of  my  being  beat  anew : 

as  life  returns  upon  the  drown'd, 

rekindling  roused  a  throng  of  pains  — 
^  of  Love,  awakening  as  a  babe 
t,  with  an  outcry  in  the  heart ; 


And  fears  self-willM,  that  ahunn'd  the  eye  of  Hope ;  ' 
And  Hope  that  scarce  would  know  itaelf  from  Fear, 
Sense  of  past  youth,  and  manhood  come  in  vain, 
And  genius  given,  and  knowledge  won  in  vain; 
And  all  which  I  had  culPd  in  wood-walks  wild, 
And  all  which  patient  toil  had  rear'd,  and  all. 
Commune  with  tkm  had  open'd  out— but  floweii 
Strew'd  on  my  corse,  and  borne  upon  my  bier. 
In  the  same  coffin,  for  the  self-same  grave !  ^ 

That  way  no  more  !  and  ill  beseems  it  me, 
Who  came  a  welcomer  in  herald*a  guise. 
Singing  of  glory  and  futurity. 
To  wander  back  on  such  unhealthful  road. 
Plucking  the  poisons  of  self-harm !    And  ill 
Such  intertwine  beseems  triumphal  wreathe 
Strew'd  before  thy  advancing ! 

Nor  do  thou. 
Sage  Bard,  impair  the  memory  of  that  hour 
Of  my  communion  with  thy  nobler  mind 
By  pity  or  grief,  already  felt  too  long ! 
Nor  let  my  words  import  more  blsme  than  needs. 
The  tumult  rose  and  ceased :  for  peace  is  nigh 
Where  Wisdom's  voice  has  found  a  listening  heart. 
Amid  the  howl  of  more  than  wintry  storms. 
The  Halcyon  heara  the  voice  of  vernal  houra 
Already  on  the  wing. 

Eve  following  eve. 
Dear  tranquil  time,  when  the  sweet  sense  of  home 
Is  sweetest !  moments  for  their  own  sake  hail'd 
And  more  desired,  more  precious  for  thy  song. 
In  silence  listening,  like  a  devout  child, 
My  soul  lay  passive,  by  the  various  strain 
Driven  as  in  surges  now  beneath  the  stars. 
With  momentary  stars  of  my  own  birth. 
Fair  constellated  fuam,*  still  darting  off 
Into  the  darkness ;  now  a  tranquil  sea. 
Outspread  and  bright,  yet  swelling  to  the  Moon. 

And  when  —  O  friend  !  my  comforter  and  guide ! 
Strong  in  thyself,  and  powerful  to  give  strength  !^- 
Thy  long  sustained  song  finally  closed, 
And  thy  deep  voice  had  ceased  —  yet  thou  thyself 
Wert  still  before  my  eyes,  and  round  us  both 
That  happy  vision  of  beloved  faces  — 
Scarce  conscious,  and  yet  conscious  of  its  close 
I  sate,  my  being  blended  in  one  thought 
(Thought  was  it  f  or  aspiration  t  or  resolve  f) 
Absorbed,  yet  hanging  still  upon  the  sound  — 
And  when  I  rose,  I  found  myself  in  prayer. 

•  [**A  beautiAil  while  cloud  of  foam  at  momentary  intervals 
oouned  by  the  side  of  the  vessel  with  a  roar,  and  little  stars  of 
flame  danced  and  sparkled  and  went  out  in  it :  and  every  now  and 
then  light  detachroenti  of  this  while  cloud-like  foam  darted  off  (hmi 
the  vetser*  side,  each  with  its  own  small  constellation,  over  tlie 
sea,  and  scoured  out  of  sifbt  like  a  Tartar  troop  over  a  wilderness  ** 
^Tkt  Friend,  p.  230.] 
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f///vcs-^  /<^^^  f  aL  /ffi<r 


0  TUERB  is  blessing  in  this  gentle  breeze, 
A  visitant  that  while  it  fans  my  cheek 
Doth  seem  half-conscious  of  the  joy  it  brings 
From  the  green  fields,  and  from  yon  azure  sky. 
Whate*er  its  mission,  the  sofl  breeze  can  come 
To  none  more  grateful  than  to  me ;  escaped 
From  the  vast  city,  where  I  long  had  pined 

A  discontented  sojourner:  now  free. 
Free  as  a  bird  to  settle  where  I  will. 
What  dwelling  shall  receive  me  1  in  what  vale 
Shall  be  my  harbour?  underneath  what  grove 
Shall  I  take  up  my  home  ?  and  what  clear  stream 
Shall  with  its  murmur  lull  me  into  resti 
The  earth  is  all  before  me.    With  a  heart 
Joyous,  nor  scared  at  its  own  liberty, 

1  look  about;  and  should  the  chosen  guide 
Be  nothing  better  than  a  wandering  cloud, 
I  cannot  miss  my  way.     I  breathe  again  ! 
Trances  of  thought  and  mountings  of  the  mind 
Come  fast  upon  me :  it  is  shaken  oflfj 

That  burthen  of  my  own  unnatural  selfj 
The  heavy  weight  of  many  a  weary  day 
Not  mine,  and  such  as  were  not  made  for  me. 
Ix)ng  months  of  peace  (if  such  bold  word  accord 
With  any  promises  of  human  life). 
Long  months  of  ease  and  undisturbed  delight 
Are  mine  in  prospect;  whither  shall  I  turn 
By  road  or  pathway,  or  through  trackless  field, 
Up  hill  or  down,  or  shall  some  floating  thing 
Upon  the  river  point  me  out  my  course  1 

Dear  Liberty !  yet  what  would  it  avail 
But  for  a  gifl  that  consecrates  the  joy  ? 
For  I,  methought,  while  the  sweet  breath  of  heaven 
Was  blowing  on  my  body,  felt  within 
A  correspondent  breeze,  that  gently  moved 
With  quickening  virtue,  but  is  now  become 
A  tempest,  a  redundant  energy, 
Vexing  its  own  creation.     Thanks  to  both, 
And  their  congenial  poyvers,  that,  while  they  join 
In  breaking  up  a  long-continued  frost, 


Bring  with  them  vernal  promises,  the  hope 
Of  active  days  urged  on  by  flying  hoan^ — 
Days  of  sweet  leisure,  taxed  with  patient  thoi|^ 
Abstruse,  nor  wanting  punctual  service  hig^ 
Matins  and  vespers  of  harmonious  verse ! 


Thus  far,  O  Friend !  did  I,  not  used  to 
A  present  joy  the  matter  of  a  song. 
Pour  forth  that  day  my  soul  in  measured 
That  would  not  be  forgotten,  and  are  here 
Recorded :  to  the  open  fields  I  told 
A  prophecy :  poetic  numbers  came 
Spontaneously  to  clothe  in  priestly  robe 
A  renovated  spirit  singled  out. 
Such  hope  was  mine,  for  holy  servicea. 
My  own  voice  cheered  me,  and,  far  more,  the  ■! 
Internal  echo  of  the  imperfect  sound ; 
To  both  I  listened,  drawing  from  them  both 
A  cheerful  confidence  in  things  to  come. 

Content  and  not  unwilling  now  to  give 
A  respite  to  this  passion,  I  paced  on 
With  brisk  and  eager  steps ;  and  came,  at  leagA 
To  a  green  shady  place,  where  down  I  sate 
Beneath  a  tree,  slackening  my  thoughts  bjr 
And  settling  into  gentler  happinessL 
*Twas  autumn,  and  a  clear  and  placid  day. 
With  warmth,  as  much  as  needed,  from  a 
Two  hours  declined  towards  Uie  west;  a  day 
With  silver  clouds,  and  sunshine  on  the  graa^ 
And  in  the  sheltered  and  the  sheltering  grove 
A  perfect  stillness.     Many  were  the  tbougfati 
Encouraged  and  dismissed,  till  choice  was  ondt 
Of  a  known  vale,  whither  my  feet  should  ton, 
Nor  rest  till  they  had  reached  the  very  door 
Of  the  one  cottage  which  methought  I  saw. 
No  picture  of  mere  memory  ever  looked 
So  fair ;  and  while  upon  the  fancied  scene 
I  gazed  with  growing  love,  a  higher  power 
Than  &ncy  gave  assurance  of  some  work 
Of  glory  there  forthwith  to  be  begun. 
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there  performed.    Thus  long  I  miued, 
t  eight  of  what  I  mused  apon, 
amid  the  stately  grove  of  oaks, 
low  there,  an  acorn,  from  its  cap 
hrotigh  sere  leaves  rustled,  or  at  once 
earth  dropped  with  a  startling  soand. 
9ft  couch  I  rose  not,  till  the  sun 
touched  the  horizon ;  casting  then 
1  glance  upon  the  curling  cloud 
lie,  by  distance  ruralized ; 
ruant  or  a  fugitive, 
grrim  resolute,  I  took, 
he  chance  equipment  of  that  boar 
at  pointed  toward  the  chosen  vale, 
endid  evening,  and  my  soul 
made  trial  of  her  strength,  nor  lacked 
Lations;  but  the  harp 
efirauded,  and  the  banded  host 
r  dispersed  in  straggling  sounds, 
jtter  silence !    '*  Be  it  so; 
of  any  thing  but  present  good  V* 
ome-bound  labourer  I  pursued 
death  the  mellowing  sun,  that  shed 
ice ;  nor  left  in  me  one  wish 
lid  the  Sabbath  of  that  time 
i  yoke.    What  need  of  many  words? 
loitering  journey,  through  three  days 
brought  me  to  my  hermitage. 
*11  of  what  ensuol,  the  life 
things  —  the  endless  store  of  things, 
least  so  seeming  every  day 
bout  roe  in  one  neighbourhood  — 
igratulation,  and,  from  mom 
n broken  cheerfulnesB  serene. 
f  an  earnest  longing  rose 
yself  to  some  determined  aim, 
thinking ;  either  to  lay  up 
,  or  rescue  from  decay  the  old 
nterference:  and  therewith 
i  still  higher,  that  with  outward  life 
lue  some  airy  phantasies 
een  floating  loose  about  for  years, 
1  beings  temperately  deal  forth 
feelings  that  oppressed  my  heart, 
hath  been  discouraged ;  welcome  light 
1  the  east,  but  dawns  to  disappear 
me  with  a  sky  that  ripens  not 
\y  morning:  if  my  mind, 
ng  the  bold  promise  of  the  past, 
lly  grapple  with  some  noble  theme, 
wish ;  wherever  she  turns  she  finds 
ts  from  day  to  day  renewed. 

it  would  content  me  to  yield  up 
hopes  awhile,  for  present  gifls 

r  industry.    But,  oh,  dear  friend ! 

fentle  creature  as  he  is, 

the  lover,  his  unruly  times ; 

in  he  ia  neither  sick  nor  well. 
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Though  no  distress  be  near  him  bat  hia 
Unmanageable  thoughts :  his  mind,  best  pleaaed 
While  she  as  duteoos  as  the  mother  dove 
Sits  brooding,  lives  not  always  to  that  end. 
But  like  the  innocent  bird,  hath  goadinga  on 
That  drive  her  as  in  trouble  through  the  groves; 
With  me  is  now  such  passion,  to  be  blamed 
No  otherwise  than  as  it  lasts  too  long. 

When,  as  becomes  a  man  who  would  prepare 
For  such  an  arduous  work,  I  through  myself 
Make  rigorous  inquisition,  the  report 
Is  often  cheering ;  for  I  neither  seem 
To  lack  that  first  great  gift,  the  vital  sool. 
Nor  general  truths,  which  are  themselves  a  sort 
Of  elements  and  agents,  under-powers. 
Subordinate  helpers  of  the  living  mind : 
Nor  am  I  naked  of  external  things. 
Farms,  images,  nor  numerous  other  aids 
Of  less  regard,  though  won  perhaps  with  toil 
And  needful  to  build  up  a  poet's  praise. 
Time,  place,  and  manners  do  I  seek,  and  these 
Are  found  in  plenteous  store,  but  nowhere  such 
As  may  be  singled  out  with  steady  choice ; 
No  little  band  of  yet  remembered  names 
Whom  I,  in  perfect  confidence,  might  hope 
To  summon  back  from  lonesome  banishment, 
And  make  them  dwellers  in  the  hearts  of  men 
Now  living,  or  to  live  in  future  years. 
Sometimes  the  ambitious  power  of  choice,  mistaking 
Proud  spring-tide  swellings  for  a  regular  sea. 
Will  settle  on  some  British  theme,  some  old 
Romantic  tale  by  Milton  left  unsung; 
More  often  turning  to  some  gentle  place 
Within  the  groves  of  chivalry,  I  pipe 
To  shepherd  swains,  or  seated  harp  in  hand. 
Amid  reposing  knights  by  a  river  side 
Or  fountain,  listening  to  the  grave  reports 
Of  dire  enchantments  &ced  and  overcome 
By  the  strong  mind,  and  tales  of  warlike  feats. 
Where  spear  encountered  spear,  and  sword  with  sword 
Fought,  as  if  conscious  of  the  blazonry 
Tiiat  the  shield  bore,  so  glorious  was  the  strife ; 
Whence  inspiration  for  a  song  that  winds 
Through  ever-changing  scenes  of  votive  quest 
Wrongs  to  redress,  harmonious  tribute  paid 
To  patient  courage  and  unblemished  truth. 
To  firm  devotion,  zeal  unquenchable, 
And  Christian  meekness  hallowing  faithful  loves. 
Sometimes,  more  sternly  moved,  I  would  relate 
How  vanquished  Mithridates  northward  passed. 
And,  hidden  in  the  cloud  of  years,  became 
Odin,  the  father  of  a  race  by  whom 
Perished  the  Rumnn  Empire:  how  the  friends 
And  followers  of  Sertorius,  out  of  Spain 
Flying,  found  shelter  in  the  Fortunate  lolea, 
And  left  their  usages,  their  arts  and  laws. 
To  disappear  by  a  slow  gradual  death. 
To  dwindle  and  to  perish  one  by  one. 


478 


WORDSWORTH'SPOETIOAL  WOBKS. 


Starved  in  thnae  narrow  bounds:  but  not  the  soul 

Of  Liberty,  which  fifteen  hundred  years 

Survived,  and,  when  the  European  came 

With  skill  and  power  that  might  not  be  withstood, 

Did,  like  a  pestilence,  maintain  its  hold 

And  wasted  down  by  glorious  death  that  race 

Of  natural  heroes:  or  I  would  record 

How,  in  tyrannic  times,  some  high-soulcd  man. 

Unnamed  among  the  chronicles  of  kings. 

Suffered  in  silence  for  Truth*s  sake :  or  tell. 

How  that  one  Frenchman,*  through  continued  force 

Of  meditation  on  the  inhuman  deeds 

Of  those  who  conquered  first  the  Indian  Isles, 

W^nt  single  in  his  ministry  across 

The  ocean ;  not  to  comfort  the  oppressed, 

But  like  a  thirsty  wind,  to  roam  about 

Withering  the  oppressor:  how  Gustavus  sought 

Help  at  his  need  in  Dalecarlia*8  mines: 

How  Wallace  fought  for  Scotland ;  lefl  the  name 

Of  Wallace  to  be  found,  like  a  wild  flower. 

All  over  his  dear  country ;  left  the  deeds 

Of  Wallace,  like  a  family  of  ghosts, 

To  people  the  steep  rocks  and  river  banks. 

Her  natural  sanctuaries,  with  a  local  soul 

Of  independence  and  stern  liberty. 

Sometimes  it  suits  me  better  to  invent 

A  tale  from  my  own  heart,  more  near  akin 

To  my  own  passions  and  habitual  thoughts; 

Some  variegated  story,  in  the  main 

Lofly,  but  the  unsubstantial  structure  melts 

Before  the  very  sun  that  brightens  it, 

Mist  into  air  dissolving!     Then  a  wish, 

My  best  and  favourite  aspiration,  mounts 

With  yearning  toward  some  philosophic  song 

Of  Truth  that  cherishes  our  daily  life; 

With  meditations  {lassionate  from  depp 

Recesses  in  man's  heart,  immortal  verse 

Thoughtfully  fitted  to  the  Orphean  lyre; 

But  from  this  awful  burthen  I  full  soon 

Take  refiige  and  beguile  myself  with  trust 

That  mellower  years  will  bring  a  riper  mind 

And  clearer  insight     Thus  my  days  are  past 

In  contradiction ;  with  no  skill  to  part 

Vague  longing,  haply  bred  by  want  of  power. 

From  paramount  impulse  not  to  be  withstood, 

A  timorous  capacity  from  prudence, 

From  circumspection,  infinite  delay. 

Humility  and  modest  awe  themselves 

Betray  me,  serving  often  for  a  cloak 

To  a  more  subtle  selfishness:  that  now 

lyxiks  every  function  up  in  blank  reserve, 

Now  dupes  me,  trusting  to  an  anxious  eye 

That  with  intrusive  restlessness  beats  off 

Simplicity  and  self-presented  truth. 

Ah !  better  fiir  than  this,  to  stray  about 

•  Dominique  de  Gourgues,  a  French  gentleman  who  went 
in  1;'68  to  Florida  to  avenge  the  massacre  of  the  French 
by  the  Spaniarda  there 


Voluptuously  through  fields  mod  mrml  wi1k% 
And  ask  no  record  of  the  hours,  resigiied 
To  vacant  rousing,  anreproved  neglect 
Of  all  tilings,  and  deliberate  holiday. 
Far  better  never  to  have  heard  the  name 
Of  zeal  and  just  ambition,  than  to  li?e 
Bafiled  and  plagued  by  a  mind  that  every  hoc 
Turns  recreant  to  her  task ;  takes  heart  agio 
Then  feels  immediately  some  hollow  thooght 
Hang  like  an  interdict  upon  her  hope& 
This  is  my  lot;  for  either  still  I  find 
Some  imperfection  in  the  choeen  theme, 
I  Or  see  of  absolute  accomplishment 
'  Much  wanting,  so  much  wanting,  in  myidC 
That  I  recoil  and  droop,  and  seek  repose 
I  In  listlessness  firom  vain  perplexity, 
I  Unprofitably  travelling  toward  the  grave, 
i  Like  a  fiilse  steward  who  hath  much  received 
And  renders  nothing  back. 

Was  it  ibr  tbii 
That  one,  the  &irest  of  all  rivers,  loved 
To  blend  his  murmurs  with  my  nurse^i  song. 
And,  from  his  alder  shades  and  rocky  ftlli, 
And  from  his  fords  and  shallows,  sent  a  voiee 
That  flowed  along  my  dreams  ?    For  this,  d«bl 
O  Derwent!  winding  among  grassy  holoa 
Where  I  was  looking  on,  a  babe  in  anns, 
Make  ceaseless  music  that  composed  my  thoi^ 
To  more  than  infant  softness,  giving  me 
Amid  the  fretful  dwellings  of  mankind 
A  foretaste,  a  dim  earnest,  of  the  calm 
That  Nature  breathes  among  the  hills  and  {IM 
When  he  had  lefl  the  mountains  and  receiretf 
On  his  smooth  breast  the  shadow  of  tho£etowfi 
That  yet  survive,  a  shattered  monumeDt 
Of  feudal  sway,  the  bright  blue  river  pased 
Along  the  margin  of  our  terrace  walk; 
A  tempting  playmate  whom  we  dearlj  lored. 
Oh,  many  a  time  have  I,  a  five  years*  child, 
In  a  small  mill-race  severed  from  his  streta, 
Made  one  long  bathing  of  a  summer's  daj; 
Basked  in  the  sun,  and  plunged  and  basked  i|pii 
Alternate,  all  a  8ummcr*s  day,  or  scoared 
The  sandy  fields,  leaping  through  flowery  |nM^ 
Of  yellow  ragwort ;  or  when  rock  and  hill, 
The  woods,  and  distant  Skiddaw*s  lofly  beifH 
Were  bronzed  with  deepest  radiance,  stood  iii<i 
Beneath  the  sky,  ns  if  I  had  been  bom 
On  Indian  plains,  and  from  my  mother's  bal 
Had  run  abroad  in  wantonness,  to  sport, 
A  naked  savage,  in  the  tlmnder  shower. 

Fair  seed-time  had  my  soul,  and  I  grew  op 
i  Fostered  alike  by  beauty  and  by  fear: 
'  Much  favoured  in  my  birthplace,  and  no  \t» 
'  In  that  beloved  vale  to  which  ere  bng 
We  were  transplanted  —  there  were  wcletfc* 
For  sports  of  wider  range.     Ere  I  had  told 
i  Ten  birth-days^  when  among  the  mountiio  ikfi 
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the  breath  of  frosty  wind,  had  snapped 

itomna]  crocus,  Hwas  roy  joy 

t  of  springes  o*er  my  shoulder  hung 

he  open  heights  where  woodcocks  run 

smooth  green  turf.    Through  half  the  night, 

I  way  from  snare  to  snare,  I  plied 

MIS  visitation ;  — -  moon  and  stars 

ling  o*er  my  head.    I  was  alone, 

ed  to  be  a  trouble  to  the  peace 

t  among  them.    Sometimes  it  befell 

ight  wanderings,  that  a  strong  desire 

-ed  my  better  reason,  and  the  bird 

IS  the  captive  of  another^s  toil 

ly  prey ;  and  when  the  deed  was  done 

long  the  solitary  hills 

hings  coming  after  me,  and  sounds 

nguishable  motion,  steps 

silent  as  the  turf  they  trod. 

3  when  spring  had  warmed  the  cultured  vale, 

!  as  plunderers  where  the  mother-bird 

'h  places  built  her  lodge ;  though  mean 

t  and  inglorious,  yet  the  end 

gooble.    Oh !  when  I  have  hung 

I  raven's  nest,  by  knots  of  grass 

nch  fissures  in  the  slippery  rock 

(tained,  and  almost  (so  it  seemed) 

1  by  the  blast  that  blew  amain, 

ng  the  naked  crag,  oh,  at  that  time 

the  perilous  ridge  I  hung  alone, 

it  strange  utterance  did  the  loud  dry  wind 

ugh  ray  ear !  the  sky  seemed  not  a  sky 

—  and  with  what  motion  moved  the  clouds! 

we  are,  the  immortal  spirit  grows 
lony  in  music;  there  is  a  dark 
e  workmanship  that  reconciles 
t  elements,  makes  them  cling  together 
;iety.     How  strange  that  all 
rs,  pains,  and  early  miseries, 
rexations,  lassitudes  interfused 
y  mind,  should  e*er  have  borne  a  part, 
a  needful  part,  in  makinir  up 

existence  that  is  mine  when  I 
ly  of  myself!     Prai^-^e  to  the  end  ! 
•  the  means  which  Nature  deigned  to  employ ; 
her  fearless  visitinjjs,  or  those 
e  with  soil  alarm,  like  hurtless  light 
.he  peaceful  clouds ;  or  she  may  use 
iterventions,  ministry 
table,  as  best  might  suit  her  aim.  / 

mmer  evening  (led  by  her)  I  found 

)at  tied  to  a  willow  tree 

rocky  cave,  its  usual  home. 

\  unloosed  her  chain,  and  stepping  in 

om  the  shore.    It  was  an  act  of  stealth 

»led  pleasure,  nor  without  the  voice 

aia-ecboes  did  my  boat  move  on  ; 


Leaving  behind  her  still,  on  either  aidei 
Small  circles  glittering  idly  in  the  mooOv 
Until  they  melted  all  into  one  track 
Of  sparkling  light.    But  now,  like  one  who  rowa, 
Proud  of  his  skill,  to  reach  a  chosen  point 
With  an  unswerving  line,  I  fixed  my  view 
Upon  the  summit  of  a  craggy  ridge, 
I  The  horizon*s  utmost  boundary ;  far  above 
;  Was  nothing  but  the  stars  and  the  gray  sky. 
She  was  an  elfin  pinnace ;  lustily 
I  dipped  my  oars  into  the  silent  lake, 
'  And,  as  I  rose  upon  the  stroke,  my  boat 
!  Went  heaving  through  the  water  like  a  swan ; 
I  When,  from  behind  that  craggy  steep  till  then 
;  The  horizon*8  bound,  a  huge  peak,  black  and  huge 
'  As  if  with  voluntary  power  instinct 
Upreared  its  head.     I  struck  and  struck  again, 
'  And  growing  still  in  stature  the  grim  shape 
Towered  up  between  me  and  the  stars,  and  still. 
For  so  it  seemed,  with  purpose  of  its  own 
And  measured  motion  like  a  living  thing. 
Strode  after  me.     With  trembling  oars  I  turned. 
And  through  the  silent  water  stole  my  way 
Back  to  the  covert  of  the  willow  tree  ; 
;  There  in  her  mooring-place  I  left  my  bark, — 
And  through  the  meadows  homeward  went,  in  grave 
i  And  serious  mood ;  but  after  I  had  seen 
:  That  spectacle,  for  many  days,  my  brain 
Worked  with  a  dim  and  undetermined  sense 
Of  unknown  modes  of  being;  o^er  my  thoughts 
There  hung  a  darkness,  call  it  solitude 
Or  blank  desertion.     No  familiar  shapes 
Remained,  no  pleasant  images  of  trees, 
Of  sea  or  sky,  no  colours  of  green  fields  ; 
But  huge  and  mighty  forms,  that  do  not  live 
Like  living  men,  moved  slowly  through  the  mind 
By  day,  and  were  a  trouble  to  my  dreams. 

*  Wisdom  and  Spirit  of  the  universe  ! 
Thou  Soul  that  art  the  eternity  of  thought, 
That  givcst  to  forms  and  images  a  breath 
And  everlasting  motion,  not  in  vain 
By  day  or  star-light  thus  from  my  first  dawn 
Of  childhood  didst  thou  intertwine  for  me 
The  passions  that  build  up  our  human  soul; 
Not  with  the  mean  and  vulgar  works  of  man, 
But  with  high  objects,  with  enduring  things  — 
With  life  and  nature,  purilying  thus 
,  The  elements  of  feeling  and  of  ihoOght, 
And  sanctifying,  by  such  discipline. 
Both  pain  and  fear,  until  we  recognise 
A  grandeur  in  the  beatings  of  the  heart. 
Nor  was  tliis  fellowship  vouchsafed  to  me 
With  stinted  kindness.     In  November  days. 
When  vapours  rolling  down  the  valley  made 
A  lonely  scene  more  lonesome,  among  woods 


•  These  lines  have  already  been  published  in  the  auiAOi's 
Poetical  Works.    See  anit^  p.  80. 
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At  noon  and  *fnid  the  calm  of  summer  nights, 
Whrn,  by  the  margin  of  the  trembling  lake, 
Bcneuth  the  gloomy  hills  homeward  I  went 
In  solitude,  such  intercourse  was  mine; 
Mine  was  it  in  the  fields  both  day  and  night. 
And  by  the  waters,  all  the  summer  long. 

And  in  the  frosty  season,  when  the  sun 
Was  set,  and  visible  for  many  a  mile 
The  cottage  windows  blazed  through  twilight  gloom, 
I  heeded  not  their  summons:  happy  time 
It  was  indeed  for  all  of  us  —  for  me. 
It  was  a  time  of  rapture !    Clear  and  loud 
The  village  clock  tolled  siji^  —  I  wheeled  about. 
Proud  and  exulting  like  an  untired  horse 
That  cares  not  for  his  home.    All  shod  with  steel, 
We  hissed  along  the  polished  ice  in  games 
Confederate,  imitative  of  the  chase 
And  woodland  pleasures,  —  the  resounding  horn. 
The  pack  loud  chiming,  and  the  hunted  hare. 
80  through  the  darkness  and  the  cold  we  flew. 
And  not  a  voice  was  idle ;  with  the  din 
Smitten,  the  precipices  rang  aloud ; 
The  leafless  trees  and  every  icy  crag 
Tinkled  like  iron ;  while  far  distant  hills 
Into  the  tumult  sent  an  alien  sound 
Of  melancholy  not  unnoticed,  while  the  stars 
Eastward  were  sparkling  clear,  and  in  the  west 
The  orange  sky  of  evening  died  away. 
Not  seldom  from  the  uproar  I  retired 
Into  a  silent  bay,  or  sportively 
Glanced  sideway,  leaving  the  tumultuous  throng. 
To  cut  across  the  reflex  of  a  star 
That  fled,  and,  flying  still  before  me,  gleamed 
Upon  the  glassy  plain ;  and  oflcntimes. 
When  we  had  given  our  bodies  to  the  wind. 
And  all  the  shadowy  banks  on  either  side 
Came  sweeping  through  the  darkness,  spinning  <still 
The  rapid  line  of  motion,  then  at  once 
Have  I,  reclining  back  upon  my  heels. 
Stopped  short ;  yet  still  the  solitary  cliflS 
Wheeled  by  me  —  even  as  if  the  earth  had  rolled 
With  visible  motion  her  diurnal  round ! 
Behind  me  did  they  stretch  in  solemn  train. 
Feebler  and  feebler,  and  I  stood  and  watched 
Till  all  was  tranquil  as  a  dreamless  sleep. 

Ye  Presences  of  Nature  in  the  sky 
And  on  the  earth !    Ye  Visions  of  the  hills ! 
And  Souls  of  lonely  places !  can  I  think 
A  vulgar  hope  was  yours  when  ye  employed 
Such  ministry,  when  ye  throii^jh  many  a  year 
Haunting  me  thus  among  my  boyish  sports, 
On  caves  and  tre«»s,  upon  the  woi^ds  and  hills, 
Impressed  upon  all  forms  the  characters 
Of  danger  or  desire :  and  thus  did  make 
The  surface  of  the  universal  earth 
With  triumph  and  delight,  with  hope  and  fear. 
Work  like  a  sea? 


Not  QBelesBly  emplojed* 
Might  I  pursue  this  theme  throogb  erery  dm^ 
,  Of  exercise  and  play,  to  which  the  yew 
Did  summon  us  in  his  delightful  round. 

We  were  a  noisy  crew :  the  sun  in  haaveo 
Beheld  not  vales  more  beautiful  than  oun; 
Nor  saw  a  band  in  happiness  and  joy 
Richer,  or  worthier  of  the  ground  they  trod. 
I  could  record  with  no  reluctant  voice 
The  woods  of  autumn  and  their  hazel  bowen 
With  milk-white  clusters  bung;  the  rod  and  lii 
True  symbol  of  hope^s  foolishness,  whose  stroog 
And  unreproved  enchantment  led  us  on 
By  rocks  and  pools  shut  out  from  everj  sUr, 
All  the  green  summer,  to  forlorn  cascades 
Among  the  windings  hid  of  mountain  brooki. 
—  Unfading  recollections !  at  this  hour 
The  heart  is  almost  mine  with  which  I  felt, 
From  some  hill-top  on  sunny  afternoons, 
The  paper  kite  high  among  fleecy  clouds 
Pull  at  her  rein  like  an  impetuous  courier; 
Or,  from  the  meadows  sent  on  gusty  days. 
Beheld  her  breast  the  wind,  then  suddenly 
Dashed  headlong,  and  rejected  by  the  etortn. 


Ye  lowly  cottages  wherein  we  dwelt, 
I  A  ministration  of  your  own  was  yours; 
■  Can  I  forget  you,  being  as  you  were 
I  So  beautiful  among  the  pleasant  fields 

In  which  ye  stood  1  or  can  I  here  forget 
:  The  plain  and  seemly  countenance  with  whiek 
I  Ye  dealt  out  your  plain  comforts?    Yet  bulfi 

Delights  and  exultations  of  your  own. 
:  Eager  and  never  weary  we  pursued 
:  Our  home-amusements  by  the  warm  peat-fire 
'  At  evening,  when  with  pencil,  and  smooth  ihie 

In  square  divisions  parcelled  out  and  all 

With  crosses  and  with  ciphers  scribbled  o*er, 
.  We  schemed  and  puzzled,  head  opposed  to  beU' 
I  In  strife  too  humble  to  be  named  in  verse: 
.  Or  round  the  naked  table,  snow-white  deal 
i  Cherry  or  maple,  sat  in  close  array, 
I  And  to  tlie  combat,  loo  or  whist,  led  on 
,  A  thick-ribbed  army ;  not,  as  in  the  world, 
I  Neglected  and  ungratefully  thrown  by 
j  Even  for  the  very  service  they  had  wrought, 
-  But  husbanded  through  many  a  long  campai^ 

Uncouth  assemblage  was  it,  where  no  few 
.  Had  changed  their  functions;  some,  plebciuaiii 
,  Which  fate,  beyond  the  promise  of  their  birth, 
'  Had  dignified,  and  called  to  represent 
'.  The  persons  of  departed  potentates. 

Oh,  with  what  echoes  on  the  board  they  fell! 
;  Ironic  diamonds, — clubs,  hearts,  diamonds,  ifi^ 

A  congregation  piteously  akin ! 

Cheap  matter  offered  they  to  boyish  wit. 

Those  sooty  knaves,  precipitated  down 
I  With  scof&  and  taunts,  like  Vulcan  out  of 
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lociiit  ace.  a  mooo  in  her  eelipae, 

aamlog  thnugfa  their  splendoor**  last  decay, 

■chs  aufly  at  the  wronga  anatained 

iaagea.    Meanwhile  abroad 

«in  was  &lling,  or  the  froet 

eriy,  with  keen  and  ailent  tooth ; 

ruptiog  oft  that  eager  game, 

t  Eathwaite'a  aplitting  fielda  of  ice 

ip  air,  Btmggling  to  free  itaell^ 

0  meadow  groonda  and  hills  a  loud 
yelling,  like  the  noiae  of  wolvea 

1  troops  ahmg  the  Bothnic 


ukMis  as  I  have  been  to  trace 

re  by  extrinsic  passkm  first 

e  mind  with  forms  soblime  or  fiur, 

me  love  them,  may  I  here  omit 

pleasures  have  been  mine,  and  joys 

origin ;  how  I  have  felt, 

I  even  in  that  tempestoons  time, 

owed  and  pare  motions  of  the  sense 

m,  in  their  simplicity,  to  own 

:tiial  charm;  that  calm  delight 

I  err  not,  sorely  must  belong 

rst-bom  affinities  that  fit 

zistence  to  existing  things, 

r  dawn  of  being,  constitute 

if  union  between  life  and  joy. 

member  when  the  changeful  earth, 
five  summers,  on  my  mind  had  stamped 
of  the  moving  year,  even  then 
luscious  intercourse  with  beauty 
ition,  drinking  in  a  pure 
easure  ftom  the  silver  wreaths 
mist,  or  from  the  level  plain 
coloured  by  impending  clouds. 

is  of  Westmoreland,  the  creeks  and  bays 
la's  rocky  limits,  they  can  tell 
1  the  Sea  threw  off  his  evening  shade, 
8bepberd*8  hut  on  distant  hills 
>me  notice  of  the  rising  moon, 
e  stood,  to  fancies  such  as  these 
',  linking  with  the  spectacle 
us  memory  of  a  kindred  sight, 
tng  with  me  no  peculiar  sense 
!S8  or  peace ;  yet  have  I  stood, 
e  mine  eye  hath  moved  o*er  many  a  league 
'  water,  gathering  as  it  seemed 
very  hair-breadth  in  that  field  of  light 
ure  like  the  bee  among  the  flowers. 

:  amid  those  fits  of  vulgar  joy 

rough  all  seasons,  on  a  child*8  pursuits 

i  attendants,  *mid  that  giddy  bliss 

;e  a  tempest,  works  along  the  blood 

potten;  even  then  I  felt 

:e  the  flashing  of  a  shield ;  —  the  earth 

on  fiice  of  Nature  spake  to  me 

•Ue  things;  sometimes,  *tis  true, 
8L 


By  chance  collisions  and  quaint  acddenla 

(Like  those  ill-sorted  unions,  work  supposed 

Of  evil>minded  fairies,)  yet  not  vain 

Nor  profitless,  if  haply  they  impressed 

Collateral  objects  and  appearances. 

Albeit  lifeless  then,  and  doomed  to  sleep 

Until  maturer  seasons  called  them  forth 

To  impregnate  and  to  elevate  the  mind. 

—And  if  the  vulgar  joy  by  its  own  weight 

Wearied  itself  out  of  tlie  memory. 

The  scenes  which  were  a  witness  of  that  jof 

Remained  in  their  substantial  lineaments 

Depicted  on  the  -brain,  and  to  the  eye 

Were  visible^  a  daily  eight;  an4  thus 

By  the  impressive  discipline  of  fbar. 

By  pleasure  and  repeated  happiness, 

So  firequently  repeated,  and  by  force 

Of  obscure  feelings  representative 

Of  things  forgotten,  these  same  scenes  so  brighl» 

So  beautiful,  so  majestic  in  themselves. 

Though  yet  the  day  was  distant,  did  become 

Habitually  dear,  and  all  their  forms 

And  changeful  colours  by  invisible  links 

Were  fiistened  to  the  afiectiona. 

I  began 
My  story  early  —  not  misled,  I  trust, 
By  an  infirmity  of  love  for  days 
Disowned  by  mmnory — ere  the  breath  of  spring 
Planting  my  anowdrops  among  winter  snows : 
Nor  will  it  seem  to  thee,  O  Friend !  so  prompt 
In  sympathy,  that  1  have  lengthened  out 
With  fond  and  feeble  tongue  a  tedious  tale. 
Meanwhile,  my  hope  has  been,  that  I  might  folch 
Invigorating  thoughts  firom  former  years ; 
Might  fix  the  wavering  balance  of  my  mind. 
And  haply  meet  reproaches  too,  whose  power 
May  spur  roe  on,  in  manhood  now  mature, 
To  honourable  toiL     Yet  should  these  hopes 
Prove  vain,  and  thus  should  neither  I  be  taught 
To  understand  myself^  nor  thou  to  know 
With  better  knowledge  how  the  heart  was  framed 
Of  htm  thou  lovest ;  need  I  dread  from  Uiee 
Harsh  judgments,  if  the  song  be  loth  to  quit 
Those  recollected  hours  that  have  the  charm 
Of  visionary  things,  those  lovely  forms 
And  sweet  sensations  that  throw  back  our  life. 
And  almost  make  remotest  infancy 
A  visible  scene,  on  which  the  sun  is  shining? 

One  end  at  least  hath  been  attained ;  my  mind 
Hath  been  revived,  and  if  this  genial  mood 
Desert  me  not,  forthwith  shall  be  brought  down 
Through  later  years  the  story  of  my  life. 
The  road  lies  plain  before  me;  —  'tis  a  theme 
Single  and  of  determined  bounds ;  and  hence 
I  choose  it  rather  at  this  time,  than  work 
Of  ampler  or  more  varied  argument. 
Where  I  might  be  discomfited  and  lost : 
And  certain  hopes  are  with  me,  that  to  thee 
This  labour  will  be  welcome,  honoured  Friend t 
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SCHOOL-TIUE.— (CoaiiaDBV.) 


Ive  we,  Ihough  leaving  mneh 
llo  reuses 

lich  my  childhood  walked: 
lied  me  to  Ihe  love 
Iclcia.    The  pankm  yet 
led  IB  might  beftll 
Hne  unsought;  ibritill 
Hun  month  to  month,  we  lived 
Hily  were  our  games 
lit  the  daylight  fiiled: 
Ire  the  daira;  the  bench 
fe  empty  ;  fiut  ulecp 
lid  mnn  who  had  sat 

luprimr;  at  last, 

luH  dark,  nnii  twinkling  etan 

I  home  and  to  bed  we  went, 

linlB  anit  l>eiiting  oiinda. 

Iver  has  been  young, 

lilc<!  to  tame  the  pride 

ft  aelt-e!'ic«iii1 

Ib  wisest  and  the  bett 

Kvela  not  at  time* 


11  give 


le  cleaire ! 


■  so  wide  appears 

Ine  and  those  daya 

le]t-|iresence  in  my  mind, 

lollcn  do  I  reem 

ftmscimis  of  mjrself 

lig.     A  rude  masii 

■way  in  the  Equare 

lila^ic,  was  the  goat 

Its;  and  whan,  returned 

lilitT  1  rei»i]fed, 

iKluiie.  and  in  its  place 

Bi  usurped  the  ground 

■There  lot  the  fiddle  scream, 

Hi.  my  Friends!  I  know 

I  you  will  Uiink  withme 

fthts,  atid  thai  old  Dame 

luos  name<l,  who  Ijjere  had  rate, 

B  witli  its  huckKter'a  wares 

I  li-Tigih  of  fixty  years. 

B  course  :  the  year  span  round 

■till  III-;  tjrne  approached 


That  broaght  with  it  a  i^nlar  darira 
For  calmer  plaaMiro^  when  the  winainf 
Of  Nature  were  eallatenOlr  attached 
To  ever;  schame  of  hcdidaj  delight 
And  every  boyiah  (port,  Ie«  gntefnl  efai 
And  languidly  purauad. 

WbenanmBcr' 
Our  pastime  was,  on  bright  half-bolidaya 
To  sweep  along  the  plaio  of  Windemwr 
With  rival  oars ;  and  the  aelected  banmi 

now  an  laland  miiaical  with  bird* 
That  sang  and  ceased  oot;  now  ■  Sitter 
Beneath  the  oaks'  umbrageoua  covert,  ta 
With  lilies  of  the  valley  like  a  field ; 

now  a  third  aoiall  Island,  whne  ma 
In  solitude  the  ruins  of  a  ahrine 
Once  to  Our  Lady  dedicate,  and  served 
Daily  with  chaunled  ritem.  In  socb  a  la 
So  ended,  diappointment  oould  be  Bono, 
Uneaaineaa,  or  pain,  or  jealousy : 
We  rested  in  the  shada,  aU  ideued  aliki 
Conquered  and  ooitqueror.  Hiob  tha  fB 
And  the  vainglory  of  superior  akill, 

:  tempered ;  thus  was  gradually  pn 
A  quiet  independence  oC  the  heart; 
And  to  my  Friend  who  knows  me  I  may 
Fearless  of  blame,  that  hence  for  fhtore 
Ensued  a  diffidence  and  modesty. 
And  1  was  taught  to  feel  perhaps  too  mn 
The  eoll^fiicitig  power  i^  Solitude^ 

Our  daily  meals  were  frugal,  SaUae  I 
More  than  we  wished  we  knew  the  blea 
Of  vigorous  hunger — hence  corporeal  i 
Unsnpped  by  delicate  viands;  for,  excliM 
A  little  weekly  stipend,  and  we  lived 
Through  tbree  divisions  of  the  quarters! 
In  penniless  poverty.  But  imw  to  schoo 
From  the  half-yearly  bolidaye  returned. 
We  came  with  weightier  purser  that  au 
To  furnish  treats  more  coMljr  than  the  I 
or  the  old  grey  stoae,  from  her  scant  bo 
Hence  rustic  dinners  on  the  cool  green  | 
Or  in  the  woods,  or  by  a  river  side 
Or  sliady  fountains,  while  among  the  lai 
Soft  airs  were  stirring,  and  the  mid-day 
Uafelt  shone  brightly  round  us  in  our  jo 
N<ff  is  my  aim  neglected  if  1  tell 
How  sometiniM,  in  the  le^th  of  Un«  I 
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oar  foods  drew  largely;  —  proud  tocarin 

r  to  spar  oo,  the  galk^ing  steed ; 

the  courteous  inn-keeper,  whose  stud 

ynT  want,  we  haply  might  employ 

*fage,  if  the  adventure's  bound 

Ant :  some  famed  temple  where  of  yore 

Js  woivhipped,  or  the  antique  walls 

rge  abbey,  where  within  the  Vale 

shade,  to  St.  Mary's  honour  built, 

t  a  mouldering  pile  with  fractured  arch, 

d  images,  and  living  trees, 

?ne !    Along  the  smooth  green  turf 

s  grazed.    To  more  than  inland  peace 

e  west  wind  sweeping  overhead 

multuous  ocean,  trees  and  towers 

iiuestered  valley  may  be  seen, 

t  and  both  motionless  alike ; 

deep  shelter  that  is  there,  and  such 

uard  for  repose  and  quietness. 

eds  remounted  and  the  summons  given, 

p  and  spur  we  through  the  chauntry  flew 

b  race,  and  left  the  cross-legged  knight, 

tone  abbot,  and  that  single  wren 

e  day  sang  so  sweetly  in  the  nave 

1  church,  that  —  though  from  recent  showers 

was  comfortless,  and  touched  by  &int 
reezes,  sobbings  of  the  place 
rations,  from  the  roofless  walls 
lering  ivy  dripped  large  drops— yet  still 
f  'mid  the  gloom  the  invisible  bird 
sreelf,  that  there  I  could  have  made 
ing-place,  and  lived  for  evor  there 
jch  music.    Through  the  walls  we  flew 

the  valley,  and,  a  circuit  made 
ness  of  heart,  throusrh  n)n^h  and  smooth 
)rred  homewards.    Oh,  y*>  nx^ks  and  streams, 
:ti]l  spirit  shed  from  evening  air! 
lis  joyous  time  I  sometimes  felt 
snce,  when  with  slackened  step  we  breathed 

sides  of  the  steep  hills,  or  wlien 
f  gleams  of  moonlight  from  the  sea 
vith  tliundering  hoofs  the  level  sand. 

'  on  long  Winander's  eastern  shore, 
e  crescent  of  a  pleasant  bay, 
itood ;  no  homely-featured  house, 
like  its  neighbouring  cottages, 
a  splendid  place,  the  door  beset 
ses,  grooms,  and  liveries,  and  within 
,  glasses,  and  the  bl'xxl-red  wine, 
times,  and  ere  the  Hall  was  built 
ge  island,  had  this  dwelling  been 
.hy  of  a  poet's  love,  a  hut 
ts  own  bright  Are  and  sycamore  shade. 
igh  the  rhymes  were  gone  that  once  inscribed 
lold,  and  large  golden  characters, 
r  tlie  spangled  sign-board,  had  dislodged 
km  and  usurped  his  place,  in  slight 


And  mockery  of  the  rustic  painter's  hand— 
Yet  to  this  hour,  the  spot  to  me  is  dear 
With  all  its  fbolish  pcmip.    The  garden  lay 
Upon  a  slope  surmounted  by  a  plain 
Of  a  small  bowling-green ;  beneath  us  stood 
A  grove,  with  gleams  of  water  through  the  trees 
And  over  the  tree-tops;  nor  did  we  want 
Refireahment,  strawberries  and  mellow  cream. 
There,  while  through  half  an  aflernoon  we  played 
On  the  smooth  platform,  whether  skill  prevailed 
Or  happy  blunder  triumphed,  bursts  of  glee 
Made  all  the  mountains  ring.    But,  ere  night-&ll. 
When  in  our  pinnace  we  returned  at  leisure 
Over  the  shadowy  lake,  and  to  the  beach 
Of  some  small  island  steered  our  course  with  one, 
The  Minstrel  of  the  troop,  and  lefl  him  there, 
And  rowed  off  gently,  while  he  blew  his  flute 
Alone  upon  the  rock — oh,  then,  the  calm« 
And  dead  still  water  lay  upon  my  mind 
Even  with  a  weight  of  pleasure,  and  the  sky. 
Never  before  so  beautiful,  sank  down 
Into  my  heart,  and  held  me  like  a  dream ! 
Thus  were  my  sympathies  enlarged,  and  thus 
Daily  the  common  range  of  visible  things 
Grew  dear  to  me :  already  I  began 
To  love  thd  sun ;  a  boy  I  loved  the  sun. 
Not  as  I  since  have  loved  him,  as  a  pledge 
And  surety  of  our  earthly  life,  a  light 
Which  we  behold  and  feel  we  are  alive; 
Nor  for  his  bounty  to  so  many  worlds  — 
But  for  this  cause,  that  I  had  seen  him  lay 
His  beauty  on  the  morninrr  hills,  had  seen 
The  western  mountain  touch  his  setting  orb. 
In  many  a  thoughtless  hour,  when,  from  ezcen 
Of  happiness,  my  blood  appeared  to  flow 
For  its  own  pleasure,  and  I  breathed  with  joy. 
And,  from  like  feelings,  humble  though  intense, 
I  To  patriotic  and  domestic  love 
Analoirous,  the  moon  to  me  was  dear; 
For  I  could  dream  away  my  purposes. 
Standing  to  gaze  upon  her  while  she  hung 
Midway  between  the  hills,  as  if  she  knew 
No  other  region,  but  belonged  to  thee. 
Yea,  appertained  by  a  peculiar  right 
To  thee  and  thy  grey  huts,  thou  one  dear  Vale ! 


Those  incidental  charms  which  flrst  attached 

My  heart  to  rural  objects,  day  by  day 

Grew  weaker,  and  I  hasten  on  to  tell 

How  Nature,  intervenient  till  this  time 
I  And  secondary,  now  at  length  was  sought 

For  her  own  sake.     But  who  shall  parcel  out 

His  intellect  by  geometric  rules. 

Split  like  a  province  into  round  and  square? 
I  Who  knows  the  individual  hour  in  which 

His  habits  were  first  sown,  even  as  a  seed? 

Who  that  shall  point  as  with  a  wand  and  say 

"  This  portion  of  the  river  of  my  mind 
'.  Came  from  yon  fountain  ?"   Thou,  my  Friend !  art  one 
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More  deeply  read  in  thine  own  thoughts ;  n^ 

Science  appears  but  what  in  truth  she  is, 

Not  as  our  glory  and  our  absolute  boast, 

But  as  a  succedaneum,  and  a  prop 

To  our  infirmity.    No  officious  slave 

Art  thou  of  that  false  secondary  power 

By  which  we  multiply  distinctions,  then 

Deem  tliat  our  puny  boundaries  are  things 

That  we  perceive,  and  not  that  we  have  made. 

To  thee,  unblinded  by  these  formal  arts. 

The  unity  of  all  hath  been  revealed. 

And  thou  wilt  doubt,  with  me  less  aptly  skilled 

Than  many  are  to  range  the  faculties 

In  scale  and  order,  class  the  cabinet 

Of  their  sensations,  and  in  voluble  phrase 

Ran  through  the  history  and  birth  of  each 

As  of  a  single  independent  thing. 

Hard  task,  vain  hope,  to  analyze  the  mind, 

If  each  mo^  obvious  and  particular  thought 

Not  in  a  mystical  and  idle  sense. 

But  in  the  words  of  Reason  deeply  weighed. 

Hath  no  beginning. 

Blest  the  infant  Babe', 
(For  with  my  best  conjecture  I  would  trace 
Our  Being's  earthly  progress,)  blest  the  Babe, 
Nursed  in  his  Mother*s  arms,  who  sinks  to  sleep 
Rocked  on  his  Mother's  breast ;  who  with  his  soul 
Drinks  in  the  feelings  of  his  Mother's  eye ! 
For  him,  in  one  dear  Presence,  there  exists 
A  virtue  which  irradiates  and  exalts 
ObjecU  through  widest  intercourse  of  sense. 
No  outcast  he,  bewildered  and  depressed ; 
Along  his  infant  veins  are  interfused 
The  gravitation  and  the  filial  bond 
Of  nature  that  connect  him  with  the  world. 
Is  there  a  flower,  to  which  he  points  with  hand 
Too  weak  to  gather  it,  already  love 
Drawn  from  love's  purest  earthly  fount  for  him 
Hath  beautified  that  flower ;  already  shades 
Of  pity  capt  from  inward  tenderness 
Do  ^11  around  him  upon  aught  that  bears 
Unsightly  marks  of  violence  or  harm. 
Emphatically  such  a  being  lives. 
Frail  creature  as  he  is,  helpless  as  frail. 
An  inmate  of  this  active  universe. 
For  feeling  has  to  him  imparted  power 
That  throufjh  the  growing  faculties  of  sense 
Doth  like  an  agent  of  the  one  great  Mind 
Create,  creator  and  receiver  both. 
Working  but  in  alliance  with   .  j  works 
Which  it  beholds.  —  Such,  verily,  ic  the  first 
Poetic  spirit  of  our  humai   '''e, 
By  uniform  control  ot  i»*le;  yuors. 
In  most,  abated  or  suppressed :  in  sone. 
Through  every  change  of  growlb  rmd  of  decay, 
Pre-eminent  till  death. 

From  early  days. 
Beginning  not  long  af\er  that  first  time 
III  whicht  a  B^be,  by  intercourse  of  touch 
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^'I  held  route  dialogues  with  my  MoCher^s  heu%, 
I  have  endeavoured  to  display  the  meant 
Whereby  this  infant  sensibility. 
Great  birthright  of  our  being,  was  in  me 
Augmented  and  sustained.     Yet  is  a  path 
More  difficult  before  roe;  and  I  fear 
I  That  in  its  broken  windings  we  shall  need 
i  The  chamois*  sinews,  and  the  eaglets  wing: 
I  For  now  a  trouble  caroe  into  my  mind 
Froro  unknown  causes.    I  was  left  akxie 
Seeking  the  visible  world,  nor  knowing  why. 
The  props  of  my  afl^tions  were  removed. 
And  yet  the  building  stood,  as  if  sustained 
By  its  own  spirit !    All  that  I  beheld 
Was  dear,  and  hence  to  finer  influxes 
The  roind  lay  open  to  a  more  exact 
And  close  communion.    Many  are  oar  joys 
In  youth,  but  oh !  what  happiness  to  live 
When  every  hour  brings  palpable  access 
Of  knowledge,  when  all  knowledge  is  deligkt. 
And  sorrow  is  not  there !    The  seasons  came, 
And  every  season  wheresoe'er  I  moved 
Unfolded  transitory  qualities. 
Which,  but  for  this  most  watchful  power  of  kn, 
Had  been  neglected ;  left  a  register 
Of  permanent  relations,  else  unknown. 
Hence  life,  and  change,  and  beauty,  solitude 
More  active  even  than  "  best  society" — 
Society  made  sweet  as  solitude 
By  silent  inobtrusive  sympathies. 
And  gentle  agitations  of  the  mind 
From  manifold  distinctions,  difierence 
Perceived  in  things,  where,  to  the  unwatcfafid  tj% 
No  diflTerencc  is,  and  hence,  from  the  same  sooiti^ 
i  Sublimer  joy ;  for  I  would  walk  alone, 
Under  the  quiet  stars,  and  at  that  time 
Have  felt  whate'er  there  is  of  power  in  sound 
To  breathe  an  elevated  mood,  by  form 
Or  image  unprofaned ;  and  I  would  stand, 
If  the  night  blackened  with  a  coming  storm, 
Beneath  some  rock,  listening  to  notes  that  an 
The  ghostly  language  of  the  ancient  earth, 
Or  make  their  dim  abode  in  distant  winda 
Thence  did  I  drink  the  visionary  power; 
And  deem  not  profitless  those  fleeting  moodi 
Of  shadowy  exultation :  not  for  thia^ 
That  they  are  kindred  to  our  purer  mind 
And  intellectual  life ;  but  that  the  soul. 
Remembering  how  she  felt,  but  what  she  felt 
Remembering  not,  retains  an  obscnre  senss 
Of  possible  sublimity,  whereto 
With  growing  fkculties  she  doth  aspire. 
With  faculties  still  growing,  feeling  still 
That  whatsoever  point  they  gain,  they  yet 
Have  something  to  pursue. 

And  not  alone, 
*Mid  gloom  and  tumult,  but  no  leas  *mid  hit 
And  tranquil  scenes,  that  oniversal  power 
And  fitness  in  the  latent  qnalities 
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tee  of  tbingi,  by  which  the  mind 
rhh  feelingi  of  delight,  to  me 
ngthened  wjt)i  a  sopemdded  aoal, 
jt  its  owi^/'^y  morning  walks 
f ;— oft  befisre  the  hoars  of  school 
foand  oor  little  lake,  five  miles 
t  wandering.    Happy  time !  more  dear 
lat  one  was  by  my  side,  a  Friend,* 
onately  loved ;  with  heart  how  fbll 
peruse  these  lines !    For  many  years 
I  flowed  in  between  as,  and  oar  minds 
to  each  other,  at  this  time 
if  those  hoars  had  never  been. 
I  did  I  lift  oor  cottage  latch 
,  ere  one  smoke-wreath  had  risen 
m  dwelling,  or  the  vernal  thrush 
le ;  and  sat  among  the  woods 
I  some  jotting  eminence, 
;  gleam  of  dawn-light,  when  the  Vale 
;ring,  lay  in  utter  solitude. 
I  seek  the  origin  ?  where  find 
e  marvellous  things  which  then  I  feltl 
e  moments  such  a  holy  calm 
rspread  my  soul,  that  bodily  eyes 
rly  forgotten,  and  what  I  saw 
ike  something  in  myself,  a  dream, 
in  the  mind.  .^ 

'    Twere  long  to  tell 
ig  And  autumn,  what  the  winter  snows, 
the  summer  shade,  what  day  and  night, 
id  morning,  sleep  and  waking,  thought 
ea  inexhaustible,  poured  forth 
i  spirit  of  religious  love 
^-alked  with  Nature.    But  let  this 
otten,  that  I  still  retained 
native  sensibility; 
;  regular  action  of  the  world 
18  unsubdued.     A  plastic  power 
I  me ;  a  forming  hand,  at  times 
acting  in  a  devious  mood ; 
'it  of  his  own,  at  war 
ral  tendency,  but  for  the  most, 
t  strictly  to  external  things 
h  it  communed.    An  auxiliar  light 
my  mind,  which  on  the  setting  sun 
ew  splendour ;  the  melodious  birds, 
ing  breezes,  fountains  that  run  on 
'  so  sweetly  in  themselves,  obeyed 
inion,  and  the  midnight  storm 
iT  in  the  presence  of  my  eye : 
obeisance,  my  devotion  hence, 
my  transport 

Nor  should  this,  perchance, 
irded,  that  I  still  had  loved 
se  and  produce  of  a  toil, 
tie  industry  to  me 
ng^  and  whose  character  I  deem 
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Is  more  poetic  as  resembling  more 

Creative  agency.    The  song  would  speak 

Of  that  interminable  building  reared 

By  observation  of  affinities 

In  objects  where  no  brotherhood  exists 

To  passive  minds.     My  seventeenth  year  was  come; 

And,  whether  from  this  habit  rooted  now 

So  deeply  in  my  mind,  or  from  excess 

In  the  great  social  principle  of  life 

Coercing  all  things  into  sympathy. 

To  unorganic  natures  were  transferred 

My  own  enjoyments ;  or  the  power  of  truth 

Coming  in  revelation,  did  converse 

With  things  that  really  are;  I,  at  this  time, 

Saw  blessings  spread  around  me  like  a  sea. 

Thus  while  the  days  flew  by,  and  years  passed  oo« 

From  Nature  and  her  overflowing  soul, 

I  had  received  so  much,  that  all  my  thoughts 

Were  steeped  in  feeling;  I  was  only  then 

Contented,  when  with  bliss  inefiable 

I  felt  the  sentiment  of  Being  spread 

0*er  all  that  moves  and  all  that  seemeth  still ; 

0*er  all  that,  lost  beyond  the  reach  of  thought 

And  human  knowledge,  to  the  human  eye 

Invisible,  yet  liveth  to  the  heart ; 

0*er  all  that  leaps  and  runs,  and  shouts  and  sings, 

Or  beats  the  gladsome  air ;  o*er  all  that  glides 

Beneath  the  wave,  yea,  in  the  wave  itself. 

And  mighty  depth  of  waters.     Wonder  not 

If  high  the  transport,  great  the  joy  I  felt. 

Communing  in  this  sort  through  earth  and  heaven 

With  every  form  of  creature,  as  it  looked 

Towards  the  Uncreated  witli  a  countenance 

Of  adoration,  with  an  eye  of  love. 

One  song  they  sang,  and  it  was  audible. 

Most  audible,  then,  when  the  fleshly  ear. 

Overcome  by  humblest  prelude  of  that  strain. 

Forgot  her  functions,  and  slept  undisturbed. 

If  this  be  error,  and  another  faith 
Find  easier  access  to  the  pious  mind. 
Yet  were  I  grossly  destitute  of  all 
Those  human  sentiments  that  make  this  earth 
So  dear,  if  I  should  fail  with  grateful  voice 
To  speak  of  you,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  lakes 
And  sounding  cataracts,  ye  mists  and  winds 
That  dwell  among  the  hills  where  I  was  bom. 
If  in  my  youth  I  have  been  pure  in  heart. 
If,  mingling  with  the  world,  I  am  content 
With  my  own  modest  pleasures,  and  have  lived 
With  God  and  Nature  communing,  removed 
From  little  enmities  and  low  desires. 
The  gift  is  yours ;  if  in  these  times  of  fear. 
This  melancholy  waste  of  hopes  overthrown. 
If,  *mid  indifference  and  apathy. 
And  wicked  exultation  when  good  men 
On  every  side  fall  of^  we  know  not  how. 
To  selfishness,  disguised  in  gentle  names 
Of  peace  and  quiet  and  domestic  love, 
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Yet  mingled  not  unwillingly  with  sneers 
On  visionary  minds;  if,  in  this  time 
Of  dereliction  and  dismay,  I  yet 
Despair  not  of  our  nature,  but  retain 
A  more  than  Roman  confidence,  a  faith 
That  fails  not,  in  all  sorrow  my  support. 
The  blessing  of  my  life ;  the  gifl  is  yours. 
Ye  winds  and  sounding  cataracts!  *fis  yours, 
Ye  mountains !  thine,  O  Nature !    Thou  hast  fed 
My  lofly  speculations;  and  in  thee. 
For  this  uneasy  heart  of  ours,  I  find 
^A  never-failing  principle  of  joy. 
And  purest  passion.  J 

Thou,  my  Friend,  wert  reared 
In  the  great  city,  'mid  far  other  scenes; 
But  we,  by  difi^rent  roads,  at  length  have  gained 
The  self-same  bourne.    And  for  this  cause  to  thee 
I  speak,  unapprehensive  of  cootempty 


The  insinuated  scofiT  of  coward  toogues^ 
And  all  that  silent  language  which  ao  oft 
In  conversation  between  man  and  man 
Blots  from  the  human  countenance  all  tnce 
Of  beauty  and  of  love.    For  thoa  hast  aoogte 
The  truth  in  solitude,  and,  since  the  days 
That  gave  thee  liberty,  full  long  desired 
To  serve  in  Nature's  temple,  thou  hast  been 
The  most  assiduous  of  her  ministers; 
In  many  things  my  brother,  chiefly  here 
In  this  our  deep  devotion. 

Fare  thee  well ! 
Health  and  the  quiet  of  a  healthful  mind 
Attend  thee !  seeking  oft  the  haunts  of  dipq, 
And  yet  more  often  living  with  thyself, 
And  for  thyself,  so  haply  shall  thy  days 
Be  many,  and  a  blessing  to  mankind. 


BOOK    THIRD- 


RESIDENCE  AT  CAMBRIDGE 


It  was  a  dreary  morning  when  the  wheels 
Rolled  over  a  wide  plain  o'erhung  with  clouds. 
And  nothing  cheered  our  way  till  first  we  saw 
The  long-roofed  chapel  of  King's  College  lift 
Turrets  and  pinnacles  in  answering  files, 
Extended  high  above  a  dusky  grove. 

Advancing,  we  espied  upon  the  road 
A  student  clothed  in  gown  and  tassel  led  cap. 
Striding  along  as  if  o'ertasked  by  Time, 
Or  covetous  of  exercise  and  air ; 
He  passed  —  nor  was  I  master  of  my  eyes 
Till  he  was  left  an  arrow's  flight  behind. 
As  near  and  nearer  to  the  spot  we  drew, 
It  seemed  to  suck  us  in  with  an  eddy's  force. 
Onward  we  drove  beneath  the  Castle ;  caught. 
While  crossing  Magdalene  Bridge,  a  glimpse  of  Cam; 
And  at  the  Hoop  alighted,  famous  Inn. 

My  spirit  was  up,  my  thoughts  were  full  of  hope ; 
Some  friends  I  had,  acquaintances  who  there 
Seemed  friends,  poor  simple  school-boys,  now  hung  round 
With  honour  and  importance :  in  a  world 
Of  welcome  faces  up  and  down  I  roved  ; 
Question*",  directions,  warnings  and  advice. 
Flowed  in  upon  me,  from  all  sides;  fresh  day 
Of  pride  and  pleasure !  to  myself  I  seemed 
A  mnn  oi  business  and  expense,  and  went 
From  shop  to  shop  about  my  own  a&iTs, 


To  Tutor  or  to  Tailor,  as  befell. 

From  street  to  street  with  loose  and  carelen  oni  , 

I  was  the  Dreamer,  they  the  Dream ;  I  rMined 
Delighted  through  the  motley  spectacle; 
Gowns  grave,  or  gaudy,  doctors,  students,  street*, 
Courts,  cloisters,  flocks  of  churches,  gateways,  totei* 
Migration  strange  for  a  stripling  of  the  hilld, 
A  northern  villager. 

As  if  the  change 
Had  waited  on  some  Fairy's  wand,  at  once 
Behold  me  rich  in  monies,  and  attired 
In  splendid  garb,  with  hose  of  silk,  and  hair 
Powdered  like  rimy  trees,  when  frost  is  keen. 
My  lordly  dressing-gown,  I  pass  it  by. 
With  other  signs  of  manhood  that  supplied 
The  lack  of  beard.  —  The  weeks  went  roaadlj  flSi 
With  invitations,  suppers,  wine  and  fruit. 
Smooth  housekeeping  within,  and  all  without 
Liberal,  and  suiting  gentleman's  array. 

The  Evangelist  St.  John  my  patron  was : 
Three  Gothic  courts  are  his,  and  in  the  first 
Was  my  abiding-place,  a  nook  obscure; 
Right  underneath,  the  College  kitchens  made 
A  humming  sound,  less  tuneable  than  bees^ 
But  hardly  less  industrious ;  with  shrill  nolet 
O^  «l\&ri^  command  and  scoUing  intennizei 
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ig  Triiiit7*8  loqpacious  clock, 

et  the  qumrtera,  oigbt  or  day, 

iinproclaimed,  and  told  the  hoara 

Rrith  a  male  and  female  voice. 

organ  waa  my  neighbour  too; 

f  pillow,  looking  forth  by  light 

favouring  atara,  I  could  behold 

pel  where  the  alatoe  atood 

with  hia  priam  and  ailent  face, 

index  of  a  mind  for  ever 

rough  atrange  aeas  of  Thought,  alone, 

e  labours,  of  the  Lecturer's  room 

mood,  as  thick  aa  chairs  could  stand, 

tudents  fiiithful  to  their  books, 

f  idlers,  hardy  recusants, 

lonces — of  important  days, 

s  when  the  man  waa  weighed 

Ke !  of  excessive  hopes, 

withal  and  commendable  fears, 

iies,  and  trinmpha  good  or  bad, 

Mt  know  more  speak  as  they  know. 

vas  but  little  aonght  by  me, 

in.    Yet  from  the  first  crude  days 

ime  in  this  untried  abode, 

led  at  times  by  prudent  thoughts, 

lope  without  a  hope,  some  fears 

ture  worldly  maintenance, 

lan  all,  a  strangeness  in  the  mind. 

It  I  waa  not  for  that  hour, 

place.    But  wherefore  be  cast  down  ? 

peak  of  Reason  and  her  pure 

;tB  to  fix  the  moral  law 

conscience,  nor  of  Christian  Hope, 

head  before  her  sister  Faith 

li^htier,)  hither  I  had  come, 

I  Truth,  endowed  with  holy  powera 

s,  whether  to  work  or  feel. 

?  dazzling  show  no  longer  new 

to  dazzle,  ofltimes  did  I  quit 

B,  leave  the  crowd,  buildings  and  groves, 

ed  alone  the  level  fields 

se  lovely  sights  and  sounds  sublime 

1  had  been  conversant,  tlie  mind 

;  but  there  into  herself  returning, 

t  rebound  seemed  fresh  as  heretofore. 

ore  distinctly  recognized 

nstincts :  let  me  dare  to  speak 

iguage,  say  that  now  I  felt 

indent  solaces  were  mine, 

the  injurious  sway  of  place 

mce,  how  far  soever  changed 

to  be  changed  in  manAood^s  prime ; 

w  who  shall  be  called  to  look 

shadows  in  our  evening  years, 

^cursors  to  the  night  of  death. 

ncd,  summoned,  roused,  constrained, 

jniversal  things;  perused 

I  oounteoance  of  earth  and  sfcy : 


Earth,  nowhere  unembelliahed  by  some  trace 

Of  that  first  Paradise  whence  man  waa  driven ; 

And  aky,  whose  beauty  and  bounty  are  expressed 

By  the  proud  name  ahe  bears — the  name  of  Heaven. 

I  called  on  both  to  teach  me  what  they  might ; 

Or  turning  the  mind  in  upon  herself 

Pored,  watched,  expected,  listened,  spread  m^  thoughts 

And  spread  them  with  a  wider  creeping;  fislt 

Incumbencies  more  awfbl,  viaitings 

Of  the  Upholder  of  the  tranquil  soul. 

That  tolerates  the  indignities  of  Time, 

And,  from  the  centre  of  Eternity 

All  finite  motions  overruling,  lives 

In  glory  immutable.    But  peace !  enough 

Here  to  record  that  I  waa  mounting  now 

To  such  community  with  highest  truth  — 

A  track  pursuing,  not  untrod  before. 

From  strict  analogiea  by  thought  supplied 

Or  consciousnesses  not  to  be  subdued. 

To  every  natural  form,  rock,  firuit  or  flower. 

Even  the  loose  stones  that  cover  the  highway, 

I  gave  a  moral  life :  I  aaw  them  feel. 

Or  linked  them  to  some  feeling:  the  great  roast 

Lay  bedded  in  a  quickening  soul,  and  all 

That  I  beheld  respired  with  inward  meaning. 

Add  that  whatever  of  Terror  or  of  Love 

Or  Beauty,  Nature*8  daily  face  put  on 

From  transitory  passion,  unto  this 

I  waa  as  sensitive  as  waters  are 

To  the  8ky*8  influence  in  a  kindred  mood 

Of  passion ;  was  obedient  aa  a  lute 

That  waits  upon  the  touches  of  the  wind. 

Unknown,  unthought  of,  yet  I  waa  most  rich— 

I  had  a  world  about  me  —  *twas  my  own ; 

I  made  it,  for  it  only  lived  to  me, 

And  to  the  God  who  sees  into  the  heart. 

Such  sympathies,  though  rarely,  were  betrayed 

By  outward  gestures  and  by  visible  looks : 

Some  called  it  madness  —  so  indeed  it  was. 

If  childlike  fruitflilness  in  passing  joy 

If  steady  moods  of  thoughtfulness  matured 

To  inspiration,  sort  with  such  a  name ; 

If  prophecy  be  madness;  if  things  viewed 

By  poets  in  old  time,  and  higher  up 

By  the  first  men,  eartirs  first  inhabitants. 

May  in  these  tutored  days  no  more  be  seen 

With  undisordered  sight.     But  leaving  this 

It  was  no  madness,  for  the  bodily  eye 

Amid  my  strongest  workings  evermore 

Was  searching  out  the  lines  of  difference 

As  they  lie  hid  in  all  external  forms. 

Near  or  remote,  minute  or  vast,  an  eye 

Which  from  a  tree,  a  stone,  a  withered  leaf, 

To  the  broad  ocean  and  tlie  axure  heavens 

Spangled  with  kindred  multitudes  of  star?. 

Could  find  no  surfiice  where  its  power  might  sleep; 

Which  spake  perpetual  logic  to  my  soul, 

And  by  an  unrelenting  agency 

Did  bind  my  feelings  even  aa  in  a  cbaia* 
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have  I  retraced  my  life 

Decking  the  maUoa  templw  </  ■  plue 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

told  B  Uls 

So  fenwuBthroagblbe  world!    Tome, 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

bely  may  be  called 

It  w«  ■  goodly  pnMpect:  (br,  id  VMih, 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

Of  gciiiuB,  powbf. 

Though  I  bad  learnt  betimea  to  ataixl  a 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Elf 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

r  my  tlieme  has  been 

That  apells  wemed  on  me  whMi  I  <na  i 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

Not  of  outward  Ihinj^ 

Yet  could  I  only  cleave  U>  aolitade 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

iiJa.  words,  aipns, 

In  lonely  places;  if  k  tfaraog  wm  neu 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

of  my  own  heart 

That  way  1  leaned  by  nature;  lor  mj  1 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

nd  my  youthful  mind. 

Waa  aocUl,  and  loved  idlooM  and  joy. 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

IB  the  miglit  of  aouli, 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

Not  seeking  tho«e  who  might  puuci 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

w  to  there,  ilie  *orld 

My  deeper  pleuurea  (nay,  1  had  not  oi 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

wliere  they  were  Mown. 

Though  not  unused  to  mutter  kawKMiM 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

argument. 

Evi-n  with  myaeir  divided  Nch  deliglit 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

•hich  1  wished  to  touch 

Or  looked  that  way  £«  aa|^  that  migl 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

h.  but  in  the  main 

In  human  language],  ewily  I  ptNed 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

a  reoch  of  worda. 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

within  our  souU 

And  slipped  inln  the  ordioaiy  worki 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

tlii«  1  feel,  and  make 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

nicable  powers ; 

f  ^crmi  there  were  within  my  miml  w 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

y  to  himBGlf. 

Could  never  penetrate,  yet  did  there  ik 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

we  must  quit  thia  theme, 

Want  store  of  leafy  ardour*  where  the 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

ere's  not  a  man 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

known  hia  godlike  hoars, 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

mpire  we  inherit 

^^^^^H 

strength  of  Nature. 

UnproGtAble  talk  at  morning  houn; 
DriAed  about  along  the  streets  and  wal 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

o  a  populous  plain 

Read  hiEily  in  trivial  books,  went  forth 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

rraveller  1  am, 

To  gallop  through  the  couDtry  io  blind 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

iiBclf ;  even  so, 

or  »eti»ele»  horsenMnship,  or  on  the  li 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

eafl  be  prompt 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

ny  honoured  Frlonci ! 

Come  forth,  perhaps  without  one  quiet 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

[I  ever  at  my  side. 

^^^^^1 

y  fainting  atepa. 

Such  was  the  tenor  of  the  aecood  ac 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

when  the  first  delight 

And  yet  not  utterly,     I  could  not  print 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

□in  thiif  novel  show 

Ground  where  the  grass  had  yielded  to 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

urned  into  herself; 

Of  generations  of  illustriouB  men. 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

made  a  change 

Unmoved.     I  could  not  alvraya  lightly 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

re's  outward  ccftt 

Through  the  same  gateways,  sleep  i 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

iuaenaibly. 

slept, 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

tlted  thoughU 

Wake  where  Ihey  waked,  range  that  it 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

lo  empty  noiae 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

;  now  and  then 

Place  also  by  the  aide  of  this  dark  sens 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

frequently  forced  hopes; 

Of  noble  feeling,  that  those  sptriinal  m 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

Bona  1)1  e  growth 

Even  the  great  Newton's  own  ethereal 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

that  impaired 

Swmed  hujnhled  in  those  precincts  the 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

■nplictly,  — Andyet 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

e.    Could  1  behold— 

(Even  like  their  peraona  in  their  portra 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

n  sodden  clay 

With  the  accustomed  garb  of  daily  life 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

b  of  tide, 

Put  on  a  lowly  and  a  touching  grace 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

th  unilelighted  heart. 

Of  more  distinct  humanity,  that  left 

^^^^^^^H 

«  wide  and  fair 
dding-lime 
beauty,  all  at  once 

^^^^^^^1 

Beside  the  pleasant  Mill  of  Trompiai 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

from  the  growth 

1  laughed  with  Chancer  in  the  bawthor 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

could  have  neen  unmoved 

^^1 

ml  of  wild  Qowers 

Of  .moron*  pMn.    AnAJk^tmOm 
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r  tlie  MntM  for  their  Fife  of  Stite— 
enter,  moving  thnrngh  hie  clouded  heaven 
moon's  beentjr  end  the  moon*e  soft  peeot 
im  Brother,  Engliihmui,  and  Friend  1 
Uind  Poet,  who^  in  his  later  day, 
lost  single ;  ottering  odious  truth  — 
beSon,  and  danger's  voice  behind, 
il «- if  the  earth  has  ever  kdged 
soul— I  seemed  to  see  him  here 
jT,  and  in  his  scholar's  dress 
before  me,  yet  a  stripling  youth  — 
better,  with  his  rosy  cheeks 
,  keen  eye,  courageous  look, . 
MNis  step  of  purity  and  pride^^^ 
le  band  of  my  compeers  was  one 
lance  had  slatniied  in  the  very  room 
by  Milton's  name.    O  temperate  Bard ! 
est  that,  for  the  first  time,  seated 
ly  innocent  lodge  and  oratory, 
festive  circle,  I  poured  oat 
,  to  thy  memory  drank,  till  pride 
tude  grew  dixsy  in  a  brain 
cited  by  the  fomes  of  wine 
it  hour,  or  since.    Then,  forth  I  ran 
assembly ;  through  a  length  of  streets, 
icb-like,  to  reach  our  chapel  door 
lesperate  or  op[Mrobriou8  time, 
ig  after  the  importunate  bell 
led,  with  wearisome  CasBandra  voice 
r  haunting  the  dark  winter  night. 
,  O  Friend !  a  moment  to  thy  mind 
i  itself  and  fashion  of  the  rites, 
eless  ostentation  shouldering  up 
ice,  through  the  inferior  throng  I  clove 
ain  Burghers,  who  in  audience  stood 
St  skirts  of  their  permitted  ground, 
i  pealing  organ.     Empty  thoughts! 
lined  of  them :  and  that  great  Bard, 
,  O  Friend !  who  in  thy  ample  mind 
ed  me  high  above  my  best  deserts, 
3rgive  the  weakness  of  that  hour, 
)f  its  unworthy  vanities, 
0  many  more. 

In  this  mixed  sort 
ths  possed  on,  remissly,  not  given  up 
alienation  from  the  right, 
of  open  scandal,  but  in  vague 
i  indifierence,  easy  likings,  aims 
pitch  —  duty  and  zeal  dismissed, 
"e,  or  a  happy  course  of  things 
r  in  their  stead  the  needful  work, 
tory  languidly  revolved,  the  heart 
in  noontide  rest,  the  inner  pulse 
nplation  almost  failed  to  beat 
might  not  inaptly  be  compared 
ting  island,  an  smphibious  spot 
of  spongy  texture,  yet  withal 
ing  a  fiur  foce  of  water  weeds 
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And  pleasant  flowers.*    The  thirst  of  living  praise^ 
Fit  reverence  for  the  glorious  Dead,  the  sight 
Of  those  long  vistas,  sacred  catacombs, 
Where  mighty  mtiM^s  lie  visibly  entombed. 
Have  often  stirred  the  heart  of  youth,  and  bred 
A  fervent  love  of  rigorous  discipline.-* 
Alas !  such  high  emotion  touched  not  me. 
Look  was  there  none  within  these  walls  to  shame 
My  easy  sphrits,  and  discountenance 
Their  light  composure,  &r  less  to  instil 
A  calm  resolve  of  mind,  firmly  addressed 
To  puissant  effiirt^    Nor  was  this  the  blame  •^ 

Of  others  but  my  own;  I  should,  in  truth. 
As  fkr  as  doth  concern  my  single  selC 
Misdeem  most  widely,  lodging  it  elsewhere: 
For  I,  bred  up  'mid  Nsture's  luxuries. 
Was  a  spoiled  child,  end  rambling  like  the  wii4 
As  I  had  done  in  daily  intercourse 
With  thos^  crystalline  rivers,  solemn  heights, 
And  mountains,  ranging  like  a  fowl  of  the  air, 
I  was  ill-tutored  for  captivity ; 
To  quit  my  pleasure,  and,  from  month  to  month, 
Take  up  a  station  calmly  on  the  perch 
Of  sedentary  peace.    Those  lovely  forms 
Had  also  left  less  space  within  my  mind. 
Which,  wrought  upon  instinctively,  had  found 
A  freshness  in  those  objects  of  her  love, 
A  winning  power,  beyond  sll  other  power. 
Not  that  I  slighted  books,  —  that  were  to  lack 
All  sense,  —  but  other  passkms  in  me  ruled, 
Passions  more  fervent,  making  me  less  prompt 
To  in-door  study  than  was  wise  or  well, 
Or  suited  to  those  years.    Yet  I,  though  used  ^    , 
In  mao^isterial  liberty  to  rove, 
Culling  such  flowers  of  learning  as  might  tempt 
A  random  choice,  could  shadow  forth  a  place 
I  (If  now  I  yield  not  to  a  flattering  dream) 
I  Whose  studious  aspect  should  have  bent  me  down 
'  To  instantaneous  service;  should  at  once 
Have  made  me  pay  to  science  and  to  arts 
And  written  lore,  acknowledged  my  liege  lord, 
A  homage  frankly  offered  up^  like  that 
Which  I  had  paid  to  Nature.    Toil  and  pains 
In  this  recess,  by  thoughtful  Fancy  built, 
Should  spread  from  heart  to  heart ;  and  stately  groves^ 
Majestic  edifices,  should  not  want 
A  corresponding  dignity  within. 
The  congregating  temper  that  pervades 
Our  unripe  years,  not  wasted,  should  be  taught 
To  minister  to  works  of  high  attempt— 
Works  which  the  enthusiast  woivld  perform  with  lovei 
Youth  should  be  awed,  religiously  possessed 
With  a  conviction  of  the  power  that  waits 
On  knowledge,  when  sincerely  sought  and  prized 
For  its  own  sake,  on  glory  and  on  praise 
If  but  by  labour  won,  and  fit  to  endure 
The  passing  day ;  should  learn  to  put  aside 

[*  See  oiife,  p.  419.  — H.  R.] 
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til  strip  them  oS  abashed 

When,  in  brlom  um)  naked  cbvnben 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

idfbH  truth 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

lesa;  and  over  all 

Like  cateipillan  eatiog  oat  theii  way 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ty  should  reign. 

In  nlence,  or  with  keen  devooring  na 

^^^^^H 

le  it  what  you  will, 

Not  to  be  tiaekod  or  btfaered.  Prino 
At  matin*  firoxe.  and  couched  at  cnrfr 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

tJiese  thoughts 

Trained  up  through  piety  and  seal  to 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

unry 

Spare  diet,  patient  labour,  and  plain  * 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

I  age  aw  live  in,  then 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

a'mg  free  to  affect 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

r  discipline 

The  Muaes'  modest  nursling*  nndenr 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

in  their  own  esteem  — 

From  their  first  ehildbood:  in  that  gli 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

the  Schools  at  will, 

When  Learning,  like  a  atnnger  cacm 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

God.     Was  ever  known 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

10  pcrsiistB  to  drive 

Peaant  and  king;  when  bqya  and  ja 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

U>  a  pool  diallked  > 

or  ragged  village*  and  craxy  buli^ 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ling  on  days  begun 

Forsook  their  homes,  and  errant  in  tb 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

uctory.     Be  wise. 

or  Patron,  famous  cchool  or  5-ieDdIy  i 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

s.  and,  [ill  Uie  spirit 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

and  youth  be  trained 

From  town  to  town  and  through  wide 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

e,  to  your  belis 

Journeyed  with  ponderou*  fblioa  in  tb 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

'lis  a  sound 

And  olten,  starling  from  some  covert ; 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

e  tranquil  air; 

Suluted  the  chance  comer  on  the  road 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

v  Wing  disgrace 

Crying,  "  An  obolui,  a  penny  give 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

our  English  Church, 

To  a  poor  scholar !"  —  when  illuatrioti 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

molest  village  trees. 

Lovers  of  truth,  by  penury  cooMiaine 

^^^^^^1 

I^cicnce,  tuo,  at  hand 

Buccr,  Erasmus,  or  Melancthon,  reaJ' 
Berore  the  doors  or  window*  of  their  < 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

n  nnnaturnl  taini. 

By  moonshine  through  mere  lack  of  t 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

fnlla  bcneull] 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

B  unknown. 

But  peace  to  vain  regreta !    We  « 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ot,  and  1  cunfi^™. 

Even  when  we  look  behind  uk.  and  be 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

live  hillii  given  Intuo 

Are  not  so  pure  by  niiture  that  they  n 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

I  had  T^i:^  a  pdu 

Must  keep  to  all,  as  fondly  all  believe 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

niing  time, 

Their  highest  promise.     If  the  mirin 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

me.     Oh,  ulmtjoy 

When  at  reluctant  distance  he  hath  p 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ur  cijunlry's  yoiilli 

SiiiMc  tempting  inland,  could  but  knoi 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

irit  Bd  n.iElil  bo 

That  must  have  fallen  upon  him  had  1 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

iiiirval  (fiove. 

His  bark  to  land  upon  the  wished-for 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

es  «-ith  cheerfutni'M  were  filled, 

Good  cause  would  olt  be  his  to  thank 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

arblcd  I'mni  crouds 

Whose  white  belt  scared  him  thence. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Ineiorably  adverse:  for  myself 

^^^^^^1 

III  bcnra&lumporawe; 
eumrc 

I  gricv-e  not;  happy  is  the  gowned  yo 
Wlio  only  mt^es  what  1  miaseii,  who 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

s ;  a  domain 

No  lower  than  I  fell. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ierin;  a  liaunt 

I  did  not  love. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Id  delijrht  to  feed 

Judging  not  ill  perhaps,  the  timid  coo 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

le  Hi";"" 

Of  our  scholastic  studies;  could  have 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

n  liiiiuly  thought 

To  see  the  river  flow  with  ampler  ran 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

If  — Alaa!  .Mas! 

And  freer  pace ;  bnt  more,  far  more,  I 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ly  I  Uiked ; 

To  see  displayed  among  an  eager  few 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

Who  in  the  field  of  contest  perseTere. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

;  Ihi;  inner  heart 

Passions  unworthy  of  youth's  generou 

^^^^^^^ 

impresses  without 

And  mounting  spirit,  pitiably  repaid. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

DilTiTcnt  sight 

From  these  I  turned  to  travel  with  Uu 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

9  «iw  of  old. 

Of  more  unthinking  nature*  easy  mii 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

hin  these  famous  walls 

And  pillowy;  yet  not  wanting  lore  th 

^^1 

Etudioua  life 

The  day  pa-  ligbUy  o".  ^bIT^ 
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ind  the  pledges  interchanged 
1  inner  being  are  forgot 

is  deep  vacatkm  not  given  up 
te.    Hitherto  I  had  stood 
lind  remote  from  soci^  life, 
Q  what  we  commonly  so  name,) 
bepherd  on  a  promontory, 

occupation  looks  ^r  forth 
dless  sea,  and  rather  makes 
hat  he  beholds.    And  sure  it  is, 
t  transit  from  the  smooth  delights 
landish  walks  of  simple  youth, 
r  that  resembles  an  approach 
lan  business,  to  a  privileged  world 
rid,  a  midway  residence 
ntervenient  imagery, 
it  my  visionary  mind, 
lan  to  have  been  bolted  forth, 
)ruptly  into  Fortune*s  way 
onflicts  of  substantial  life ; 
»i  gradation  did  lead  on 
ings;  more  naturally  matured. 
It  possession,  better  fruits, 
j-uth  or  virtue,  to  ensue, 
od,  but  oftener,  I  confess, 

zest  of  ^ncy  did  we  note 
ve  less?)  the  manners  and  the  ways 
>  lived  distinguished  by  the  bodge 
1  report;  or  those  with  whom 
Academic  discipline 
'force  connected,  men  whose  sway 
luthority  of  office  served 
inds  on  edge,  and  did  no  more. 
A'e  rich  pastime  of  this  kind, 
Arhere,  but  chieflv  in  the  rinjr 
I  Elders,  men  unscoured,  grotesiiue 
tricked  out  like  aged  trees 
Qfh  the  lapse  of  their  infirmity 
lace  to  any  random  seed 
to  be  reared  upon  their  trunks. 

y  view,  confronting  vividly 
;rd  swains  whom  I  had  lately  lefl, 
lifferent  aspect  of  old  age ; 
t !  yet  both  distinctly  marked, 
issed  to  catch  the  general  eye, 
es  for  special  use  designed, 
ht  seem,  so  aptly  do  they  serve 
Nature's  book  of  rudiments  — 
)he]d  as  with  maternal  care 
ould  enter  on  her  tender  scheme 
comprehension  with  delight, 
g  playful  with  pathetic  thoughts. 

:es  of  artificial  life 

i  finely  wrought,  the  delicate  race 

orking,  gleaming  up  and  down 

t  state  arras  woven  with  silk  and  gold ; 


This  wily  interchange  of  snaky  hues, 

Willingly  or  unwillingly  revealed, 

I  neither  knew  nor  cared  for ;  and  as  such 

Were  wanting  here,  I  took  what  might  be  fixuid 

Or  less  elaborate  fabric.    At  this  day 

I  smile,  in  many  a  mountain  solitude 

Conjuring  up  scenes  as  obsolete  in  freaks 

Of  character,  in  points  of  wit  as  broad, 

As  aught  by  wooden  images  performed 

For  entertainment  of  the  gaping  crowd 

At  wake  or  ftir.    And  oftentimes  do  flit 

Remembrances  before  me  of  old  men  — 

Old  humourists,  who  have  been  long  in  their  graves^ 

And  having  almost  in  my  mind  put  off 

Their  human  names,  have  into  phantoms  passed 

Of  texture  midway  between  life  and  books. 

I  play  the  loiterer :  *tis  enough  to  note 
That  here  in  dwarf  proportions  were  expressed 
The  limbs  of  the  great  world ;  its  eager  strifes 
Collaterally  portrayed,  as  in  mock  fight, 
A  tournament  of  blows,  some  hardly  dealt 
Though  short  of  mortal  combat ;  and  whatever 
Might  in  this  pageant  be  supposed  to  hit 
An  artless  rustic's  notice,  this  way  less, 
More  that  way,  was  not  wasted  upon  me  — 
And  yet  the  spectacle  may  well  demand 
A  more  substantial  name,  no  mimic  show, 
Itself  a  living  part  of  a  live  whole, 
A  creek  in  the  vast  sea ;  for,  all  degrees 
And  shapes  of  spurious  fame  and  shortplived  praise 
Here  sate  in  state,  and  fed  with  daily  alms 
Retainers  won  away  from  solid  good ; 
And  here  was  Labour,  his  own  bond-slave ;  Hope 
That  never  set  the  pains  against  the  prize ; 
Idleness  halting  with  his  weary  clog, 
And  poor  misguided  Shame,  and  witless  Fear, 
And  simple  Pleasure  foraging  for  Death ; 
Honour  misplaced,  and  Dignity  astray ; 
Feuds,  Actions,  flatteries,  enmity,  and  guile 
Murmuring  submission,  and  bald  government, 
(The  idol  weak  as  the  idolater,) 
And  Decency  and  Custom  starving  Truth, 
And  blind  Authority  beating  witli  his  staff 
The  child  that  might  have  led  him ;  Emptiness 
Followed  as  of  good  omen,  and  meek  Worth 
Lcfl  to  herself  unheard  of  and  unknown. 

Of  these  and  other  kindred  notices 
I  cannot  say  what  portion  is  in  truth 
The  naked  recollection  of  that  time. 
And  what  may  rather  have  been  called  to  life 
By  aflcr-meditation.     But  delight 
That,  in  an  easy  temper  lulled  asleep. 
Is  still  with  Innocence  its  own  reward. 
This  was  not  wanting.    Carelessly  I  roamed 
As  through  a  wide  museum  from  whose  storea 
A  casual  rarity  is  singled  out 
And  has  its  brief  perusal,  then  gives  way 


40S 


WORDSWORTH'S  POBTIOAL  WORKS. 


To  others,  all  Bupplanted  in  their  turn ; 

Till  *mid  this  crowded  neighbourhood  of  things 

That  are  bj  nature  most  unneighbourly, 

The  head  turns  round  and  cannot  right  itself; 

And  though  an  aching  and  a  barren  sense 

Of  gay  confusion  still  be  uppermost. 

With  few  wise  longings  and  but  litttle  love, 


Yet  to  the  memmry  aomething  eleaiM  at  lasi^ 
Whence  profit  may  be  drawn  in  timei  to 


Thus  in  sabmissive  idleneH^  mj  Friend ! 
The  labouring  time  of  autumn,  winter,  flpringf 
Eight  months !  rolled  pleasing] j  away ;  tlie 
Came  and  returned  me  to  my  native  bilk. 


BOOK  FOURTH- 


SUMMER  VACATION. 


BaiGHT  was  the  summer's  noon  when  quickening  steps 
Followed  each  other  till  a  dreary  moor 
Was  crossed,  a  bare  ridge  clomb,  upon  whose  top 
Standing  alone,  as  from  a  rampart's  edge, 
I  overlooked  tlie  bed  of  Windermere, 
Like  a  vast  river  stretching  in  the  sun. 
With  exultation,  at  my  feet  1  saw 
Lake,  islands,  promontories,  gleaming  bays, 
A  universe  of  Nature's  fairest  forms 
Proudly  revealed  with  instantaneous  burst, 
Magnificent,  and  beautiful,  and  gay. 
1  bounded  down  the  hill  shouting  amain 
For  the  old  Ferryman ;  to  the  shout  the  rocks 
Replied,  and  when  the  Charon  of  the  flood 
Had  stayed  his  oars,  and  touched  the  jutting  pier, 
I  did  not  step  into  the  well-known  boat 
Without  a  cordial  greeting.    Thence  with  speed 
Up  the  familiar  hill  I  took  my  way 
\.    I    Towards  that  sweet  Valley  ♦  where  1  had  been  reared ; 
'Twas  but  a  short  hour's  walk,  ere  veering  round 
I  saw  the  snow-white  church  upon  her  hill 
Sit  like  a  throned  Lady,  sending  out 
A  gracious  look  all  over  her  domain. 
Von  azure  smoke  betrays  the  lurking  town; 
With  eager  footsteps  I  advance  and  reach 
The  cottage  threshold  where  my  journey  closed. 
Glad  welcome  had  I,  with  some  tears,  perhaps. 
From  my  old  Dame,  so  kind  and  motherly, 
While  she  perused  me  with  a  parent's  pride. 
The  thoughts  of  gratitude  shall  fall  like  dew 
Upon  thy  grave,  good  creature !     While  my  heart 
Can  beat  never  will  I  forget  thy  name. 
Heaven's  blessing  be  upon  thee  where  thou  liest 
Afler  thy  innocent  and  busy  stir 
In  narrow  cares,  thy  little  daily  growth 
Of  calm  enjoyments,  afler  eighty  years, 
And  more  than  eighty,  of  untroubled  life, 
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Childless,  yet  by  the  strangers  to  thy  Mood 
Honoured  with  little  less  than  filial  knre. 
What  joy  was  mine  to  see  thee  once  again, 
Thee  and  thy  dwelling,  and  a  crowd  of  things 
About  its  narrow  precincts  all  beloved. 
And  many  of  them  seeming  yet  my  own! 
Why  should  I  speak  of  what  a  thoiisand  beartt 
Have  felt,  and  every  man  alive  can  guess! 
The  rooms,  the  court,  the  garden  were  not  left 
Long  unsaluted,  nor  the  sunny  seat 
Round  the  stone  table  under  the  dark  pine^ 
Friendly  to  studious  or  to  festive  hours ; 
Nor  that  unruly  child  of  mountain  birth. 
The  famous  brook,  who,  soon  as  he  was  boied 
Within  our  garden,  found  himself  at  once. 
As  if  by  trick  insidious  and  unkind. 
Stripped  of  his  voice  and  lefl  to  dimple  down 
(Without  an  efiurt  and  without  a  will) 
A  channel  paved  by  man's  oflicious  care. 
I  looked  at  him  and  smiled,  and  smiled  agato. 
And  in  the  press  of  twenty  thousand  thoughts 
"  Ha,'*  quotli  I,  "  pretty  prisoner,  are  you  there  T 
Well  might  sarcastic  Fancy  then  have  wki^Kftii 
**  An  emblem  here  belkold  of  thy  own  life ; 
In  its  late  course  of  even  days  with  all 
Their  Hmooth  cnthralment  ;'*  but  the  heart  was  fd 
Too  full  fur  that  reproach.    My  aged  Dame 
Walked  proudly  at  my  side:  she  guided  me; 
I  willinor,  nay  —  nay,  wishing  to  be  led. 
—  The  face  of  every  neighbour  whom  I  met 
Was  like  a  volume  to  me ;  some  were  bailed 
Upon  the  road,  some  busy  at  their  work. 
Unceremonious  greetings  intnrchanged 
With  half  the  length  of  a  long  field  betweea 
Among  my  schoolfellows  I  scattered  round 
Like  recognitions,  but  with  some  coostraiat 
Attended,  doubtless,  with  a  little  pride. 
But  with  more  shame,  for  my  babilimeota^ 
The  transformation  wrought  by  gay  attim 
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ightfld  did  I  ttlw  my  pbot 

Miie  teU«:  and,  dear  Friend  I 

ifour  timpljr  to  relaia 

toiy,  uwy  I  leave  nntold 

ilneee  with  which  I  kid  me  down 

tomed  bed,  moce  wdoome  now 

n  if  it  had  been  more  toired 

PB  often  thought  of  with  regret; 

bed  whence  I  had  heard  the  wind 

e  imm  beet  hardy  where  I  eo  oft 

rake  on  aammer  nighta  to  watch 

D  Bfdendoor  couched  among  the  leavet 

h,  that  near  our  cottage  stood ; 

d  her  with  fixed  eyes  while  to  and  iro 

saromit  of  the  waring  tree 

with  every  impulse  of  the  breeze. 

le  favourites  whom  it  pleased  roe  well 
D,  was  one  by  ancient  right 
,  a  rough  terrier  of  the  hills ; 
I  call  of  nature  pre-ordained 

badger  and  unearth  the  fox. 
impervious  crags,  but  having  been 

our  own  adopted,  he  had  passed 
er  service.    And  when  first 
spirit  flagged,  and  day  by  day 
eins  I  kindled  with  the  stir, 
tation,  and  the  vernal  heat 
fleeting  private  shades 

Lover,  then  this  dog  was  used 
le,  an  attendant  and  a  friend, 
to  my  steps  early  and  late, 
m  of  soch  diUtory  walk 
uneasy  at  the  halts  I  made, 
times  when,  roving  high  and  low, 

harassed  with  the  toil  of  verse, 

and  little  progress,  and  at  once 
r  Image  in  the  song  rose  up 
,  like  Venus  rising  from  the  sea ; 
I  darted  forwards  to  let  loose 
xm  bis  back  with  stormy  joy, 
lim  again  and  yet  again. 
Lt  evening  on  the  public  way  i     , 
.  like  a  river  murmuring         |.   (^ 
r  to  itself  when  all  things  else 
e  creature  trotted  on  before ; 
is  custom ;  but  whene'er  he  met 
r  approaching,  he  would  turn 

timely  notice,  and  straightway, 
'  that  admonishment,  I  hushed 
composed  my  gait,  and,  with  the  air 
'f  one  whose  thoughts  are  free,  advanced 
I  take  a  greeting  that  might  save 
om  piteous  rumours,  such  as  wait 
ipected  to  be  crazed  in  brain. 

ilks  well  worthy  to  be  prized  and  loved  f— 
-*that  word,  too,  was  on  my  tongue,    / 
ere  richly  laden  with  all  good,      .         > 
be  vMDtmbered  but  with  thanka 
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And  gratitude,  and  perfect  joy  of  heart  «- 

Those  walks  in  all  their  freshness  now  came  back 

Like  a  returning  Spring.    When  first  I  made 

Once  more  the  circuit  of  our  little  lake, 

If  ever  happiness  hath  lodged  with  man, 

That  day  consummate  happiness  waa  mine, 

Wide^q>reading,  steady,  calm,  contemplative. 

The  sun  was  set,  or  setting,  when  I  left 

Our  cottage  door,  and  evening  soon  brought  on 

A  sober  hour,  not  winning  or  serene, 

For  cold  and  raw  the  air  was^  and  untuned ; 

But  as  a  face  we  love  is  sweetest  then 

When  sorrow  damps  it,  or,  whatevw  look 

It  chance  to  wear,  is  sweetest  if  the  heart 

Have  fulness  in  herself;  even  so  with  me 

It  fiired  that  evening.    Gkntly  did  my  soul 

Put  off  her  veil,  and,  self-tnnsmuted,  stood 

Naked,  as  in  the  presence  of  her  God. 

While  on  I  walked,  a  comfort  seemed  to  touch 

A  heart  that  had  not  been  disconsolate : 

Strength  came  where  weakness  was  not  known  to 

At  least  not  felt ;  and  restoration  came 

Like  an  intruder  knocking  at  the  door 

Of  unacknowledged  weariness.    I  took 

The  balance,  and  with  firm  hand  weighed  myself 

—  Of  that  external  scene  which  round  me  lay. 

Little,  in  this  abstraction,  did  I  see ; 

Remembered  less;  but  I  hsd  inward  hopes 

And  swellings  of  the  spirit,  was  rapt  and  sbothed. 

Conversed  with  promises,  had  glimmering  views 

How  life  pervades  the  undecaying  mind ; 

How  the  immortal  soul  with  Godlike  power 

Informs,  creates,  and  tliaws  the  deepest  sleep 

That  time  can  lay  upon  her ;  how  on  earth, 

Man,  if  he  do  but  live  within  the  light 

Of  high  endeavours,  daily  spreads  abroad 

His  being  armed  with  strength  that  cannot  (kil. 

Nor  wss  there  want  of  milder  thoughts,  of  love 

Of  innocence,  and  holiday  repose ; 

And  more  than  pastoral  quiet,  'mid  the  stir 

Of  boldest  projects,  and  a  peaceful  end 

At  last,  or  glorious,  by  endurance  won. 

Thus  musing,  in  a  wood  I  sat  me  down 

Alone,  continuing  there  to  muse :  the  slopes 

And  heights  meanwhile  were  slowly  overspread 

With  darkness,  and  before  a  rippling  breeze 

The  long  lake  lengthened  out  its  huary  line. 

And  in  the  sheltered  coppice  where  I  sat. 

Around  me  from  among  the  hazel  leaves. 

Now  here,  now  there,  moved  by  tlie  straggling  wind. 

Came  ever  and  anon  a  breath-like  sound. 

Quick  as  the  pantings  of  the  faithful  dog. 

The  ofl*  and  on  companion  of  my  walk ; 

And  such,  at  times,  believing  them  to  be, 

I  turned  my  head  to  look  if  he  were  there ; 

Then  into  solemn  thought  I  passed  once  more. 


A  freshness  also  found  I  at  this  time 
In  human  Life,  the  daily  life  of  those 
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I  loved; 

Hod  come  among  thwe  objects  ber 

leil  tnc  with  surprise 

Wore,  in  the  main,  of  mood  lesi  te 

I  the  iieot  (if  sprinf 

Deep,  gloomy  were  they,  and  sevei 

lice.     For  (to  omit 

ruml  solituile, 

Enlhusiafilic,  lo  delight  and  hope. 

ch  was  known  to  all. 

1  youthful  mind 

boH'cr  or  aunny  nook, 

Of  B  elow-moving  boat,  upon  the  b 

ispd  to  Hit  alone. 

Of  a  itill  water,  solacing  himself 

babes  whom  I  hsd  left 

With  such  diecoveries  as  his  eye  e 

>M  Bt  the  feet 

Bcnealh  him  in  the  botiom  of  the 

ottering  up  and  down ; 

Sees  many  beauteous  sighu  —  vet 

:  bcBUty,  lilched  tvnj 

Grola,  pebbles,  roots  of  trees,  and 

miees,  was  goaf) 

Yet  oflen  is  perplexed  ind  cannot 

I »y mate's  homely  cheek. 

The  shadow  from  the  substance,  rt 

jf  B  subtler  sense, 

Of  the  clear  flood,  from  tilings  whi 

WBH  moved  to  Biniles 

In  their  true  dwelling;  now  iacrw 

of  humour  breeds: 

And  wavering  motioiia  seat  he  koa 

iple  now  observed 

Impediments  that  make  his  task  to 

;  with  another  eye 

Such  ptensant  office  have  we  long 

1  in  [he  woods, 

.,11a.     With  new  delight, 

With  like  succes,  nor  otlen  have  i 

ly  grey-haired  Damei 

Shnpes  fcirer  or  less  doubtfully  diH 

ch  or  otiior  work 

Than  these  lo  which  the  tale,  indu 

iiumenlal  t/im ; 

Would  now  direct  thy  notice.    Ye 

bonnet  of  the  like.) 

Of  pleasure  won  and  knowledge  n 

h  Cavaliere 

There  was  an  inner  falling  off—  I 

smooth  domestic  life. 

Loved  deeply  all  Uiat  had  been  lovi 

itJelude, 

More  deeply  even  than  ever :  but  i 

leiised  me;  and  no  less 

Of  heady  schemes  jostling  each  ol 

.■  BtresiJ.  of  piety 

And  feast  and  dance,  and  public  re 

^B  freGJicrcourac; 

And  sports  and  games  (loo  gratefli 

now  I  m«  her  read 

Yet  in  themselves  less  grateful  I  b 

afternonnn, 

Than  ae  Ihey  were  a  bad^re  glossy 

ri  sho  had  dropped  asleep 

for  her  head. 

To  lure  my  mind  from  firm  habitui 

r  to  have  felt, 

And  damp  those  yearnings  which  h 

Ihis  time. 

A  wild,  unworldly-minded  youth,  j 

>ul  my  lovB 

To  his  oivn  eager  thouglm.    Ii  vtn 

baolute  wealth 

Some  skill,  and  longer  time  than  n 

;and  no  more: 

To  paint  these  vaniliea,  and  how  tl 

aa  a  hlcesed  Bpirit 

In  haunts  where  they,  till  now,  liac 

dwell  on  eaith, 

It  seemed  the  very  garmenls  that  i 

Imppiucsa. 

Preyed  on  my  strength,  and  itoppe 

nil'  oiher  ihoughts 

Of  self-forgetfulness. 

II  or  rpgret. 

Yes,  that  het 

,roadfnroitd«ide: 

Of  trivial  pleasiirea  was  a  poor  exc 

i^harpil  it,  and  the  broohs, 

For  books  and  nature  at  that  early 

wBeenintlieiroIdhauuta  — 

'Tis  true,  some  casual  knowledge  i 

"er  the  southern  crags. 

Of  character  or  life ;  but  al  that  tii 

hoRc  fair  Seven, 

Of  mnnners  put  to  schon!  1  took  so 

itlle  child, 

And  bII  my  deeper  passions  luy  els- 

oved  star ! 

Far  betler  had  it  been  to  eialt  the 

irtolily, 

By  Balitary  study,  to  uphold 

iie  world  of  death 

- 
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br  clMtflinaMit  of  tlioto  logrvtii 
jiy  of  one  pArtieakr  boar 
rite  up  tfimBt  me.    *Mid  a  throng 
and  TOOtH  M  mvit  and  matronf  ataid, 
of  all  tomper%  I  had  paaMd 
;  in  daDcinft  gaiety*  and  mirtli, 
of  UMtnusentB  and  thoflling  feet, 
nog  hnns  and  tapeiB  glittering, 
ned  prattle  flying  up  and  down ; 
on  the  atretch,  and  here  and  there 
ckfl  of  young  love-liking  interipersed, 
inrient  pleaaure  nxmnted  to  the  head, 
ed  through  the  veina.    fire  we  retired, 
had  crowed,  and  now  the  eastern  sky 
ling,  not  unseen,  ftom  humble  copse 
field,  through  which  the  pathway  wound, 
>ward  led  my  stepsL    Magnificent 
ing  rose,  in  memoiable  pomp, 
18  e*er  I  had  beheld  — in  front, 
&y  laughing  at  a  distance;  near, 
mountains  shone,  bright  as  the  ck>ods^ 
stured,  drenched  in  empyrean  light; 
e  meadows  and  the  bwer  grounds 
he  sweetness  of  a  common  dawn  — • 
jKNifs,  and  the  melody  of  birds, 
aers  going  forth  to  till  the  fields, 
led  I  say,  dear  Friend !  that  to  the  bri 
was  fiiil ;  I  made  no  vows,  but  vows 
n  made  for  me ;  hood  unknown  to  roe 
n,  that  I  should  be,  else  sinning  greatl, 
ed  Spirit    On  I  walked 
il  blessedness,  which  yet  survives. 

>  rendezvous !     My  mind  was  at  that  time 

•loared  show  of  grave  and  ^y, 

light,  shortsighted  and  protbund ; 

iderate  habits  and  sedate, 

^  in  one  mansion  unreproved. 

1 1  knew  of  powers  that  I  poBscssed, 

lighted  and  too  oft  misused.     Besides, 

mer,  swarming  as  it  did  with  thoughts 

and  idle,  lacked  not  intervals 

lly  from  the  frown  of  fleeting  Time 

nd  the  mind  experienced  in  herself 

y  as  just  as  that  of  old 

d  and  written  spirit  of  God's  works, 

held  forth  in  Nature  or  in  Man, 

pregnant  vision,  separate  or  conjoined. 


from  our  better  selves  we  have  too  long 
ed  by  the  hurrying  world,  and  droop, 
s  business,  of  its  pleasure  tired, 
ious,  how  benign,  is  Solitude ; 
ot  a  mere  image  of  her  sway ; 
nt  when  impressed  upon  the  mind 
ippropriate  human  centre  —  hermit, 
he  bosom  of  the  wilderness ; 
1  vast  cathedral,  where  no  foot 


/ 
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Is  treading,  where  no  other  fkee  is  aeen) 
Kneeling  at  pnyers ;  or  watchman  on  the  top 

I  Of  lighthouse,  beaten  by  Atlantic  waves; 
Or  as  the  soul  of  that  great  P6wer  is  met 
Sometimes  embodied  on  a  public  road, 

I  When,  for  the  night  deserted,  it  assumes 
A  character  of  quiet  more  profound 
Than  pathless  wastes. 

Once,  when  those  summer  mootfaa 
Were  flown,  and  autumn  brought  its  annual  ahow 
Of  oara  with  oars  contending,  sails  with  sails^ 
Upon  Winander*s  spackws  breast,  it  chanced 
That  —  after  I  had  left  a  flower-decked  room 
(Whose  in-door  pastime,  lighted  op,  survived 
To  a  late  hour),  and  spirits  overwrought 
Were  making  night  do  penance  for.  a  day 
Spent  in  a  round  of  strenuous  idleness — 
My  homeward  course  led  up  a  long  ascent. 
Where  the  road*s  watery  surface,  to  the  top 
Of  that  sharp  rising,  glittered  to  the  moon 
And  bore  the  semblance  of  another  stream 
Stealing  with  silent  lapse  to  join  the  brook 
That  murmured  in  the  vale.    All  else  was  still ; 
No  living  thing  appeared  in  earth  or  air. 
And,  save  the  flowing  water*s  peaceful  voice, 
Sound  there  was  none  ~- but,  lo!  an  uncouth  shapi^ 
Shown  by  a  sudden  turning  of  the  road, 
So  near  that,  slipping  back  into  the  ahni^ 
Of  a  thick  hawthorn,  I  could  mark  him  we|l. 
Myself  unseen.    He  was  of  stature  tall, 
A  span  above  man*s  common  measure,  tall, 
Stif!l  lank,  and  upright;  a  more  meagre  man 
Was  never  seen  before  by  ni||rht  or  day. 
Long  were  his  arms,  pallid  his  hands;  his  mouth 
I/x>kcd  ghastly  in  the  moonlight :  from  behind, 
A  mile-stone  propped  hini ;  I  could  al80  ken 
That  he  was  clothed  in  military  garb, 
Thousfh  ihded,  yet  entire.     Companionless, 
No  dog  attend inir,  by  no  stafl^  sustained, 
He  stood,  and  in  his  very  dress  appeared 
A  desolation,  a  simplicity, 
To  which  the  trappiniTH  of  a  gnw\y  world 
Make  a  strange  back-ground.     From  his  lips,  ere  long, 

,  Issued  low  muttered  sounds,  as  if  of  pain 

!  Or  some  uneasy  thougfht;  yet  still  his  form 
Kept  the  same  awful  steadiness  —  at  his  feet 

I  His  shadow  lay,  and  moved  not.     From  self-blame 
i  Not  wholly  free,  I  watched  him  thus :  at  length 

Subduing  my  heart's  specious  cowardice, 

I I  left  tlie  shady  nook  where  I  liad  stood 

!  And  hailed  him.     Slowly  from  his  resting-place 
>  He  rose,  and  with  a  lean  and  wasted  arm 
'  In  measured  gesture  lifted  to  his  head 

Returned  my  salutation ;  then  resumed 

His  station  as  before :  and  when  I  asked 

His  history,  the  veteran,  in  reply, 
j  Was  neither  slow  nor  eager;  but,  unmoved, 
'  And  with  a  quiet,  uncomplaining  voice, 

A  stately  air  of  mild  indifllbrence, 
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Tie  told  in  few  plain  words  a  soldier's  tale  — 

That  in  the  Tropic  Islands  he  had  served, 

Whence  he  had  landed  scarcely  three  weeks  past; 

That  on  his  landing  he  had  been  disroissedt 

And  now  was  travelling  towards  his  native  home. 

This  heard,  I  said,  in  pitj,  ^  Come  with  me.** 

He  stooped,  and  straightway  from  the  ground  took  op 

An  oaken  staff  by  me  yet  unobserved  — 

A  staff  which  must  have  dropped  from  his  slack  hand 

And  lay  till  now  neglected  in  the  grass. 

Though  weak  his  step  and  cautious,  he  appeared 

To  travel  without  pain,  and  I  beheld, 

With  an  astonishment  but  ill-suppressed. 

His  ghostly  figure  moving  at  my  side ; 

Nor  could  I,  while  we  journeyed  thus,  forbear 

To  turn  from  preseqt  hardships  to  the  past, 

And  speak  of  war,  battle,  and  pestilence. 

Sprinkling  this  talk  with  questions,  better  spared. 

On  what  he  might  himself  have  seen  or  felt 

He  all  the  while  was  in  demeanour  calm, 

Concise  in  answer ;  solemn  and  sublime 

He  might  have  seemed,  but  that  in  all  he  said 

There  was  a  strange  half-absence,  as  of  one 

Knowing  too  well  the  importance  of  his  theme, 

But  feeling  it  no  longer.    Our  discourse 


Soon  ended,  and  together  on  we 

In  silence  through  a  wood  gloomy  and  atill. 

Up-turning,  then,  along  an  open  field. 

We  reached  a  cottage.    At  the  door  I  knocked, 

And  earnestly  to  chaVitable  care 

Commended  him  as  a  poor  friendless  man. 

Belated  and  by  sickness  overcome. 

Assured  that  now  the  traveller  would  repoat 

In  comfort,  I  entreated  that  henceforth 

He  would  not  linger  in  the  pablk:  ways, 

But  ask  for  timely  furtherance  and  help 

Such  as  his  state  required.    At  this  reprooC 

With  the  same  ghastly  mildness  in  his  look. 

He  said,  **  My  trust  is  in  the  God  of  Heaven, 

And  in  the  eye  of  him  who  peases  me  !** 

The  cottage  door  was  speedily  nnbarrsd. 
And  now  the  soldier  touched  bis  hat  once  mora 
With  his  lean  hand,  and  in  a  faltering  voice, 
Whose  tone  bespake  reviving  interests 
Till  then  unfelt,  he  thanked  me;  I  retnmed 
The  ftirewell  blessing  of  the  patient  man. 
And  so  we  parted.     Back  I  cast  a  look. 
And  lingered  near  the  door  a  little  space. 
Then  sought  with  quiet  heart  my  distant  booM. 
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Whsr  Contemplation,  like  the  night-calm  felt 

Through  earth  and  sky,  spreads  widely,  and  sends  deep 

Into  the  soul  its  tranquillizing  power. 

Even  then  I  sometimes  grieve  for  thee,  O  Man, 

Earth's  paramount  Creature !  not  so  much  for  woes 

That  thou  endurest;  heavy  though  that  weight  be, 

Cloud-like  it  mounts,  or  touched  with  light  divine 

Doth  melt  away;  but  for  those  palms  achieved, 

Through  length  of  time,  by  patient  exercise 

Of  study  and  hard  thought ;  there,  there,  it  is 

That  sadness  finds  its  fuel.    Hitherto, 

In  progress  through  this  Verse,  my  mind  hath  looked 

Upon  the  speaking  face  of  earth  and  heaven 

As  her  prime  teacher,  intercourse  with  man 

Established  by  the  sovereign  Intellect, 

Who  through  that  bodily  image  hath  diffused. 

As  might  appear  to  the  eye  of  fleeting  time, 

A  deathless  spirit.     Thou  also,  man !  hast  wrought. 

For  commerce  of  thy  nature  with  herself, 

Things  that  aspire  to  unconquerable  life ;    ■ 

And  yet  we  feel  —  we  cannot  choose  but  feel  — 

TbAt  they  must  perbh.    Tremblings  of  the  heart 


It  gives,  to  think  our  immortal  being 
No  more  shall  need  such  garments;  and  jret  mu, 
As  long  as  he  shall  be  the  child  of  earth. 
Might  almost  **  weep  to  have**  what  he  may  kMb 
Nor  be  himself  extinguished,  but  survive. 
Abject,  depressed,  forlorn,  disconsolate. 
A  thought  is  with  me  sometimes,  and  I  say,— 
Should  the  whole  frame  of  earth  by  inward  thns> 
Be  wrenched,  or  fire  come  down  from  far  to  leoitk 
Her  pleasant  habitations,  and  dry  uo 
Old  Ocean,  in  his  bed  left  singed  am?  bare. 
Yet  would  the  living  Presence  still  subsist 
Victorious,  and  composure  would  ensue. 
And  kindlings  like  the  rooming —  presage 
Of  day  returning  and  of  life  revived. 
But  all  the  meditations  of  mankind. 
Yea,  all  the  adamantine  holds  of  truth 
By  reason  built,  or  passion,  which  itself 
Is  highest  reason  in  a  soul  sublime; 
The  consecrated  works  of  Bard  and 
Sensuous  or  intellectual,  wrought  by 
1  Twin  labourers  and  heirs  of  the 
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1  they  be!    Oh !  why  hath  not  the  Mind 
kt  to  •tamp  her  image  on 
oewbat  neaxer  to  her  ownl 
with  such  powen  to  send  abroad 
ost  it  lodge  in  ihruiee  80  ftaU  1 

vhen  (rem  my  lipB  a  like  complaint 
I  presence  of  a  etodioaa  ftiend« 
lile  made  answer,  that  in  truth 
far  to  seek  diaqoietode ; 
ont  of  his  reproof  confcssod 
self  had  oftentimes  given  way 
auntings.    Whereupon  I  tbk), 
the  stillness  of  a  summer's  noon, 
seated  in  a  rocky  cave, 
de,  perusing,  so  it  chanced, 
bistory  of  the  errant  knight 
Cervantes,  these  same  thoughts 
d  to  height  unusual  rose, 
sly  I  sate,  and,  having  closed 
d  turned  my  eyes  toward  the  wide  sea. 
id  geometric  truth, 
^h  privilege  of  lasting  life, 
imal  injury  exempt, 
n  these  chiefly :  and  at  length 
ielding  to  the  sultry  air, 
me,  and  I  passed  into  a  dream, 
me  stretched  a  boundless  plain 
Idemess,  all  black  and  void, 
ked  around,  distress  and  fear 
ng  over  me,  when  at  my  side, 
side,  an  uncouth  shape  appeared 
edary,  mounted  high, 
n  Arab  of  the  Bedouin  tribes : 
ore,  and  underneath  one  arm 
in  tbe  opposite  hand  a  shell 
ing  brightness.    At  the  sight 
ced,  not  doubting  but  a  guide 
,  one  who  with  unerring  skill 
^h  the  desert  lead  me ;  and  while  yet 
looked,  self-questioned  what  this  freight 
ew-comcr  carried  through  the  waste 
the  Arab  told  me  that  the  stone 
n  the  language  of  the  dream) 
I's  Elements ;"  and  "  This,"  said  he, 
g  of  more  worth ;"  and  at  the  word 
th  the  shell,  so  beautiful  in  shape, 
'esplendent,  with  command 
i  hold  it  to  my  ear.     I  did  so, 
lat  instant  in  an  unknown  tongue, 
understood,  articulate  sounds, 
etic  blast  of  harmony ; 
assion  uttered,  which  foretold 
o  the  children  of  the  earth 
ow  at  hand    No  sooner  ceased 
in  the  Arab  with  calm  look  declared 
Id  come  to  pass  of  which  the  voice 
rewaming,  and  that  he  himself 
Mn  to  bury  those  two  books: 
ZS 


The  one  that  heU  acqnaintanoe  with  tha  slart, 
And  wedded  soul  to  soul  in  purest  bond 
Of  reason,  undisturbed  by  space  or  time ; 
The  other  that  was  a  god,  yea  many  gods, 
Had  voices  more  than  all  the  winds,  with  power 
To  exhilarate  the  spirit,  and  to  soothe. 
Through  every  clime,  the  heart  of  human  kind. 
While  this  was  uttering,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
I  wondered  not,  although  I  plainly  saw 
The  one  to  be  a  stone,  the  other  a  ^ell ; 
Nor  doubted  once  but  that  they  both  were  hooka, 
Having  a  perfect  ikith  in  all  that  passed. 
\  Far  stronger,  now,  grew  the  desire  I  felt 
,  To  cleave  unto  this  man ;  but  when  I  prayed 
i  To  share  his  enterprise,  he  hurried  on 
Reckless  of  me:  I  followed,  not  unseen. 
For  oftentimes  he  cast  a  backward  look. 
Grasping  his  twofbld  treasure.  —  Lance  in  rest. 
He  rode,  I  keeping  pace  with  him ;  and  now 
He,  to  my  fancy,  had  become  the  knight 
Whose  tale  Cervantes  tells ;  yet  not  the  knight. 
But  was  an  Arab  of  the  desert  too; 
Of  these  was  neither,  and  was  both  at  once. 
His  countenance,  meanwhile,  grew  more  disturbed ; 
And,  looking  backwards  when  he  looked,  mine  oyea 
Saw,  over  half  the  wilderness  diflhsed, 
A  bed  of  glittering  light:  I  asked  the  cause : 
•'  It  is,"  said  he,  ••  the  waters  of  the  dettT 
Gathering  upon  us;"  quickening  then  tfe  pace 
Of  the  unwieldy  creature  he  bestrode, 
He  left  me :  I  called  after  him  aloud ; 
He  heeded  not ;  but  with  his  twofbld  charge 
Still  in  his  grasp,  before  me,  ftill  in  view, 
Went  hurrying  o'er  the  illimitable  waste. 
With  the  fleet  waters  of  a  drowning  world 
.  In  chase  of  him ;  whereat  I  waked  in  terror, 
I  And  saw  the  sea  before  me,  and  the  book, 
I  In  which  I  had  been  resding,  at  my  side. 

Full  often,  taking  fhmi  the  world  of  sleep 
This  Arab  phantom,  which  I  thus  beheld, 
This  semi-Quixote,  I  to  him  have  given 

'  A  substance,  fiincied  him  a  livmg  man, 

,  A  gentle  dweller  in  the  desert,  crazed 
By  love  and  feeling,  and  internal  thought 
Protracted  among  endless  solitudes ; 
Have  shaped  him  wandering  upon  this  quest! 
Nor  have  I  pitied  him ;  but  rather  felt 
Reverence  was  due  to  a  being  thus  employed ; 
And  thought  that,  in  tlie  blind  and  awflil  lair 
Of  such  a  madness,  reason  did  lie  couched. 
Enow  there  ere  on  earth  to  take  in  charge 

,  Their  wives,  tlieir  children,  and  tlieir  virgin  loves^ 
Or  whatJioever  else  the  heart  liolds  dear; 

,  Enow  to  Htir  fur  these;  yea,  will  f  say 

,  Cof  Item  plating  in  soberness  the  af>prrjsch 

I  Of  an  event  m)  dire,  by  signs  in  earth 

,  Or  h'Avefi  msde  manifest,  tliat  f  could  sliars 

I  That  nrkaniac's  fond  anxiety,  and  go 
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nttmes  at  leait 

Their  benedictioo;  ipMk  of  tliem  u  P< 

^^^^^^^^^H 

rancement  overcome, 

For  ever  lo  be  halbwod ;  only  leM, 

^^^^^^^^^H 

uine  in  my  hsnd, 

For  what  we  are  and  what  we  may  bee 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

la  mortal  verse, 

Than  Nature'-  self,  which  ia  the  bretlt 

^^^^^^^1 

bourera  divine  t 

Or  His  pure  Word  by  mirMU  mealed 

^^^^^^^1 

eed,  muai  be  ilie  power 

Rarely  and  with  reluctaDce  would  I 

^^^^^^^^^H 

could  thus  so  long 

To  tranaitory  theme* ;  yet  I  rejwce, 

^^^^^^^^^H 

of  other  guide* 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Thanks  with  uplifted  heut,  th«t  I  m* 

^^^^^^^^^H 

ng  inftncj ; 

Safe  from  an  evil  wbich  lh«!  days  biv 

^^^^^^^^^H 

Jing  childhood  even. 

Upon  the  children  of  the  Ufld,  i  pest 

^^^^^^^^^H 

back  BiniHig  those  days. 

That  mig'ht  have  dried  Die  up,  body  am 

^^^^^^^^^H 

ii  ingmte's  p«rti 

This  verse  is  dedicate  to  Nature's  selC 

^^^^^^^^^H 

e  nwde  those  bowers  resound, 

And  things  that  teach  as  Natuto  teacbi 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

of  Ihankfulness 

Oh !  where  had  been  the  Man,  the  Fm 

^^^^^^^^^H 

easoiolodiee;  &t  leut 

Wher«  had  wa  been,  we  two,  beloved  1 

^^^^^^^^^H 

med  me  to  repeat 

^^^^^^^^^H 

lale,  to  tell  again. 

In  lieu  of  wandering,  as  we  did,  thral( 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

eet  verse,  aome  tale 

^^^^^^^^^H 

en,  and  sootbea  me  now. 

Of  Fancy,  happy  pastures  mnged  at  « 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

her  of  my  soul. 

We  had  been  followed,  hourly  watched 

^^^^^^^^^H 

lias  along  untouched 

Each  in  his  several  melancholy  walk 

^^^^^^^^^H 

Yei  wherefore  speali! 

Stringed  like  a  poor  dud's  heifer  ai  in 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Eak  worda  lo  say 

I*d  through  the  lanea  in  forlorn  serviti 

^^^^^^^^^H 

in  the  hearts 

Or  rather  like  a  italled  oz  debarred 

^^^^^^^^^H 

ATbai  in  the  palh  of  all 

From  touch  of  growing  gnus,  thai  Diaj 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

gne  of  every  child. 

A  dower  till  it  have  yielded  op  its  swe 

^^^^^^^^^H 

^    The  trickling  Uar 

A  prelibalion  to  the  mower's  scythe. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

log  [o^cy 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

uperable  look 

Bshold  the  parent  hen  amid  her  brao 

^^^^^1 

er  could  be  full. 

Though  fledged  and  feathared,  and  wel 
And  straggle  from  her  presence,  etiU  a 

^^^^^^^^^H 

ory  I  shall  leave 

And  she  herself  from  the  maternal  boa 

^^^^^^^^^H 

over  elee  of  power 

Still  undischarged ;  yet  doth  she  little 

^^^^^1 

lered  thus,  may  be 
liat  remain 

'i'han  move  with  them  in  tendemeas  an 
A  ccnlrc  lo  the  circle  which  they  maki 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ough  hidden  from  all  search 

And  now  and  then,  alike  from  need  of 

^^^^^^^^^H 

le.     Vet  19  it  just 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

f  all  books  which  lay 

She  scratches,  ransacks  up  the  earth  lb 

^^^^^1 

a  li,e  heart  of  man. 

Which  tliey  partake  at  pleasure.  Earl 
My  honoured  Mother,  she  who  was  the 

^^^^^^^^^H 

inspired  eouIi, 

And  hinge  of  all  our  leamingB  and  our 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

riiunderer,  from  tlte  voice 

She  left  us  demitute,  and,  as  we  might, 

^^^^^^^^^H 

i  of  Jewish  eong, 

Trooping  together.    Little  suits  it  me 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

d  elaborate. 

To  break  upon  the  sabbath  of  her  real 

^^^^^^^^^H 

harmony  that  shake 

With  any  thought  thai  looks  at  others' 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

—  from  those  loaiest  notes 

Nor  would  1  praise  her  but  in  perfect  h 

^^^^^^^^^H 

en-like  warblings,  made 

Hence  am  1  checked :  but  let  me  boldl] 

^^^^^^^^^H 

rs  at  the  wheel, 

In  gratitude,  and  for  the  sake  of  uulh. 

^^^^^^^^^H 

resting  their  tired  limbs. 

Unheard  by  her,  that  she,  not  aisely  U 

^^^^^^^^^H 

e  hcdge-mwB,  ballad  tuni-s, 

Fetching  berguwlnesa  rather  fivm  time 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

■e  of  little  ones. 

Than  shaping  novelties  tor  times  to  cot 

^^^^^^^^^H 

ve  survived  Iheir joyK: 

ilud  no  presumption,  no  such  jealousy. 

^^^^^^^^^H 

at  these,  ihe  works. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

med  them,  wlietitor  kiinwn, 

Our  nature,  but  had  virtual  laith  that  N 

^^^^^^^^^H 

iheir  «cnttercd  graves, 

Who  tills  the  mother's  breast  with  iooo 

^^^^^^^^^H 

rt  th>-ir  riirhu,  alte^jt 

Doth  also  for  our  nobler  part  provide. 

^H 

Id,  .iiicc  for  all,  pmnoHnce 

Under  His  great  correctioo  and  ountnl, 
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nt  hialuieti^  and  m  innoeent  Ibod ; 
for  mindt  tiiat  are  left  free  to  tmat 
plieitiee  of  openiiig  life 
ley  oot  of  eiNimed  or  dreaded  weedai 
ber  creed,  and  therefore  ihe  was  pare 
ooB  iear  of  error  or  miahapy 
[yverweeninglj  eo  called ; 
nfM  up  bf  h\ae  imnataral  bopeai 
I  with  nnnoccawiy  carea» 
impatieooe  from  the  aeaaoo  aaked 
its  timely  produee ;  rather  lofed 
for  what  they  are,  than  fhm  regard 
1  their  promiaea  in  rest^eai  pride, 
she — not  finom  fiicultiea  more  strong 
rt  have,  hot  fiom  the  times^  perhapa, 
D  which  she  lived,  and  through  a  grace 
meeknesB,  aimple-mindedneas, 
at  ibund  benignity  and  hope, 
f  benign. 

My  drift  I  fear 
obvioas ;  but  that  common  sense 
lis  modem  system  by  its  fruits, 
me  take  to  place  before  her  sight 
Q  poortrayed  with  faithful  hand, 
trained  to  worship  seemliness, 
I  of  a  child  is  never  known 
quarrels;  that  were  far  beneath 
;  with  gifls  he  bubbles  o*er 
IS  as  a  fountain ;  selfishness 
tme  near  him,  nor  the  little  throng 
pleasures  tempt  him  from  his  path ; 
(ring  beggars  propagate  his  name, 
tures  find  him  tender  as  a  nun, 
il  or  supernatural  fear, 
Mp  upon  him  in  a  dream, 
m  not    To  enhance  the  wonder,  see 
^is  notices,  how  nice  his  sense 
culous;  not  blind  is  he 
id  follies  of  the  licensed  world, 
nt  himself  witlial,  though  shrewd, 
ad  lectures  upon  innocence ; 
>f  scientific  lore, 
m  guide  across  the  pathless  sea, 
•u  all  their  cunning;  he  can  read 
of  the  earth,  and  spell  the  stars ; 
the  policies  of  foreign  lands ; 
you  names  of  districts,  cities,  towns, 

world  over,  tight  as  beads  of  dew 
mmer  thread;  he  sifls,  he  weighs; 
ire  put  to  question ;  he  must  live 
lat  he  grows  wiser  every  day 

live  at  all,  and  seeing  too 
drop  of  wisdom  as  it  falls 
npling  cistern  of  his  heart : 
oacural  growth  the  trainer  blame, 
?e.  —  Poor  human  vanity, 
extinguished,  little  would  be  left 
»uld  truly  love;  but  how  escape  1 
I  a  thought  of  purer  birth 


to  lead  him  toward  a  better  elkne. 
Some  intermeddler  atill  ia  on  the  watch 
To  drive  him  back,  and  pound  him,  like  a  almy, 
Within  the  pinlUd  of  hia  own  conceit. 
Meanwhile  old  grandame  earth  ia  grieved  to  find 
The  playthings,  which  her  love  designed  for  him, 
Unthooght  of:  in  their  woodland  beda  the  flowera 
Weep,  and  the  riyer  sides  are  all  forlorn. 
Oh !  give  ua  once  again  the  wiping  cap 
Of  Fortunatus,  and  the  inviaiUe  coat 
Of  Jack  the  OikntpKiller,  Robin  Hood, 
And  Sabra  in  the  Ibreat  with  St  George! 
The  child,  whose  love  is  here,  at  least,  doth  reap 
One  precious  gain,  that  he  fiirgeta  himself. 

These  mighty  workmen  of  our  later  age, 
Who,  with  a  broad  highway,  have  overbridged 
The  froward  chaoa  of  futurity, 
Tamed  to  their  bidding;  they  who  have  the  akill 
To  manage  books,  and  things^  and  make  them  act 
On  infant  minds  aa  surely  as  the  sun 
Deals  with  a  flower;  the  keepers  of  our  time. 
The  guides  and  wardens  of  our  facultiea. 
Sages  who  in  their  prescience  would  control 
All  accidents,  and  to  the  very  road 
Which  they  have  fashioned  would  confine  ua  down, 
Like  engines;  when  will  their  presumption  learn. 
That  in  the  unreaaoning  prpgreas  of  ttt' world 
A  wiser  spirit  is  at  work  fix  us, 
A  better  eye  than  theirs,  meet  prodigal 
Of  blessings,  and  most  studious  of  our  good. 
Even  in  what  seem  our  most  unfruitful  hours? 

•  There  was  a  Boy :  ye  knew  him  well,  ye  clifi 
And  islands  of  Winander !  —  many  a  time 
At  evening,  when  the  earliest  stars  began 
To  move  along  the  edges  of  the  hills. 
Rising  or  setting,  would  he  stand  alone 
Beneath  the  trees  or  by  the  glimmering  lake. 
And  there,  with  fingers  interwoven,  both  hands 
Pressed  closely  palm  to  palm,  and  to  his  mouth 
Uplifted,  he,  as  through  an  instrument. 
Blew  mimic  hootirigs  to  the  silent  owls, 
That  they  might  answer  him ;  and  they  would  ahoat 
Across  the  watery  vale,  and  shout  again. 
Responsive  to  his  call,  with  quivering  peals. 
And  long  halloos  and  screams,  and  echoes  loud, 
Redoubled  and  redoubled,  concourse  wild 

I  Of  jocund  din ;  and,  when  a  lengthened  pause 
Of  silence  came  and  beflled  his  best  skill, 
Then  sometimes,  in  that  silence  while  he  hung 
Listening,  a  gentle  shock  of  mild  surprise 
Has  carried  far  into  his  heart  the  voice 

I  Of  mountain  torrents;  or  the  visible  scene 
Would  enter  unawares  into  his  mind. 
With  all  its  solemn  imagery,  its  rocks. 
Its  woods,  and  that  uncertain  heaven,  received 
Into  the  bosom  of  the  steady  lake. 


*  See  oaft,  p.  163. 
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This  Boy  was  taken  from  his  mates,  and  died 
In  childhood,  ere  he  was  full  twelve  years  old. 
Fair  is  the  spot,  most  beautiful  the  vale 
Where  he  was  bom ;  the  grassy  churchyard  hangs 
Upon  a  slope  above  the  village  school, 
And  through  that  churchyard  when  my  way  has  led 
On  summer  evenings,  I  believe  that  there 
A  long  half  hour  together  I  have  stood 
Mute,  looking  at  the  grave  in  which  he  lies ! 
£ven  now  appears  before  the  mind's  clear  eye 
That  self-same  village  church ;  I  see  her  sit 
(The  throned  Lady  whom  erewhile  we  hailed) 
On  her  green  hill,  forgetful  of  this  Boy 
Who  slumbers  at  her  feet,  —  forgetful,  too, 
Of  all  her  silent  neighbourhood  of  graves. 
And  listening  only  to  the  gladsome  sounds 
That,  from  the  rural  school  ascending,  play 
Beneath  her  and  about  her.    May  she  long 
Behold  a  race  of  young  ones  like  to  those 
With  whom  I  herded !  —  (easily,  indeed. 
We  might  have  fed  upon  a  fatter  soil 
Of  arts  and  letters  —  but  be  that  forgiven)  — 
A  race  of  real  children ;  not  too  wise. 
Too  learned,  or  too  good ;  but  wanton,  fresh, 
And  bandied  up  and  down  by  love  and  hate ; 
Not  unresentful  where  self-justified  ; 
Fierce,  moody,  patient,  venturous,  modest,  shy ; 
Mad  at  their  sports  like  withered  leaves  in  winds; 
Though  doing  wrong  and  suffering,  and  full  ofl 
Bending  beneath  our  life*s  mysterious  weight 
Of  pain,  and  doubt,  and  fear,  yet  yielding  not 
In  happiness  to  the  happiest  upon  earth. 
Simplicity  in  habit,  truth  in  speech. 
Be  these  the  daily  strengtheners  of  their  minds; 
May  books  and  Nature  be  their  early  joy ! 
And  knowledge,  rightly  honoured  with  that  name  — 
Knowledge  not  purchased  by  the  loss  of  power ! 

Well  do  I  call  to  mind  the  very  week 
When  I  was  first  intrusted  to  the  care 
Of  that  sweet  Valley ;  when  its  paths,  its  shores. 
And  brooks  were  like  a  dream  of  novelty 
To  my  half-infant  thoughts;  that  very  week. 
While  I  was  roving  up  and  down  alone, 
Seeking  I  knew  not  what,  I  chanced  to  cross 
One  of  those  open  fields,  which,  shaped  like  ears. 
Make  green  peninsulas  on  Esthwaite^s  Lake : 
Twilight  was  coming  on,  yet  through  the  gloom 
Appeared  distinctly  on  the  opposite  shore 
A  heap  of  garments,  as  if  lefl  by  one 


Sounding  with  grappling  irons  and  long  poles. 
At  last,  the  dead  roan,  *mid  that  beaoteoos  sceiM 
Of  trees  and  hills  and  water,  bolt  apright 
Rose,  with  his  ghastly  &ce,  a  spectre  shape 
Of  terror ;  yet  no  soul-debasing  fear. 
Young  as  I  was,  a  child  not  nine  years  old. 
Possessed  me,  for  my  inner  eye  had  seen 
Such  sights  before,  among  the  shining  streanu 
Of  faery  land,  the  forest  of  romance. 
Their  spirit  hallowed  the  sad  spectacle 
With  decoration  of  ideal  grace ; 
A  dignity,  a  smoothness,  like  the  works 
Of  Grecian  art,  and  purest  poesy. 

A  precious  treasure  had  I  long  possessed, 
A  little  yellow,  canvas-covered  book, 
A  slender  abstract  of  the  Arabian  tales ; 
And,  from  companions  in  a  new  abode. 
When  first  I  learnt,  that  this  dear  prize  of  mine 
Was  but  a  block  hewn  from  a  mighty  quarry^ 
That  there  were  four  large  volames,  ladeo  all 
With  kindred  matter,  'twas  to  nie,  in  truth, 
A  promise  scarcely  earthly.     Instantly, 
With  one  not  richer  than  myself,  I  made 
A  covenant  that  each  should  lay  aside 
The  moneys  he  possessed,  and  hoard  op  roore» 
Till  our  joint  savings  had  amassed  enough 
To  make  this  book  our  own.    Through  seven! 
In  spite  of  all  temptation,  we  preserved 
Religiously  that  vow ;  but  firmness  &iled. 
Nor  were  we  ever  masters  of  our  wish. 

And  when  thereafter  to  my  ft  therms  house 
The  holidays  returned  me,  there  to  find 
That  golden  store  of  books  which  I  had  left, 
What  joy  was  mine !    How  often  in  the  coane 
Of  those  glad  respites,  though  a  soft  west  wind 
Ruffled  the  waters  to  the  angler*s  wish 
For  a  whole  day  together,  have  I  lain 
Down  by  thy  side,  O  Derwent !  murmuring  streM^ 
On  the  hot  stones,  and  in  the  glaring  sun, 
And  there  have  read,  devouring  as  I  read. 
Defrauding  the  day's  glory,  desperate ! 
Till  with  a  sudden  bound  of  smart  reproach. 
Such  as  an  idler  deals  with  in  his  shame, 
I  to  the  sport  betook  myself  again. 

A  gracious  spirit  o*er  this  earth  presides, 
And  o'er  the  heart  of  man :  invisibly 
It  comes,  to  works  of  unreproved  delight. 


Who  might  have  there  been  bathing.   Long  I  watched, '  And  tendency  benign,  directing  those 


But  no  one  owned  them ;  meanwhile  the  calm  lake 
Grew  dark  with  all  the  shadows  on  its  breast. 
And,  now  and  then,  a  fish  up-leaping  snapped 
The  breathless  stillness.     The  succeeding  day. 
Those  unclaimed  garments  telling  a  plain  tale 
Drew  to  the  spot  an  anxious  crowd ;  some  looked 
In  passive  expectation  from  the  shore. 
While  from  a  boat  others  bung  o'er  the  deep, 


Who  care  not,  know  not,  think  not  what  they  da 
The  tales  that  charm  away  the  wakeful  night 
In  Araby,  romances ;  legends  penned 
For  solace  by  dim  light  of  monkish  lamps; 
Fictions,  for  ladies  of  their  love,  devised 
By  youthful  squires ;  adventures  endless,  spaa 
By  the  dismantled  warrior  in  old  age. 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  those  very  scbemee 


&  yuutli  did  firft  exlrsvagate ; 

id  like  (lay,  and  eomethiRg  in  the  shapa 

ill  live  till  mao  shall  be  no  man. 

lings,  hidden  appetites  ara  ours, 

uir  have  their  foud.     Our  childhood  site, 

childhood,  sits  upon  a  throne 

nore  power  than  all  the  elements. 

what  this  tella  of  Being-  past, 

t  augurs  of  the  life  to  come;* 

.  and,  in  that  dubious  hour, 

;ht  when  we  Grat  begin  to  see 

ag  earth,  to  recognize,  expect, 

long  probation  that  ensues, 

f  trial,  ere  we  learn  to  live 

emenl  with  our  stinted  powers; 

[his  stale  of  meagre  vassalage, 

lu  Ibrt'^n,  cunrnGS,  Eubniit, 

1  Dnsettled,  joke-fello<n 

mettleaorae,  tod  Dot  yet  tuiMd 
ed  AowD  i  oh  I  thtn  we  feel,  we  feel, 
■hen  we  hava  friends.   Ye  dreamer*,  tbea, 
daring  Ulee  ]  we  h\em  jou  then, 
jrirelleTa,  dotards,  ta  the  ape 

will  Dall  joa:  that  we  feel 

,  end  bow  great  might  ye  are  in  league, 

our  wish,  oar  power,  our  thought  a  deed, 
.  a  poaaenon,  — ye  whom  time 
8  serve  i  all  Faeultiea  to  whom 
ebes,  the  elementa  are  potter's  city, 
a  heaven  filled  up  with  northern  lights, 
lere,  there,  and  every  where  at  once. 


Bhing  this  lofty  t 

I,  though  humbler,  not  the  leas  a  tract 

IB  isthmus,  which  our  spirits  cross 

I  from  their  native  continent 

nd  human  life,  the  Song  might  dwell 

lightful  time  of  growing  youth, 

ling  for  the  marvellooa  gives  way 

heoing  love  lor  things  that  we  have  seen; 

;r  truth  and  steady  sympathies, 

notice  by  leas  daring  pens, 

:r  hold  of  us,  and  worda  Ibemeelves 

ith  conscious  pleasure. 

lamaad 
;  of  raptures  now  for  ever  flown ; 
tears  I  aometimes  could  be  sad 
r,  to  read  over,  many  a  page, 
hal  of  name,  which  at  that  time 
&i\  to  entrance  me,  and  are  now 
y  eyes,  dead  as  a  theatre 
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Fr^ab  emptied  of  spectatorB.     Twice  five  yearn 
Or  lesa  I  might  have  seuc,  when  first  my  mind 
With  consaioua  pleasure  opened  to  the  charm 
or  words  in  tuneful  order,  found  them  sweet 
For  their  own  sake*,  a  passion,  and  a  power; 
And  phrases  pteaaed  me  chosen  tor  delight. 
Fur  pomp,  or  luve.    Oft,  in  (lie  public  roads 
Yet  unfrequented,  while  the  morning  light 
,  Was  yellowing  the  hill  tops,  I  went  abroad 
I  With  a  dear  friend,  and  for  the  better  part 
Of  two  deliglitful  hours  we  strolled  along 
By  the  still  borders  of  the  misty  lake. 
Repeating  favourite  verses  with  one  voice, 
<  Or  connmg  more,  as  happy  as  the  birds 
;  That  round  us  chaunicd.     Well  might  we  be  glaj, 
■  Lifted  above  tJie  ground  by  airy  liincies. 
More  bri(;hi  thnn  inniliieds  or  tliL'  dreiinii?  of  wine; 
And,  though  fiill  oft  the  objects  of  our  love 
Were  felsa,  and  in  their  splendour  overwratighl. 
Yet  was  there  aurelj  then  no  vulgar  power 
Wwking  within  na, — nolbiriglea^  ia  livtlii 
Than  that  moat  oobla  attribute  of  man. 
Though  yet  untntored  and  inordinate. 
That  wish  Rv  something  loftier,  toore  adtmed, 
Than  ie  the  cdnunMi  a^ect,  daily  garb. 
Of  human  life.     What  wonder,  then,  if  aMUdl 
Of  exultation  echoed  through  the  groves  I 
For  imager  and  sentiment^  and  word% 
And  every  thing  encountered  w  pursued 

at  delicious  world  of  poesy. 
Kept  holiday,  a  Qever-ending  sbqw. 
With  music,  incense,  festival,  and  flowera ! 

Here  must  we  pause:  this  only  let  me  add. 
From  heart-experience,  and  in  humblest  sense 
Of  modesty,  that  he,  who  in  his  youth 
A  daily  wanderer  among  woods  and  fields 
With  living  Nature  hath  been  intimate. 
Not  only  in  that  raw  nnpractised  time 
Is  stirred  to  ecstasy,  as  others  are. 
By  glittering  verse ;  hut  further,  doth  receive,  ' 
In  measure  only  dealt  out  to  himself 
Knowledge  and  increase  of  enduring  joy 
From  the  great  Nature  that  exists  in  works 
Of  mighty  Poets.     Visionary  power 
Attends  the  motions  of  the  viewlea  winds, 
Embodied  in  the  mystery  of  worda: 
There,  darkness  makes  abode,  and  all  the  host 
or  shadowy  thinga  work  endleas  changes,  —  tbera^ 
As  in  a  mansion  like  their  proper  home. 
Even  forms  snd  substances  are  circumfused 
By  that  transparent  veil  with  light  divine, 
And,  through  the  turnings  intricate  of  verae, 
Present  themselves  as  objects  recognized, 
In  fleshes,  and  with  glory  not  their  owa 
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The  leaves  were  ^ing  when  to  Elsthwaite's  banks 
And  the  eimplicities  of  cottage  life 
I  bade  farewell ;  and  one  among  the  yooth 
Who,  summoned  by  that  season,  reunite 
As  scattered  birds  troop  to  the  fbwler*s  lure, 
Went  back  to  Granta's  cloisters,  not  so  prompt 
/     Or  eager,  though  as  gay  and  undepressed 
In  mind,  as  when  I  thence  had  taken  flight 
A  few  short  months  before.    I  turned  my  face 
Without  repining  from  the  coves  and  heights 
Clothed  in  the  sunshine  of  the  withering  fern ; 
Quitted,  not  loth,  the  mild  magnificence 
Of  calmer  lakes  and  louder  streams ;  and  you, 
Frank-hearted  maids  of  rocky  Cumberland, 
You  and  your  not  unwelcome  days  of  mirth. 
Relinquished,  and  your  nights  of  revelry, 
^  And  in  my  own  unlovely  cell  sat  down 
In  lightsome  mood  —  such  privilege  has  youth 
That  cannot  take  long  leave  of  pleasant  thoughts. 

The  bonds  of  indolent  society 
Relaxing  in  their  hold,  henceforth  I  lived 
More  to  mjrself.    Two  winters  may  be  passed 
Without  a  separate  notice:  many  books 
Were  skimmed,  devoured,  or  studiously  perused, 
But  with  no  settled  plan.    I  was  detached 
Internally  from  academic  cares; 
Yet  independent  study  seemed  a  course 
Of  hardy  disobedience  towards  friends 
And  kindred,  proud  rebellion  and  unkind. 
This  spurious  virtue,  rather  let  it  bear 
A  name  it  now  deserves,  this  cowardice. 
Gave  treacherous  sanction  to  that  over-love 
Of  freedom  which  encouraged  me  to  turn 
From  regulations  even  of  my  own 
As  from  restraints  and  bonds.     Yet  who  can  tell  — 
Who  knows  what  thus  may  have  been  gained,  both  then 
And  at  a  later  season,  or  preserved : 
What  love  of  nature,  what  original  strength 
Of  contemplation,  what  intuitive  truths. 
The  deepest  and  the  best,  what  keen  research» 
Unbiassed,  unbewildered,  and  una  wed  ? 

The  Poet's  soul  was  with  me  at  that  time ; 
Sweet  meditations,  the  still  overflow 
Of  present  happiness,  while  future  years 
Lacked  not  anticipations,  tender  dreams, 
No  few  of  which  have  since  been  realized; 


And  some  remain,  haptm  for  ny  fptrr^  )«lk 
Four  years  and  thirty,  XM  Uw  yery  we* 
Have  I  been  now  a  sojoomer  oo  earth, 
By  sorrow  not  unsmitten ;  yet  for  me 
Life's  morning  radiance  hath  not  left  the  bilK 
Her  dew  is  on  the  flowers.    Those  w«re  the  drf* 
Which  also  first  emboldened  me  to  tmst 
With  firmness,  hitherto  bat  lightly  tooehed 
By  such  a  daring  thought,  that  I  might  leave 
Some  monument  behind  me  which  pure  beaits 
Shonld  reverence.    The  instinctive  hamUeosfl^ 
Maintained  even  by  the  very  name  and  thought 
Of  printed  books  and  authorship^  begin 
To  melt  away ;  and  further,  the  dread  awe 
Of  mighty  names  was  softened  down  and  seoowd 
Approachable,  admitting  fellowship 
Of  modest  sympathy.    Such  aspect  now. 
Though  not  fiimiliarly,  my  mind  put  on. 
Content  to  observe,  to  achieve,  and  to  enjoy. 

All  winter  long,  whenever  free  to  choose. 
Did  I  by  night  frequent  the  College  groves 
And  tributary  walks ;  the  last,  and  oft 
The  only  one,  who  had  been  lingering  there 
Through  hours  of  silence,  till  the  porter's  bell, 
A  punctual  follower  on  the  stroke  of  nine. 
Rang  with  its  blunt  unceremonious  voice. 
Inexorable  siunmons !    Lofty  elms^ 
Inviting  shades  of  opportune  recess. 
Bestowed  composure  on  a  neighbourhood 
Un peaceful  in  itself.    A  single  tree 
With  sinuous  trunk,  boughs  exquisitely  wreathe^ 
Grew  there ;  an  ash  which  Winter  for  himself 
Decked  as  in  pride,  and  with  outlandish  gnoe: 
Up  from  the  ground,  and  almost  to  the  top^ 
The  trunk  and  every  master  branch  were  greea 
With  clustering  ivy,  and  the  lightsome  twigi 
And  outer  spray  profusely  tipped  with  seeds 
That  hung  in  yellow  tassels,  while  the  air 
Stirred  them,  not  voiceless.    Often  have  I  stood 
Foot-bound  uplooking  at  this  lovely  tree 
Beneath  a  frosty  moon.    The  hemisphere 
Of  magic  fiction,  verse  of  mine  perchance 
May  never  tread ;  but  scarcely  Spenser's  self 
Could  have  more  tranquil  visions  in  his  youth, 
Or  could  more  bright  appearances  create 
Of  human  forms  with  superhuman  powers^ 
Than  I  beheld  loitering  on  calm  clear  nigbti 
Alone,  beneath  this  fairy  work  of  earth. 
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vague  reading  of  a  truant  youth 

le  to  descant    My  inner  judgment 

n  diflfered  iroin  my  taste  in  books, 

)pertained  to  another  mind, 

he  books  which  then  I  valued  most 

»t  to  me  now;  for,  having  scanned, 

lessly,  the  laws,  and  watched  the  fbrnis 

-e,  in  that  knowledge  I  possessed 

*d,  often  usefully  applied, 

in  unconsciouslv,  to  things  removed 

imiliar  sympathy.  — In  fine, 

etter  judge  of  thoughts  than  words, 

estimating  words,  not  only 
ion  inexperience  of  youth, 
le  trade  in  classic  niceties, 
^eroos  craft  of  culling  term  and  phrase 
guages  that  want  the  living  voice 

meaning  to  the  natural  heart ; 
8  what  is  passion,  what  is  truth, 
ison,  what  simplicity  and  sense. 

ay  we  not  entirely  overlook 

sore  gathered  from  the  rudiments 

etric  science.    Though  advanced 

inquiries,  with  regret  I  speak, 

sr  than  the  threshold,  there  I  found 

iration  and  composed  delight: 

lian  awe  and  wonder,  ignorance  pleased 

own  struggles,  did  I  meditate 

elation  those  abstractions  bear 

re*s  laws,  and  by  what  process  led, 

.1  material  agents  bowed  their  heads 

serve  the  mind  of  earth-born  man ; 

ir  to  star,  from  kindred  sphere  to  sphere, 

stem  on  to  system  without  end. 

frequently  from  tlie  same  source  I  drew 

ire  quiet  and  profound,  a  sense 

lanent  and  universal  sway, 

amount  belief;  there,  recognized 

for  finite  natures,  of  the  one 

;  Existence,  the  surpassing  life 

—  to  the  boundaries  of  space  and  time, 

ncholy  space  and  doleful  time, 

',  and  incapable  of  change, 

!hed  by  welterings  of  passion  —  is, 

h  the  name  of,  God.     Transcendent  peace 

nee  did  await  upon  these  thoughts 

jre  a  frequent  comfort  to  my  youth. 

3ld  by  one  whom  stormy  waters  threw, 
llow-sufierers  by  the  shipwreck  spared, 
desert  coast,  that  having  brought 
a  single  volume,  saved  by  chance, 
se  of  Geometry,  he  wont, 
h  of  food  and  clothing  destitute, 
^ond  common  wretchedness  depressed, 
from  company  and  take  this  book 
int  a  felf-taught  puoil  in  its  truths) 


To  spots  remote,  and  draw  his  diagrams 
With  a  long  staff  upon  the  land,  and  thus 
Did  ofl  beguile  his  sorrow,  and  almost 
Forget  his  feeling:  so  (if  like  efibct 
From  the  same  cause  produced,  *mid  outward  things 
So  different,  may  rightly  be  compared). 
So  was  it  then  with  me,  and  so  will  be 
With  Poets  ever.    Mighty  is  the  charm 
Of  those  abstractions  to  a  mind  beset 
With  images,  and  haunted  by  herself. 
And  specially  delightful  unto  me 
;  Was  that  clear  synthesis  built  up  aloft 
I  So  gracefully ;  even  then  when  it  appeared 
Not  more  than  a  mere  plaything,  or  a  toy 
To  sense  embodied :  not  the  thing  it  is 
In  verity,  an  independent  world. 
Created  out  of  pure  intelligence. 


Such  dispositions  then  were  mine  unearned 
By  aught,  I  fear,  of  genume  desert — 
Mine,  through  heaven's  grace  and  inborn  aptitudes. 
And  not  to  leave  the  story  of  that  time 
Imperfect,  with  these  habits  must  be  joined. 
Moods  melancholy,  fits  of  spleen,  that  loved 
A  pensive  sky,  sad  days,  and  piping  winds, 
The  twilight  more  than  dawn,  autumn  than  spring ; 
A  treasured  and  luxurious  gloom  of  choice 
And  inclination  mainly,  and  the  mere 
Redundancy  of  youth's  contentedness.* 
—  To  time  thus  spent,  add  multitudes  of  hours 
Pilfered  away,  by  what  the  Bard  who  sang 
Of  the  Enchanter  Indolence  hath  called 
**  Good-natured  lounging,"  f  and  behold  a  map 
Of  my  collegiate  life  —  far  less  intense 
Than  duty  called  for,  or,  without  regard 
To  duty,  might  have  sprung  up  of  itself 
By  change  of  accidents,  or  even,  to  speak 
Without  unkindne^  in  another  place. 
Yet  why  take  refuge  in  that  plea  1  —  the  fault. 
This  I  repeat,  was  mine;  mine  be  the  blame. 


// 


In  summer,  making  quest  for  works  of  art. 
Or  scenes  renowned  for  beauty,  I  explored 
That  streamlet  whose  blue  current  works  its  wav 
Between  romantic  Dovedale's  spiry  rocks ; 
Pried  into  Yorkshire  dales,  or  hidden  tracts 
Of  my  own  native  region,  and  was  blest 
Between  these  sundry  wanderings  with  a  joy 
Above  all  joys,  that  seemed  another  morn 
Risen  on  mid  noon ;  blest  with  the  presence,  Friend^ 
Of  that  sole  Sister,  her  who  hath  been  long 
Dear  to  thee  also,  thy  true  friend  and  mine,  | 

Now,  af\er  separation  desolate,  ' 

Restored  to  me  —  such  absence  that  she  seemed 
A  gift  then  first  bestowed.     The  varied  banks 
Of  Emont,  hitherto  unnamed  in  song. 


1- 


•  [Sec  *•  Ode  to  Lycoria/'  ante,  p.  405.  — H.  R.] 

t  [See  Thomson's  "  Castle  of  Indolence."  1. 15.— H.  R.] 
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/  And  that  monastic  castle,*  'mid  tall  trees, 
Low-standing  by  the  margin  of  the  stream, 
A  mansion  visited  (as  fame  reports) 
By  Sidney,  where,  in  sight  of  our  Helvellyn, 
Or  stormy  Cross-fell,  snatches  he  might  pen 
Of  his  Arcadia,  by  fraternal  love 
Inspired ;  —  that  river  and  those  mouldering  towers 
Have  seen  us  side  by  side,  when,  having  clomb 
The  darksome  windings  of  a  broken  stair. 
And  crept  along  a  ridge  of  fractured  wall. 
Not  without  trembling,  we  in  safety  looked 
/Forth,  through  some  Gothic  window's  open  space 
I  And  gathered  with  one  mind  a  rich  reward 
I  From  the  far-stretching  landscape,  by  the  light 
I  Of  morning  beautified,  or  purple  eve ; 
Or,  not  less  pleased,  lay  on  some  turret's  head. 
Catching  from  tufts  of  grass  and  hare-bell  flowers 
Their  faintest  whisper  to  the  passing  breeze. 
Given  out  while  mid-day  heat  oppressed  the  plains. 

/      Another  maid  there  was,  who  also  shed 
/  A  gladness  o'er  that  season,  tlien  to  me, 
•   By  her  exulting  outside  look  of  youth 
And  placid  under-countenance,  first  endeared ; 
That  other  spirit,  Coleridge !  who  is  now 
So  near  to  us,  that  meek  confiding  heart. 
So  reverenced  by  us  both.    O'er  paths  and  fields 
In  all  that  neighbourhood,  through  narrow  lanes 
Of  eglantine,  and  through  the  shady  woods, 
And  o'er  the  Border  Beacon,  and  tiic  waste 
Of  naked  pools,  and  common  crags  that  lay 
Elxposed  on  the  bare  fell,  were  scattered  love. 
The  spirit  of  pleasure,  and  youth's  golden  gleam. 
O  Friend  !  wo  iiad  not  seen  thee  at  that  time, 
And  yet  a  power  is  on  me,  and  a  strong 
Confusion,  and  I  seem  to  plant  thee  there. 
Far  art  thou  wandered  now  in  search  of  health 
And  milder  breezes,  —  melancholy  lot! 
Hut  thou  art  with  us,  with  Utt  in  the  past. 
The  present,  with  us  in  the  times  to  come. 
There  is  no  grief,  no  sorrow,  no  despair. 
No  languor,  no  dejection,  no  dismay, 
No  absence  scarcely  can  there  be,  for  those 
Who  love  as  we  do.     Speed  thee  well !  divide 
With  us  thy  pleasure;  thy  returning  strength. 
Receive  it  daily  as  a  joy  of  ours ; 
Share  with  us  thy  fresh  spirits,  whether  gifl 
Of  gales  Etesian  or  of  tender  thoughts. 

I,  too.  have  been  a  wanderer ;  but,  alas ! 
How  different  the  fate  of  different  men. 
Though  mutually  unknown,  yea  nursed  and  reared 
As  if  in  several  elements,  we  were  framed 
To  bend  at  last  to  the  same  discipline, 
Predestined,  if  two  beings  ever  were. 
To  seek  the  same  delights,  and  have  one  health. 
One  happiness.     Throughout  this  narrative, 


'  Else  sooner  ended,  I  bate  borne  in  mind 
For  whom  it  registers  the  lurUu  mnd  marks  the 
Of  gentleness,  simplicity,  and  truth. 
And  joyous  loves,  that  hallow  innocent  days 
Of  peace  and  self-command.    Of  rivers,  fiekb^ 
And  groves  I  speak  to  thee,  my  Friend !  to  tfaec^ 

,  Who,  yet  a  liveried  schoolboy,  in  the  depOm 
Of  the  huge  city,  on  the  leaded  roof 
Of  that  wide  edifice,  thy  school  and  home,}* 
Wert  used  to  lie  and  gaze  upon  the  clouds 
Moving  in  heaven ;  or,  of  that  pleasure  tired, 
To  shut  thine  eyes,  and  by  internal  light 
See  trees  and  meadows,  and  thy  native  streaoi^  i 
Far  distant,  thus  beheld  from  year  to  year 
Of  a  long  exile.    Nor  could  I  forget, 

,  In  this  late  portion  of  my  argument. 
That  scarcely,  as  my  term  of  pupilage 
Ceased,  had  I  lefl  those  academic  bowers 

i  When  thou  wert  thither  guided.    From  the  beut 
Of  London,  and  from  cloisters  there,  thou  caooi, 
And  didst  sit  down  in  temperance  and  peace, 
A  rigorous  student     What  a  stormy  ooarw 

i  Then  followed.    Oh !  it  is  a  pang  that  calls 

'  For  utterance,  to  think  what  easy  change 
Of  circumstances  might  to  thee  have  spared 
A  world  of  pain,  ripened  a  thousand  hopes, 
For  ever  withered.    Through  this  retrospect 
Of  my  collegiate  life  I  still  have  had 
Thy  afler-sojourn  in  the  self-same  place 
Present  before  my  eyes,  have  played  with  tinM 
And  accidents  as  children  do  with  cards. 
Or  as  a  man,  who,  when  his  house  is  built, 
A  frame  locked  up  in  wood  and  stone,  doth  Mill, 
As  impotent  fancy  prompts,  by  his  fireside. 
Rebuild  it  to  his  liking.     I  have  thought 
Of  thee,  thy  learning,  gorgeous  eloquence, 
And  all  the  strength  and  plumage  of  thy  youth, 
Thy  subtle  speculations,  toils  abstruse 
Among  the  schoolmen,  and  Platonic  forms 
Of  wild  ideal  pageantry,  shaped  out 
From  things  well-matched  or  ill,  and  woids  ibr  thiafi^ 
The  self-created  sustenance  of  a  mind 
Debarred  from  Nature's  living  images, 

I  Compelled  to  be  a  life  unto  herself, 


V 


■ 


I 


[Brougham  Castle.  — H.  R.] 


[t  Christ's  Hospital,  or  the  London  Blue-coit  Orpla 
'  School.— See  Charles  Lamb's  '*  Christ  Hoapital  Fivi«' 
Thirty  Years  ago.*' 

**  Come  back  into  memory,  like  as  thoa  wert  in  tfcefcr 
spring  of  thy  fancies,  with  hope  like  a  fiery  column  befcw 
thee,  the  dork  pillar  not  yet  turned  —  .Samoel  Taylor  Cd* 
eridge  —  Logician,  Metaphysician,  Bard!  —  How  lam  I 
seen  the  casual  passer  through  the  cloisters  tta.nd  ttiU,  iB> 
tranced  with  admiration  (while  he  weighed  the  difprapl^ 
tion  between  the  tpeerh  and  the  f^arb  of  the  yoong  Mirt^ 
dula)  to  hear  thee  unfold  in  thy  deep  and  sweet  intooatioM 
the  mysteries  of  lamblichus,  or  Plotinus  (for  even  in  ibflrt 
years  thou  woxcdst  not  pale  at  such  philosophic  dnoj^fi^ 
or  reciting  Homer  in  his  Greek,  or  Pindai^—while  the  villi 
of  the  old  Grey  Friars  re-echoed  to  the  accents  of  tki 
inspired  charity'boy  !'*     E^ajs  of  Elia,  p.  4(».-*-H.  R-l 
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*otiDglj  poaeesied  by  thint 

>8s,  love,  and  beauty.    Not  alone, 

r  not  in  lingleneflB  of  heart 

ave  seen  the  light  of  evening  fade 

>th  Cam*8  silent  waters:  had  we  met, 

at  early  time,  needs  roust  I  trust 

ef,  that  my  maturer  age, 

r  habits,  and  more  steady  voice, 

Lh  an  influence  benign  have  soothed, 

away,  the  airy  wretchedness 

ned  on  thy  yooth.    But  thou  hast  trod 

)f  glory,  which  doth  put  to  shame 

1  regrets ;  health  sufllers  in  thee,  else 

*  for  thee  would  be  the  weakest  thought 

harboured  in  the  breast  of  man. 

ig  word  erewhile  did  lightly  touch 
rings  of  my  own,  that  now  embraced 
ier  hope  a  region  wider  far. 

he  third  summer  freed  us  from  restraint, 

1  friend,  he  too  a  mountaineer, 

to  share  my  wishes,  took  his  staff, 

ng  forth,  we  journeyed  side  by  side, 

;he  distant  Alps.*     A  hardy  slight 

nprecedented  course  imply 

3  studies  and  their  set  rewards ; 

n  truth,  the  scheme  been  formed  by  mP 

ineasy  forethought  of  the  pain, 

ires,  and  ill-omcning  of  those 

my  worldly  interests  were  dear. 

re  then  was  sovereign  in  my  mind, 

ty  forms,  seizing  a  youthful  fancy, 

1  a  charter  to  irregular  hopes. 

e  of  uneventful  calm 

e  nations,  surely  would  my  heart 

n  possessed  by  similar  desire; 

)e  at  that  time  was  thrilled  with  joy  j 

indint'  on  tlie  too  of  n-olden  hotirH.      / 


l( 


indin<j  on  the  top  of  golden  hours,     i 
in  nature  seeming  born  again. 


^. 


1i 


equipped,  and  but  a  few  brief  looks 
le  white  clifls  of  our  native  shore 

receding  vessel's  deck,  we  chanced 
t  Calais  on  the  very  eve  > 

reat  federal  day ;  and  there  we  saw,  ) 
1  city,  and  among  a  few, 
ht  a  face  is  worn  when  joy  of  one 
tens  of  millions.!     Southward  thence 
our  way,  direct  through  hamlets  towns, 
ith  reliqiies  of  that  festival, 
eft  to  wither  on  triumphal  arcs, 
low-garlands.     On  the  public  roads, 
3,  three  days  successively,  through  paths 
i  our  toilsome  journey  was  abridged, 
equestered  villages  we  walked, 


"Descriptive  Sketches:*'  ante,  p.  29. — II.  R.] 
ante,  p.  253.  — H.  R.] 
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And  found  benevolence  and  blessedneflB 
Spread  like  a  fragrance  every  where,  when  spring 
Hath  lefl  no  comer  of  the  land  untouched : 
Where  elms  for  many  and  many  a  league  in  filet 

.  With  their  thin  umbrage,  on  the  stately  roads 
Of  that  great  kingdom,  rustled  o'er  our  heads, 
For  ever  near  us  as  we  paced  along : 
How  sweet  at  such  a  time,  with  such  delight  V 
On  every  side,  in  prime  of  youthful  strength,        Y 
To  feed  a  Poet*8  tender  melancholy 
And  food  conceit  of  sadness,  with  the  sound 

,  Of  undulations  varying  as  might  please 

I  The  wind  that  swayed  them ;  once,  and  more  than  ono% 
Unhoused  beneath  the  evening  star  we  saw 
Dances  of  liberty,  and,  in  late  hours 
Of  darkness,  dances  in  the  open  air 
Deflly  prolonged,  though  grey-haired  lookers  on 
Might  waste  their  breath  in  chiding. 

Underbills— 
The  vine-clad  hills  and  slopes  of  Burgundy, 
Upon  the  bo;$om  of  the  gentle  Saone 
We  glided  forward  with  the  flowing  stream. 
Swifl  Rlione !  thou  wert  the  wings  on  which  we  cut 
A  winding  passage  with  majestic  ease 
B<.>tween  thy  lofly  rocks.    Enchanting  show 
Tiiose  woods  and  farms  and  orchards  did  present. 
And  single  cottages  and  lurking  towns. 
Reach  afler  reach,  succession  without  end 
Of  deep  and  stately  vales !    A  lonely  pair 
Of  strangers,  till  day  closed,  we  sailed  along, 
Clustered  together  with  a  merry  crowd 
Of  those  emancipated,  a  blithe  host 
Of  travellers,  chiefly  delegates  returning 
From  the  great  spousals  newly  solemnized 
At  their  chief  city,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven. 
Like  bees  they  swarmed,  gaudy  and  gay  as  bees; 
Some  vapoured  in  the  unruliness  of  joy. 
And  with  their  swords  flourished  as  if  to  fight 
The  saucy  air.     In  tins  proud  company 
We  landed  —  took  with  them  our  evening  meal, 
Gue&ts  welcome  almost  as  the  angels  were 
To  Abraham  of  old.    The  supper  done, 

I  With  tiowing  cups  elate  and  happy  thoughts 
We  rose  at  signal  given,  and  formed  a  ring 
And,  hand  in  hand,  di^nced  round  and  round  tte  ^     \ 
AH  hearts  were  open,  every  tongue  wao  load 
Witb  acuity  an^l  glee;  wo  bore  a  name 
Honoured  ir^  France,  the  name  of  Englishiceh, 
And  hospitably  did  they  give  us  hail. 
As  their  forerunneri  in  a  glorious  course ; 
And  round  and  round  the  board  we  danced  again. 
With  these  blithe  friends  our  voyage  we  reneweii 
At  early  dawn.     The  monastery  bells 
Made  a  sweet  jingling  in  our  youthful  ears, 
The  rapid  river  flowing  without  noise, 

i  And  each  uprising  or  receding  spire 
Spake  with  a  sense  of  peace,  at  intervals 
Touching  the  heart  amid  the  boisterous  crow 

,  By  whom  we  were  encompassed.    Taking  leaT^ 
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or  this  glad  throng,  foot-tr&vellera  side  by  side. 

Measuring  our  staps  in  quiet,  we  pursued 

Our  journey,  and  ere  twice  the  sun  had  set 

Beheld  the  Convent  of  Chartreuse,  and  there 

Rested  within  an  awful  toHtude  : 

Yes,  for  even  then  no  other  than  a  place 

Of  soul-affecting  solitude  appeared 

That  &r-fiimed  region,  though  our  eyes  had  seen. 

As  toward  the  sacred  mansion  we  advanced, 

Arms  flashing,  and  a  military  glare 

Of  riotous  men  commissioned  to  expel 

The  blameless  inmates,  and  belike  subvert 

That  frame  of  social  being,  which  so  long 

Had  bodied  forth  the  ghostliness  of  things 

In  silence  visible  and  perpetual  calm. 

—  •»  Stay,  stay  your  sacrilegious  hands !"  —  The  voice 

I  Was  Nature's  uttered  from  her  Alpine  throne ; 
I  heard  it  then  and  seem  to  hecr  it  now  — 
**  Your  impious  work  forbear,  perish  what  may. 
Let  tliis  one  temple  last,  be  this  one  spot 
Of  earth  devoted  to  eternity  !" 
She  ceased  to  speak,  but  while  St  Bruno*s  pines 
Waved  their  dark  tops,  not  silent  as  they  waved, 
And  while  below,  along  their  several  beds. 
Murmured  the  sister  streams  of  Life  and  Death, 
Thus  by  conflicting  passions  pressed,  my  heart 
Responded ;  "  Honour  to  the  patriot's  zeal  I 
Glory  and  hope  to  new-born  Liberty ! 
Hail  to  tlie  mighty  projects  of  the  time ! 
Discerning  sword  that  Justice  wields,  do  thou 
Go  forth  and  prosper ;  and,  ye  purging  fires. 
Up  to  the  lofliest  towers  of  Pride  ascend. 
Fanned  by  the  breath  of  angry  Providence. 
But  oh !  if  Past  and  Futureibc  the  wings 
On  whose  support  harmoniously  conjoined 
Aloves  tlic  great  spirit  of  human  knowledge,  spare 
These  courts  of  mystery,  where  a  step  advanced 
Between  tho  portals  of  the  shadowy  rocks 
Leaves  far  behind  life's  treacherous  vanities. 
For  penitential  tears  and  trembling  hopes 
Exchanged  —  to  equalize  in  God*s  pure  sight 
Monarch  and  peasant :  be  the  house  redeemed 
With  its  unworldly  votaries,  for  the  sake 
Of  conquest  over  sense,  hourly  achieved 
Through  faith  and  meditative  reason,  resting 
Upon  the  word  of  heaven-imparted  truth, 
Calmly  triumphant ;  and  for  humbler  claim 
Of  that  imaginative  impulse  sent 
From  these  majestic  floods,  yon  shining  cliffs. 
The  untransmuted  shapes  of  many  worlds. 
Cerulean  ether's  pure  inhabitants, 
These  forests  unapproachable  by  death, 
That  shall  endure  as  long  as  man  endures 
To  think,  to  hope,  to  worship,  and  to  feel, 
To  struggle,  to  be  lost  within  himself 
In  trepidation,  from  the  blank  abyss 
To  look  with  bodily  eyes,  and  bo  consoled." 
\  Not  seldom  since  that  moment  have  I  wished 
That  UMU,  0  friend !  the  trouble  or  the  cahn 


Hadst  shared,  when,  fioni  pro&ne  reguda  aptit, 
In  sympathetic  reverence  we  trod 
The  floors  of  those  dim  cloisten^  til!  that  hour. 
From  their  foundation,  strangers  to  the  puium 
Of  unrestricted  and  unthinking  man. 
Abroad,  how  cheeringly  the  ennihine  ky 
Upon  the  open  lawns!    Valkmibre's  groves 
Entering,  we  fed  the  soal  with  darknev;  tbenee 
Issued,  and  with  uplifted  eyes  beheld. 
In  difllerent  quarters  of  the  bending  sky. 
The  cross  of  Jesus  stand  erect,  as  if 
i  Hands  of  angelic  powers  bad  fixed  it  there, 
•  Memorial  reverenced  by  a  thousand  storms ; 
Yet  then,  from  the  undiscriminating  sweep 
And  rage  of  one  State-whirlwind,  insecure. 
j 

I     *Tis  not  ray  present  purpose  to  retrace 
That  variegated  journey  step  by  stepi 
A  march  it  was  of  military  speed. 
And  Earth  did  change  her  images  and  formi 
Before  us,  fast  as  clouds  are  changed  in  beavcti 
Day  afler  day,  up  early  and  down  late. 
From  hill  to  vale  we  dropped,  from  vale  to  bill 
Mounted  —  from  province  on  to  province  swept, 
Keen  hunters  in  a  chase  of  fourteen  weeb^   y 
Eager  as  birds  of  prey,  or  as  a  sliip  \  i 

Upon  the  stretch,  when  winds  are  blowing  &ir:\ 
Sweet  coverts  did  we  cross  of  pastoral  life. 
Enticing  valleys,  greeted  them  and  left 
Too  soon,  while  yet  the  very  flash  and  gletn 
Of  salutation  were  not  passed  away. 
Oh !  sorrow  for  the  youth  who  could  have  leei 
Unchastened,  unsubdued,  unawed,  unraised 
To  patriarchal  dignity  of  mind. 
And  pure  simplicity  of  wish  and  will. 
Those  sanctifled  abodes  of  peaceful  man, 
Pleased  (though  to  hardship  born,  and  compundN 
With  danger,  varying  as  the  seasons  change), 
Pleased  with  his  daily  task,  or,  if  not  pletseii, 
Contented,  from  the  moment  that  the  dawn 
(Ah  !  surely  not  without  attendant  glesntf 
Of  soul-illumination)  calls  him  forth 
To  industry,  by  glistenings  flung  on  rockjs 
Whose  evening  shadows  lead  him  to  repote. 

Well  might  a  stranger  look  with  bounding  hart 
Down  on  a  green  recess,  the  first  I  saw 
Of  those  deep  haunts,  an  aboriginal  vale,  * 

Quiet  and  lorded  over  and  possessed 
By  naked  huts,  wood-built,  and  sown  like  tenti 
Or  Indian  cabins  over  the  fresh  lawns 
And  by  tlie  river  skle. 

That  very  day 
From  a  bare  ridge  we  also  first  beheld 
Unveiled  the  summit  of  Mont  Blanc,  and  grieved 
.  To  have  a  soulless  image  on  the  eye 
That  had  usurped  upon  a  living  thought 
That  never  more  could  be.    The  wondnxis  Vak 
Of  Chamouny  stretched  hr  below,  and  sooo 
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lb  citancto  and  itretiiit  of  iee» 

amy  of  mighty  wavei^ 

road  and  vaflt»  made  rich  amendii 

ed  oaCoraalitiaa; 

biida  waiUe  from  the  kaQr  trees. 

•EB  high  ia  the  elementt 

he  reaper  bind  the  yellow  abeaf, 

spread  the  hayoock  in  the  son, 

er  like  a  weU-tamed  lion  walks, 

from  the  mountain  to  make  sport 

xittages  by  beds  of  flowers. 

in  this  wide  circuit  we  beheld, 
IS  fitted  to  oar  nnripe  state 
and  heart    With  such  a  book 
yea,  we  could  not  choose  hot  read 
genuine  brotherhood,  the  f^in 
&1  reason  of  mankind, 
f  yoong  and  M.    Nor,  side  by  side] 
social  pilgrims,  or  alone 
is  humour,  could  we  fiiil  to  abound^ 
dd  fictiooi,  pensif  ely  composed  ly 
ken  up  ibr  pleasure's  sake, 
lympathies,  the  willow  wreath, 
3sies  of  funereal  flowers, 
long  those  solitudes  sublime 
1  gardens  of  the  lady  Sorrow, 
I  many  a  meditative  hour. 


n  me  with  those  soft  luxuries 
thing  of  stem  mood,  an  uoder-tbirst 
3]dom  utterly  allayed, 
at  Bonrce  how  difiereut  a  sadness 
i,  let  one  incident  make  known, 
the  Vallais  we  had  turned,  and  clomb 
implon*8  steep  and  rugged  road, 
band  of  muleteers,  we  reached 
ace,  where  all  together  took 
ide  meal.    Hastily  rose  our  guide, 
at  the  board;  awhile  we  lingered, 
the  beaten  downward  way  that  led 
ough  stream's  edge,  and  there  broke  off; 
&ck  now  visible  was  one 
he  torrent's  further  brink  held  forth 
I  invitation  to  ascend 
ntain.    After  brief  delay 
i  unbridged  stream,  that  road  we  took, 
with  eagerness,  till  anxious  fears 
r  we  &iled  to  overtake 
es  gone  before.    By  fortunate  chance, 
y  moment  added  doubt  to  doubt, 
net  us,  from  whose  mouth  we  learned 
spot  which  had  perplexed  us  first 
escend,  and  there  should  find  the  road, 
he  stony  channel  of  Uie  stream 
iteps,  and  then  along  its  banks ; 
ur  futore  course,  all  plain  to  sight, 
imds,  with  the  current  of  that  stream. 
ie?6  what  we  so  grieved  to  hear. 


t/ 


For  still  we  had  hopes  that  pointed  lo  the  cloiid% 
We  questkmed  him  again*  and  yet  aftfu ; 
But  every  word  that  from  the  peasam  lips 
Came  in  reply,  translated  by  our  feelings, 
Ended  in  this,— fto  loe  had  eroued  Ikt  AJIpB. 

Imagination — here  the  Power  so  called 
Through  sad  incompetence  of  human  speech. 
That  awful  Power  rmo  from  the  mind's  abyss 
Like  an  unfittbered  vapour  that  enwraps. 
At  once,  some  bnely  traveller.    I  was  lost ; 
Halted  without  an  efibrt  to  break  through ; 
But  to  my  conscious  soul  I  now  can  say  — 
**  I  recognize  thy  glory :"  in  such  strength 
Of  usurpation,  when  the  light  of  sense 
Goes  out,  but  with  a  flash  that  has  revealed 
The  invisible  world,  doth  greatness  make  abodeb 
There  harbours ;  whether  we  bo  young  or  old« 
Our  destiny,  our  being's  heart  and  home, 
Is  with  infinitude,  and  only  there; 
With  hope  it  is,  hope  that  can  never  die, 
Efibrt,  and  expectation,  and  desire. 
And  something  evermore  about  to  be. 
Under  such  bsnners  militant,  the  soul 
Seeks  for  no  trophies,  struggles  for  no  spoils 
That  may  attest  her  prowess,  blest  in  thoughts 
That  are  their  own  perfection  and  reward. 
Strong  in  herself  and  in  beatitude 
That  hides  her,  like  the  mighty  flood  of  Nile 
Poured  from  his  fount  of  Abyssinian  clouds 
To  fertilize  the  whole  Egyptian  plain. 


The  melancholy  slackening  that  ensued 
Upon  those  tidings  by  the  peasant  given 
Was  soon  dislodged.     Downwards  we  hurried  fast. 
And,  with  the  half-shaped  road  which  we  had  missed» 
Entered  a  narrow  chasm.     *  The  brook  and  road 
Were  fellow-travellers  in  this  gloomy  strait, 
And  with  them  did  we  journey  several  hours 
At  a  slow  pace.    The  immeasurable  height 
'  Of  woods  decaying,  never  to  be  decayed. 
The  stationary  blasts  of  waterfalls, 
And  in  the  narrow  rent  at  every  turn 
Winds  thwarting  winds,  bewildered  and  forlorn. 
The  torrents  shooting  from  the  clear  blue  sky. 
The  rocks' that  muttered  close  upon  our  ears. 
Black  drizzling  crags  that  spake  by  the  way-side 
As  if  a  voice  were  in  them,  the  sick  sight 
And  giddy  prospect  of  the  raving  stream. 
The  unfettered  clouds  and  region  of  the  Heavens, 
Tumult  and  peace,  the  darkness  and  the  light — 
Were  all  like  workings  of  one  mind,  the  features 
Of  the  same  face,  blossoms  upon  one  tree ; 
Characters  of  the  great  Apocalypse, 
The  types  and  symbols  of  Eternity, 
Of  first,  and  Ust,  and  midst,  and  without  end. 


-' 


*  See  anie,  p.  811. 
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was  a  lu»«e  that  stood 

Liuft,  a  torrent  swelled 
B  margin  we  had  trod ; 

0  beyond  all  need, 

J  rcnms,  deafened  and  stunned 

Mking  Lnnocenl  sleep 

1  u'ear;  bones. 

I  journey  we  renewed, 

lnnon-daj  ma^nilied 

d  and  deep, 
lit  majesty, 

I  neighbours,  and  in  view 
Hnd  their  snowy  tops, 

1  Locarno's  Lake, 
|cli  a  visilanL 

n  width  like  Heaven, 
Bo  the  poetic  heart, 
Ir  the  memory ; 
f  asure  whom  the  earth 
in  a  depth 
I  spake 
[woods,  and  prden  plota 
I  by  dark-eyed  mnids ; 
pnlhways  roofed  with  vines, 
ife,  from  town  to  town, 
u  escli  ollii'r;  wnlhn, 
|iul  rloi^lero']  nvenuen, 
inu^ic  be  not  there: 
■ciplincd  in  vpr:«e, 
I  of  that  lionr,  I  xtrovo 

MO  ajiproncli  you  now 
m-LKiious  Soup, 
«  liuiootlipd  by  lenrnc-il  art 
|rrent.    Like  a  breeze 
[I  I  pniveii 
typ  liavclclt 
i)i<  accord 
■pa?$ivi',  yet  I'nduwrd 
ivilli  piiwer  an  sweet 
Biig'hl  t  dare  to  eigy. 

If  pare  though  I, 
If  all  joy,  is  thanked 

[cir.  for  such  it  is. 

Ill  piitiiivays  we  advanced, 

nee  of  the  lake, 
liong  llie  Alps,  a.'isunied 
li.     The  eecond  night, 
lified  by  sound 
tiling  tiie  hours  with  stroliea 
d  not  ]e:Lrned,  we  rose 
it  thai  day  was  nig'h, 
0  uncertain  path, 
Irgin  of  tlie  lake, 
Tild  behold  the  scene 


Hushed  in  prafbiiDdrepoae.  Weld 
Of  Gravedona  with  Hub  bt^ ;  tut  i 
Were  loat,  bewildered  vaoag  wocdi 
And  on  a  rock  sale  down,  to  wait  b 
An  open  place  it  waa,  and  overkoke 
I  From  high,  the  sallen  water  &r  ben 
On  which  a  dull  red  image  of  the  it 
Ijty  bedded,  changing  oftentimM  iu 
Like  an  uneaay  snaka.  From  boor 
I  We  sate  and  nte,  wondering,  at  if 
Had  been  ensnared  by  witcbcnft. 
'  At  last  we  stretched  our  wear;  limt 
'  But  cmdd  nnt  aleep,  tanneDled  by  tJ 
Of  insects,  which,  with  noiae  like  tl 
Filled  all  the  wooda ;  the  cry  of  nnl 
The  Diuunlains  more  by  btackneaa  v 
'  And  their  own  site,  than  any  outwa: 
'I'lie  breathless  wildemeaa  of  cloada 
That  told,  with  unintelligible  voice. 
The  widely  parted  hours;  thenwae 
And  snmelimGs  rustling  motions  nig 
'  I'lmt  did  not  leave  us  free  froai  pen 
And,  lastly,  the  withdrawing  moon, 
'  Ib.'rurn  aa.  while  she  stilt  was  high  i 
,  These  were  our  food ;  and  nich  a  su 
<  Fiillowed  tlint  p«ir  of  golden  days  tl 
On  Como'd  Lake,  and  all  that  round 
.  Their  bircst,  soUest,  happiest  infiuc 

Dut  Itcre  I  niu»t  break  oS^  and  bic 
I  To  days,  each  oflering  some  new  n^ 
.  With  some  untried  adventure,  in  a  i 
Pri>I<mi!ed  till  sprinkling  of  autumi 
I'lieckLHl  our  uiuvearied  steps.  Ijet 
lie  mentioned  as  a  parting  word,  thi 
In  hollow  exultation,  dealing  ont 
'  Ilyperboloa  of  praise  comparative ; 
Not  rich  one  murnent  to  be  poor  for 
Not  prostrate,  overborne,  as  if  [he  i: 
'  Herself  were  nothing,  a  mere  pensi 
On  outward  thrms  —  did  we  in  presi 
Of  that  magnificent  region.  On  th 
I  Of  this  whole  Song  is  written  that  i 
Miidt,  in  such  Temple,  needs  have  < 
A  different  worship.  Finally,  what 
I  saw,  or  heard,  or  felt,  was  but  a  st 
!  Thnt  flowed  into  a  kindred  stream  j- 
Coiifiiierate  with  the  current  of  the 
!  To  speed  my  voyage;  every  sound  i 
I  In  its  degree  of  power,  adminiaterec 
To  grandeur  or  to  tenderness,  —  to  I 
Directly,  but  to  tender  thoughts  by  i 
I.eEs  often  instantaneous  in  eflect; 
Led  me  to  these  by  paths  that,  in  th 
Were  more  circuitoiis,  but  not  less  ( 
Duly  to  reach  the  point  marked  out 

Oh,  most  belovM  Friend  I  a  glorii 
I  A  happy  time  that  was;  triumpliani 
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d  from  deep,  the  Natioiu  haQ«d 

expeclaiiej :  the  fife  of  war 

■piritctirrtiig  loaiid  indeed, 

i*8  wkiBtle  in  a  budding  gro?e. 

Swim  eznlting  in  the  fitte 

ir  Deigfaboon;  and,  when  shortening  fiist 

■ge,  nor  distant  fkr  fhxn  home, 

the  Brabant  armies  on  the  firet 

1  the  cause  of  Liberty. 

scarcely  of  the  household  then 

e,  I  looked  npoo  these  things 


As  from  a  distance ;  heard,  and  saw,  and  felt. 

Was  touched,  but  with  no  intimate  ooncem ; 

I  seemed  to  move  along  them,  as  a  bird 

Moves  through  the  air,  or  as  a  fish  pursues 

Its  sport,  or  feeds  in  its  proper  element ; 

I  wanted  not  that  joy,  I  did  not  need 

Such  help ;  the  ever-living  universe. 

Turn  where  I  might,  was  opening  out  its  glories, 

And  the  independent  spirit  of  pure  youth 

Called  forth,  at  every  season,  new  delights 

Spread  round  my  steps  like  sunshine  o*er  green  fielda 
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ful  years  have  vanished  since  I  first 
(saluted  by  that  quickening  breeze 

me  iMning  firom  the  City's*  walls) 
mble  to  this  Verse :  I  sang 

fervour  irresistible 
ed  transport,  like  a  torrent  bursting, 
k  thunder-doud,  down  Scafeirs  side 

disappear.    But  soon  broke  forth 
he  Muse)  a  less  impetuous  stream, 

awhile  with  unabating  strength, 
id  for  years;  not  audible  again 
)rimrDBe-time.    Beloved  Friend ! 
ce  which  then  cheered  some  heavy  thoughts 
irture  to  a  fereign  land 

too  slowly  moves  the  promised  work. 
e  whole  summer  have  I  been  at  rest, 

voluntary  holiday, 

rough  outward  hindrance.    But  I  heard, 

Hir  of  sunset  yester-even, 

tin  doors  between  light  and  dark, 

"edbreasts  gathered  somewhere  near 

Id,  —  minstrels  from  the  distant  woods 

Winter's  service,  to  announce, 

ration  artful  and  benign, 

ugh  lord  had  left  the  surly  North 

istomed  journey.    The  delight, 

timely  notice,  unawares 

uid,  listening,  I  in  whispers  said, 

>me  Choristers,  ye  and  I  will  be 

and,  unscared  by  blustering  winds, 

t  together."    Thereafler,  as  the  shades 

deepened,  going  forth,  I  spied 
tn  underneath  a  dusky  plume 
^f  yet  unwithered  fern, 
ig,  like  a  hermit's  taper  seen 


he  City  of  Goslsr,  in  Lower  Saxony. 


Through  a  thick  forest*    Silence  touched  me  here 
No  less  than  sound  had  done  before ;  the  child 
Of  summer,  lingering,  shining,  by  herself. 
The  voiceless  worm  on  the  unfrequented  hilla^ 
Seemed  sent  on  the  same  errand  with  the  choir 
Of  Winter  that  had  warbled  at  my  door. 
And  the  whole  year  breathed  tenderness  and  love. 

The  Isst  night's  genial  feeling  overflowed 
Upon  this  morning,  and  my  favourite  grove. 
Tossing  in  sunshine  its  dark  boughs  alofl. 
As  if  to  make  the  strong  wind  visible. 
Wakes  in  me  agitations  like  its  own, 
A  spirit  friendly  to  the  Poet's  task. 
Which  we  will  now  resume  with  lively  hope. 
Nor  checked  by  aught  of  tamer  argument 
That  lies  before  us,  needful  to  be  told. 

Returned  from  that  excursion,!  soon  I  bade 
Farewell  for  ever  to  the  sheltered  seats 
Of  gowned  students,  quitted  hall  and  bower. 
And  every  comfort  of  that  privileged  ground. 
Well  pleased  to  pitch  a  vagrant  tent  among 
The  unfenccd  regions  of  society. 

Yet,  undetermined  to  what  course  of  life 
I  should  adhere,  and  seeming  to  possess 
A  little  space  of  intermediate  time 
At  full  command,  to  London  first  I  turned. 
In  no  disturbance  of  excessive  hope, 
By  personal  ambition  nnenslaved, 
Frugal  as  there  was  need,  and,  though  self-willed. 
From  dangerous  passions  free.    Three  years  had  flown 
Since  I  had  felt  in  heart  and  soul  the  shock 
Of  the  huge  town's  first  presence,  and  had  paced 


*  See  p.  &05. 
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rensient  visitant : 

Dticourse  of  mankind 

FioaUng  in  dance,  or  waiUing  bigb 

about  incewsnily. 

The  songa  of  spirits!    Norbadftn 

m  but  one,  I  filled 

With  lew  delight  npoQ  that  other  c 

er  well  content 

Of  marvels,  broad-day  wooden  per 

matter  for  a  home!) 

The  River  praadly  bridged ;  the  di: 

?  cheerfully  abroad 

And  Whisperinff  GaUwy  of  BL  Pu 

ever  on  the  slir. 

tioQs  out  of  doors. 

Bedlam,  and  those  carved  toaniao  i 
PerpetuaUy^  recumbent;  Sutoes— 

And  Ihe  borae  utHler  faim— in  giU 

rdcas  built 

or  hath  in  enve 

The  Monument,  and  that  Chamber 

Bet  Torth  of  Rome, 

Where  England's  sovereigna  ait  in 

rs^polis; 

Their  steeds  bestriding,—  every  mi 

y  pil^rira  frJBrB. 

Cased  in  the  gleaming  mail  the  mo 

nths'  journey  deep 

—  fell  flhort,  tar  ehort, 

Or  life  or  death  upon  the  batUe^t 

cily  believed 

Those  bold  imaginatioas  in  due  tim 

—  lielJ  Tne  by  a  chain 

Had  vanished,  leaving  others  in  the 

am!  obscure  delight. 

And  now  I  looked  upon  the  living  ■ 

td hood's  Fancy  shot 

Familiarly  perused  it;  oOeutiines, 

lary  mark, 

I  in  onr  flock  of  boys 

m  hia  birth,  whom  chance 

Paid  to  tliB  object  by  prescriptive  ri 

lo  Tendon ;  fortunate 

When  the  Boy  returned, 

Rise  np,'  thou  moDstroas  ant4iill  ■ 

uriously  I  acanned 

or  a  too  busy  world !    Beforemefl 

or  was  free,  in  soolh. 

Thou  endless  stream  of  men  and  m 

ot  to  Gnd  some  change 

Bt  new  region  brought, 

Much  1  questioned  him; 

On  Btrangers,  of  all  agea;  the  qaicl 

red,  on  my  eara 

nf  colours,  lights,  and  fbrma;  the  d 

d  parrot's  note. 

The  comera  end  the  goers  &ce  to  A 

edly  awry. 

Face  after  face ;  the  string  of  daul 

r'slialening.   Marvellous  things 

Shop  after  shop,  with  Bymbols,  blast 

I  that  appears 

And  all  the  tradesman's  honoura  out 

and  as  strong 

Here,  (rants  of  houses,  like  a  title-p 

r  itself)  conceived 

With  letters  huge  inscribed  (han  lo 

ould  that  I  could  now 

Stationed  above  the  door,  like  ifuanj 

ired  to  m)'self; 

There  allegoric  shapes,  female  or  m 

ds  in  ermine  clad. 

^'a  Palace,  and.  not  last. 

Boyle.  Shakspeare,  Newton,  or  the  ( 
or  some  quack-doctor,  famous  in  hii 

use  which  once  begat 

young  Wliitlinglon, 

Meanwhile  the  roar  continue^  tili 

nd  a  drooping  boy. 

Escaped  as  from  an  enemy,  we  turn 

ird  the  bells  speak  out 

ve  all,  one  thought 

g:  how  men  lived 

At  leisure,  thence,  through  tracts  of 

urs,  as  we  siy,  yet  still 

And  sights  and  sounds  that  come  at 

each  the  other's  name. 

With  children  gntlierwi  round ;  aaot 

wonls.  by  simple  faith 

Presents  a  company  of  dancing  dogt 

itnin^  that  we  lore! 

!  I  then  had  beard 

Of  monkeys  on  his  back ;  a  minstrel 

nd  wilderness  of  kmps 

Of  Savoyard*;  or,  aingle  and  alooe. 

fireworks  magical, 

An  English  WU^ww.    Printet 
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eoffinm  and  aongbtly  lanei 

'  loine  fwDale  vender's  aenaait  belike 

hrillest  of  all  Londoo  erioi^ 

sntangle  oor  impatient  atepa ; 

through  tboae  labyrinths,  unawares, 

;ed  regions  and  mvidate, 

n  their  aity  lodges  studious  lawyers 

D  waters,  walks,  and  gardens  green. 

back  into  the  throng,  until  we  reacl^ 
the  tide  that  slackens  by  degrees, 
frequented  scene,  where  wider  streets 
fgling  breeaes  of  suburban  air. 
of  ballads  dangle  ftom  dead  walls; 
lents,  of  giant^iie,  ftom  high 
aid,  in  all  coUmui,  on  the  sight; 
1  in  conscious  merit,  lower  down ; 
ted  with  a  most  imposing  word, 
mtnre,  one  in  masquerade, 
broadening  causeway  we  admnce, 
med  upwards,  a  iace  hard  and  strong 
ints,  and  red  with  over-toil, 
loountered  here  and  every  where; 
ig  cripple,  by  the  trunk  cot  short, 
ling  on  bis  arms.    In  sailor's  garb 
es  at  length,  beside  a  range 
rmed  charsctem,  with  chalk  inscribed 
vnooth  flat  stones :  the  Nurse  is  here, 
dor,  that  loves  to  son  himself, 
jy  Idler,  and  the  Dame, 

takes  her  walk  with  decent  steps. 


Mneward    through   the  thickening  hubbub, 

;re 

J  less  distinguishable  shapes, 

ng  scavenger,  with  hat  in  hand ; 

1,  as  he  thrids  his  way  with  care, 

far-seen,  a  frame  of  images 
ead ;  with  basket  at  his  breast 

the  stately  and  slow-moving  Turk, 
ht  of  slippers  piled  beneath  his  arm ! 

;  —  the  mighty  concourse  I  surveyed 
nthiuking  mind,  well  pleased  to  note 
}  crowd  all  specimens  of  man, 
11  the  colours  which  the  sun  bestows, 
character  of  form  and  face : 
e,  the  Russian ;  from  the  genial  south, 
:hman  and  the  Spaniard ;  from  remote 
he  Hunter-Indian ;  Moors, 
iscars,  the  Tartar,  the  Chinese, 
>  Ladies  in  white  muslin  gowns. 

re,  then,  I  viewed,  from  day  to  day, 

icles  within  doors,  —  birds  and  beasts 

lature,  and  strange  plants  convened 

f  dhne ;  and,  next,  those  sights  that  ape 

ite  presence  of  reality, 

',  aa  in  mirror,  sea  and  Und, 


And  what  earth  is,  and  what  she  has  to  show. 
I  do  not  here  allude  to  subtlest  craft. 
By  means  refined  attaining  purest  ends, 
But  imitations,  fondly  made  in  plain 
Confession  of  man's  weakness  and  his  bvesL 
Whether  the  Painter,  whose  ambitious  skill 
Submits  to  nothing  less  than  taking  in 
A  whole  horizon's  circuit,  do  with  power, 
Like  that  of  angels  or  commissioned  spirited 
Fix  us  upon  some  lofty  pinnacle. 
Or  m  a  ship  on  waters,  with  a  world 
Of  life,  and  life-like  mockery  beneath. 
Above,  behind,  fer  stretching  and  before ; 
Or  more  mechanic  artist  represent 
By  scale  exact,  in  model,  wood  or  clay. 
From  blended  colours  also  borrowing  help. 
Some  miniature  of  famous  spots  or  things, — 
St.  Peter's  Church ;  or,  more  aspiring  aim. 
In  microscopic  vision,  Rome  herself; 
Or,  haply,  some  choice  rural  haunt, — the  Falls 
Of  Tivoli :  and,  high  upon  that  steep. 
The  Sibyl's  mouldering  Temple!  every  tree. 
Villa,  or  cottage,  lurking  among  rocks 
Throughout  the  landscape ;  tuft,  stone  scratch  minute- 
All  that  the  traveller  sees  when  he  is  there.  y 

And  to  these  exhibitions,  mute  and  still, 
Others  of  wider  scope,  where  living  men. 
Music,  and  shifting  pantomimic  scenes. 
Diversified  the  allurement    Need  I  fear 
To  mention  by  its  name,  as  in  degree. 
Lowest  of  these  and  humblest  in  attempt. 
Yet  richly  graced  with  honours  of  her  own, 
Half-rural  Sadler's  Wells?    Though  at  that  tizno 
Intolerant,  as  is  the  way  of  youth 
Unless  itself  be  pleased,  here  more  than  once 
Taking  my  seat,  I  saw  (nor  blush  to  add. 
With  ample  recompense)  giants  and  dwarfs, 
Clowns,  conjurers,  posture-masters,  harlequins, 
Amid  the  uproar  of  the  rabblement, 
Perform  their  feats.    Nor  was  it  mean  delight 
To  watch  crude  Nature  work  in  untaught  minds; 
To  note  the  laws  and  progress  of  belief; 
Though  obstinate  on  this  way,  yet  on  that 
How  willingly  we  travel,  and  how  far! 
To  have,  for  instance,  brought  upon  the  scene 
The  champion.  Jack  the  Giant-killer :  Lo ! 
He  dons  his  coat  of  darkness ;  on  the  stage 
Walks,  and  achieves  his  wonders,  from  the  e>n 
Of  living  Mortal  covert,  '*as  the  moon 
Hid  in  her  vacant  interlunar  cave." 
Delusion  bold !  and  how  can  it  be  wrought? 
The  garb  he  wears  is  black  as  death,  the  word 
'*  Invisible*^  flames  forth  upon  his  chest 

Here,  too,  were  "  forms  and  pressures  of  the  Idbe,** 
Rough,  bold,  as  Grecian  comedy  displayed 
;  When  Art  was  young;  dramas  of  living  men, 
I  And  recent  things  yet  warm  with  life;  a  sea-figfati 
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Shipwreek,  or  some  domestic  incident 

Divulged  by  Truth  and  magnified  by  Fame, 

Such  as  Uie  daring  brotherhood  of  late 

Set  forth,  too  serious  theme  for  that  light  place  •— 

I  mean,  O  distant  Friend !  a  story  drawn 

From  our  own  ground,  —  the  Maid  of  Buttermere, — 

And  how,  unfaithful  to  a  virtuous  wife 

Deserted  and  deceived,  the  spoiler  came 

And  wooed  the  artless  daughter  of  the  hills. 

And  wedded  her,  in  cruel  mockery 

Of  love  and  marriage  bonds.*    These  words  to  thee 

Must  needs  bring  back  the  moment  when  we  first, 

Kre  the  broad  world  rang  with  the  maiden*s  name, 

Beheld  her  serving  at  the  cottage  inn. 

Both  stricken,  as  she  entered  or  withdrew, 

With  admiration  of  her  modest  mien 

And  carriage,  marked  by  unexampled  grace. 

We  since  that  time  not  unfamiliarly 

Have  seen  her,  —  her  discretion  have  observed, 

Her  just  opinions,  delicate  reserve. 

Her  patience  and  humility  of  mind 

Unspoiled  by  commendation  and  the  excess 

Of  public  notice  —  an  ofiTensive  light 

To  a  meek  spirit  suffering  inwardly. 

From  this  memorial  tribute  to  my  theme 
I  was  returning,  when  with  sundry  forms 
Commingled — shapes  which  met  me  in  the  way 
That  we  must  tread  —  thy  image  rose  again, 
Maiden  of  Buttermere !    She  lives  in  peace 
Upon  the  spot  where  she  was  born  and  reared ; 
Without  contamination  doth  she  live 
In  quietness,  without  anxiety: 
Beside  the  mountain  chapel,  sleeps  in  earth 
Her  new-born  infant,  fearless  as  a  lamb 
That,  thiiher  driven  from  some  unsheltered  place. 
Rests  underneath  the  little  rock-like  pile 
When  storms  are  raging.     Happy  are  they  both  — 
Mother  and  child!  —  These  feelings,  in  themselves 
Trite,  do  yet  scarcely  seem  so  when  I  think 
On  those  ingenuous  moments  of  our  youth 
Ere  we  have  learnt  by  use  to  slight  the  crimes 
And  sorrows  of  the  world.    Those  simple  days 
Are  now  my  theme ;  and,  foremost  of  the  scenes, 
Wliich  yet  survive  in  memory,  appears 
One,  at  whose  centre  sat  a  lovely  Boy, 
A  sportive  infant,  who,  for  six  months*  space. 
Not  more,  had  been  of  age  to  deal  about 
Articulate  prattle  —  Child  as  beautiful 
As  ever  clung  around  a  mother's  neck. 
Or  father  fondly  gazed  upon  with  pride. 
There,  too,  conspicuous  for  stature  tali 
And  large  dark  eyes,  beside  her  infant  stood 
The  mother:  but,  upon  her  checks  diffused, 
False  tints  too  well  accorded  with  the  glare 


[•  Sco  "Espaya  on  Ilia  Own  Times."  by  S.  T.  Cole- 
ridge—edited by  bis  daughicr,  Sara  Coleridge:  p.  585, 
and  notes,  p.  K)22.  — H.  R.J 


From  play-bouse  lustres  thrown  without  iwem     I 
On  every  object  near.    The  Boy  hid  beea  i 

The  pride  and  pleasure  of  all  lookersKm  < 

In  whatsoever  place,  but  seemed  in  this  « 

A  sort  of  alien  scattered  from  the  cloudt. 
Of  lusty  vigour,  more  than  infantine 
He  was  in  limb,  in  cheek  a  sanuner  rase 
Just  three  parts  bbwn — a  cottage-child  —  if  e*«  ^ 
By  cottage  door  on  breezy  mountain  side. 
Or  in  some  sheltering  Tale^  was  seen  a  babe 
By  Nature's  gifts  so  fiiToured.    Upon  a  board        i 
Decked  with  refreshments  had  this  child  beei  pholj 
His  little  stage  in  the  vast  theatre. 
And  there  he  sate  surrounded  with  a  throng 
Of  chance  spectators,  chiefly  dissolute  meo 
And  shameless  women,  treated  and  caresKd; 
Ate,  drank,  and  with  the  fruit  and  glassei  pkyi^ 
While  oaths  and  laughter  and  indecent  speeek 
Were  rife  about  him  as  the  songs  of  birds 
Contending  after  showers.     The  mother  now 
Is  fading  out  of  memory,  but  I  see 
The  lovely  Boy  as  I  beheld  him  then 
Among  the  wretched  and  the  fiilsely  gay. 
Like  one  of  those  who  walked  witii  hair  aosiufcd 
Amid  the  fiery  furnace.    Charms  and  spell* 
Muttered  on  black  and  spiteful  instigatiuo 
Have  stopped,  as  some  believed,  the  kindlieil 
Ah,  with  how  different  spirit  might  a  pnyer 
Have  been  preferred,  that  tliis  &ir  crettore,  diedld 
By  special  privilege  of  Nature's  love. 
Should  in  his  childhood  be  detained  for  ever! 
But  with  its  universal  freight  the  tide 
Hath  rolled  along,  and  this  bright  innocent, 
Mary !  may  now  have  lived  till  he  could  look 
With  envy  on  tliy  nameless  babe  that  slcepi, 
Beside  the  mountain  chapel,  undisturbed. 

Four  rapid  years  had  scarcely  them  been  told 
Since,  travelling  southward  from  our  ptstonl  lA 
I  heard,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  lifc^ 
The  voice  of  woman  utter  blasphemy  — 
Saw  woman  as  she  is,  to  open  shame 
Abandoned,  and  the  pride  of  public  vice; 
I  shuddered,  for  a  barrier  seemed  at  once 
Thrown  in,  tliat  from  humanity  divorced 
Humanity,  splitting  the  race  of  man 
In  twain,  yet  leaving  the  same  outward  fbna. 
Distress  of  mind  ensued  upon  the  sight 
And  ardent  meditation.     Later  years 
Brought  to  such  spectacle  a  milder  sadnesi^ 
Feelings  of  pure  commiseration,  grief 
For  the  individual  and  the  overthrow 
Of  her  soul's  beauty;  farther  I  was  then 
But  seldom  led,  or  wished  to  go ;  in  truth 
The  sorrow  of  the  passion  stopped  me  there. 

But  let  me  now,  4ess  moved,  in  order  take 
Our  argument     Enough  is  said  to  show 
i  How  casual  incidents  of  real  life. 
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id  where  peflUme  oolj  bed  beeo  nughtt 
gibed,  or  put  to  fliipht,  the  eet  events 
luared  panioiii  of  the  atige^  albeit 
bos  trod  in  the  fblnesi  of  her  power. 
I  the  theetre  mj  deer  delight ; 
ry  gilding,  larope  and  ptinted  scrolls, 
.  the  mean  npholstety  of  the  place, 
1  not  animation,  when  the  tide 
Lsare  ebbed  bat  to  return  as  &st 
be  ever-ehifting  figures  of  the  scenes 
I  or  gay;  whether  some  beauteous  dame 
»d  in  radiance  through  a  deep  recess 
ik  entangled  forest,  like  the  moon 
g  the  clouds ;  or  sovereign  king,  announced 
kmrishing  trumpet,  came  in  full-blown  state 
world's  greatness,  winding  round  with  train 
rtiers,  bannen,  and  a  length  of  guards; 
tive  led  in  abject  weeds^  and  jingling 
nder  manscles ;  or  romping  girl 
id,  leapt,  and  pawed  the  air;  or  mumbling  sire, 
9-crow  pattern  of  old  age  dressed  up 
he  tatters  of  infirmity 
sely  put  together,  hobbled  in, 
ing  upon  a  cane,  with  which  he  smites, 
ime  to  time,  the  solid  boards,  and  makes  them 
loroewbat  loudly  of  the  whereabout 
I  so  overloaded  with  his  years, 
lat  of  this !  the  laugh,  the  grin,  grimace, 
itics  striving  to  outstrip  each  other, 
all  received,  the  least  of  them  not  lost, 
in  unmeasured  welcome.    Through  the  night, 
sn  the  show,  and  many-headed  mass 
spectators,  and  each  several  nook 
with  its  fray  or  brawl,  how  eagerly 
ith  what  flashes,  as  it  were,  the  mind 
1  this  way  —  that  way  !  sportive  and  alert 
atchful,  as  a  kitten  when  at  play, 
winds  are  eddying  round  her,  among  straws 
istling  leavea    Enchanting  age  and  sweet ! 
itic  almost,  looked  at  through  a  space, 
mall,  of  intervening  years !    For  th^n, 
;h  surely  no  mean  progress  bad  been  made 
ditations  holy  and  sublime, 
tmething  of  a  girlish  childlike  gloss 
velty  survived  for  scenes  like  these ; 
meat  haply  handed  down  from  times 
at  a  country  play-house,  some  rude  bsm 
id  out  fur  that  proud  use,  if  I  perchance 
it,  on  a  summer  evening  through  a  chink 
old  wall,  an  unexpectCMl  glimpse 
y light,  the  bare  thought  of  where  I  was 
eoed  me  more  than  if  I  had  been  led 
dazzling  cavern  of  romance, 
led  with  Genii  busy  among  works 
»  be  looked  at  by  the  common  sun. 

I  matter  that  detains  us  now  may  seem, 
ioy,  neither  dignified  enough 
pduoQSy  yet  will  not  be  scorned  by  them, 
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Who,  lookmg  inwaid,  have  observed  the  tiea 
That  bind  the  perishable  hours  of  liib 
Each  to  the  otheiv  and  the  curious  props 
By  which  the  world  of  memory  and  thought 
Exists  and  is  sustained.    More  lofty  themeib 
Such  as  at  least  do  wear  a  prouder  fiMse, 
Solicit  our  regard ;  but  when  I  think 
Of  these,  I  feel  the  imaginative  power 
Languish  within  me;  even  then  it  slept. 
When,  pressed  by  tragic  suflforings,  the  hesrt 
Was  more  than  fiill ;  amid  my  sobs  and  tears 
Tt  slept,  even  in  the  pregnant  season  of  youth. 
For  though  I  was  most  passionately  moved 
And  yielded  to  all  changes  of  the  scene 
With  an  obsequious  promptness,  yet  the  storm 
Passed  not  beyond  the  suburbs  of  the  mind ; 
Save  when  realities  of  act  and  mien. 
The  incarnation  of  the  spirits  that  move 
In  harmony  amid  the  Poet's  world. 
Rose  to  ideal  grandeur,  or,  called  forth 
By  power  of  contrast,  made  me  recognise. 
As  at  a  glance,  the  things  which  I  had  shaped 
And  yet  not  shaped,  had  seen  and  scarcely  seen. 
When,  having  closed  the  mighty  Shakspeare's  psgi^ 
I  mused,  and  thought,  and  felt,  in  solitude. 

Pass  we  from  entertainments,  that  are  such 
Professedly,  to  others  titled  higher. 
Yet,  in  the  estimate  of  youth  at  least. 
More  near  a|cin  to  those  than  names  imply, — 
I  mean  the  brawls  of  lawyers  in  their  courts 
Before  the  ermined  judge,  or  that  great  stage 
Where  senators,  tongue-favoured  men,  perform, 
Admired  and  envied.    Oh !  the  beating  heart. 
When  one  among  the  prime  of  these  rose  up.— 
One,  of  whose  name  from  childhood  we  had  heard 
Familiarly,  a  household  term,  like  those. 
The  Bedfords,  Glosters,  Salsburys,  of  old 
Whom  the  fifth  Harry  talks  of.    Silence !  liiish ! 
This  is  no  trifier,  no  short-flighted  wit. 
No  stammerer  of  a  minute,  painfully 
Delivered.    No!  the  Orator  hath  yoked 
The  Hours,  like  young  Aurora,  to  his  car  : 
Thrice  welcome  Presence !  how  can  patience  e'er 
Grow  weary  of  attending  on  a  track 
That  kindles  with  such  glory !    All  are  charmed. 
Astonished ;  like  a  hero  in  romance. 
He  winds  away  his  never-ending  horn ; 
Words  follow  words,  sense  seems  to  follow  sense : 
What  memory  and  wliat  logic !  till  the  strain 
Transcendent,  superhumsn  ss  it  seemed. 
Grows  tedious  even  in  a  young  man's  ear. 

Genius  of  Burke !  forgive  the  pen  seduced 
By  specious  wonders,  and  too  slow  to  tell 
Of  what  the  ingenuous,  what  bewildered  men. 
Beginning  to  mistrust  their  boastful  guides. 
And  wise  men,  willmg  to  grow  wiser,  caught, 
Rspt  auditors!  from  thy  most  eloquent  tongue -« 
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e  in  Uie  ccM  grave. 

Court,  th«Mn,  eanrentiele,  or  ahop. 

:^n>ui  in  i^.  — 

In  public  nxm  or  pritate,  paik  or  stieM 

Each  fondly  reand  on  bit  own  pedcAl 

e  more  to  awe 

r  the  grove.    Butaome  — 

Extravagance  in  gertuiv,  mieo,  and  in 

nwincM,  hunches  forth. 

And  all  the  strift  of  singnkrity. 

t  on  sbatnicl  rights, 

Lies  to  the  ear,  and  lies  to  every  aeDse 

esly  proclaimB 

or  these,  and  of  the  living  abapes  they 

hallowed  by  time; 

There  is  DO  end.    Soch  candidalOi  far 

r  of  ncial  tiea 

Althoagh  well  (Jeased  to  ba  whare  Uwr 

nd  with  high  disdain. 

I  did  not  hunt  after,  nor  greaUy  prise. 

ry,  insist* 

Nor  made  nnb)  roywlf  a  MCtet  boast 

which  men  are  bom  — 

Of  reading  them  witb  qniek  and  entioi 

nmud  moltituda — 

But,  as  a  eomnHn  produce,  tliinga  that . 

ted,  where  not  loved) 

n  the  £oliaii  cave, 

Such  willing  note,  as  oa  Bome  erraad  b 

'e  chain.    The  timn  were  big 

That  asks  iMrt  speed,  a  Traveller  migtit 

which,  night  by  Bight,  provokod 

On  Bea-«hella  that  bestrew  the  mdy  U 

ck  clouds  of  paasioo  niwd ; 

Or  daisies  swarraiog  through  the  fidds 

B  intervened. 

a  Goddess  fron  Jove's  bmin, 

But  foolishnesi  and  madnen  in  panii 
Though  most  at  home  in  this  their  dew 
Are  scattered  every  where,  no  nritiea. 

.odd  s  youth,  and  one 

whose  breast  bad  heaved 

Even  to  the  rudest  novice  of  the  ecbool 

isic  elaqucDce. 

Me,  rather,  it  employed,  to  note,  and  k 

mkrul,  uninspired? 

Of  courage,  or  integrity,  or  tmth. 

raiory  ftil 

iiimpb  — not  unfbit 

Appeared  more  touching.    Ooe  will  1 1 

s,  nor  lightly  heard 

A  Father— for  be  bora  that  Hcrad  nu 

rred  thence  by  looguee 

Ilim  saw  I,  silting  in  an  open  •qoaie^ 

nwer  lo  search  the  snul ; 

tiog,  oft 

Wherein  were  fiired  the  iron  polei  thkl 

how  sadly  out  of  place  •  — 

nely  bachelor. 

This  One  Han,  with  a  sickly  babe  oata 

wo  hours,  ascend 

Upon  his  knee,  whom  ha  had  thither  bi 

.hic  glance  look  up. 

Fur  sunshine,  and  to  breathe  the  fnAv 

lylow 

or  those  who  pased,  and  me  who  loob 

•K  through  many  a  mate 

He  took  no  heed ;  but  in  his  brawny  ar 

wmding  up  his  mouth. 

(The  Artificer  was  to  the  elbow  bare. 

an  orifico 

And  from  his  work  this  moment  had  bo 

eyelet,  smalt. 

He  held  Uie  child,  and,  bending  over  it. 

again 

As  if  he  were  ainid  both  of  the  md 

ence  a  smiln 
ui8ile. 

And  of  the  air.  which  he  had  oOiw  to  a 
Eyed  the  poor  babe  with  love  uootterah 

ielH,  Isaiah,  Job. 

ned,  the  other  day. 

As  the  black  storm  upon  the  moontai 

akapeare.  and  the  Bard 

Sets  off  the  sanbearo  in  the  valley,  ao 

o'er  a  gloomy  theme 

IS  inspiring  etar^. 

■lis  the  naked  truth) 

To  single  forms  and  objecU,  whence  tb 

y  Mcirven  — each  and  all 

enii  ornaments  and  floufirn 

indoor  all  IhnplainH, 

Kave  1  gone  forward  with  the  cnwd,  a: 

aplivnlnl  H.irk. 

Unto  myaeir,  "  The  fiice  of  every  ooe 
Thatpasseshymeisamyste>T!" 

cunopirimiiiifflirhm 

Thus  have  1  looked,  nor  ceased  to  took. 

•ns  that,  in  hall. 

Bv  thougbit  of  what  and  whitber.  srbei 

/OV 

rv 

TfiS  PBBLUDE. 


81B 


abapet  bdbre  iny  eyes  bectme 
-eight  proeemon,  mcb  u  glides 
1  moantains,  or  appears  in  dresma; 
S  far-travelled  in  such  mood,  beyond 
h  of  coromott  indication,  lost 
i  moving  pageant,  I  was  smitten 
,  witb  tbe  view  (a  sight  not  nre) 
id  Beggar,  wbo^  with  upright  &ee, 
opped  against  a  wall,  npon  his  chest 
'  a  written  paper,  to  explain 
',  whence  he  camOi  and  who  he  wa& 
»y  tiie  spectacle  ray  mind  tamed  round 
the  might  of  waters;  an  apt  type 
;l  seemed  of  the  utmost  we  can  know, 
xinelves  and  of  the  universe ; 
the  shape  of  that  unmoving  man, 
I&st  hoe  and  sightless  eyes,  I  gazed, 
noushed  from  another  world. 

;h  reared  upon  the  base  of  outward  tbmgs, 
ss  like  these  the  excited  spirit  mainly 
r  herself;  scenes  different  there  are, 
led,  that  take,  with  small  internal  help, 
(n  of  the  ftcnltiea^ — tbe  peace 
les  with  night;  the  deep  solemnity 
e*s  intermediate  hours  of  rest, 
le  great  tide  of  human  life  stands  still ; 
ness  of  the  day  to  come,  unborn, 
;one  by,  locked  up,  as  in  the  grave ; 
ided  calmness  of  the  heavens  and  earth. 
It  and  stars,  and  empty  streets,  and  sounds 
mt  as  in  deserts;  at  late  hours 
it  evenings,  when  unwholesome  rains 
ng  hard,  with  people  yet  astir, 
»le  salutation  from  the  voice 

unhappy  woman,  now  and  then 
(  we  pass,  when  no  one  looks  about, 
is  listened  ta    But  these,  I  fear, 
ily  catalogued ;  things  that  are,  are  not, 
lind  answers  to  them,  or  the  heart 
t,  or  slow,  to  feel.    What  say  you,  then, 
'^  when  half  the  city  shall  break  out 
ne  passion,  vengeance,  rage,  or  fear  t 
itions,  to  a  street  on  fire, 
»ts,  or  rejoicings  1    From  these  sights 
»,  —  that  ancient  festival,  the  Fair, 
vhere  martyrs  suffered  in  past  time, 
led  of  St.  Bartholomew ;  there,  see 
:x>mpleted  to  our  bands,  that  lays, 
)ectacle  on  earth  can  do, 
lie  creative  powers  of  man  asleep !  — 
,  the  Muse's  help  will  we  implore, 
shall  lodge  us,  wafled  on  her  wings, 
le  press  and  danger  of  the  crowd, 
ne  showman's  platform.    What  a  shock 

and  ears !  what  anarchy  and  din, 
n  and  infernal, — a  phantasma, 
js  in  colour,  motion,  shape,  sight,  sound ! 
be  open  space,  through  every  nook 


Of  the  wide  area,  twinkles,  is  ilhrs 

With  heads;  the  midway  region,  and  above, 

Is  thronged  with  staring  pictures  and  huge  scrolls. 

Dumb  proclamations  of  the  Ptodi^es; 

With  chattering  monkejrs  dangling  from  their  pdes 

And  children  whirling  in  their  raundabouis; 

With  those  that  stretch  the  neck  and  strain  the  eyes. 

And  crack  the  voice  in  rivailship,  the  crowd 

Inviting;  with  buflbons  against  buflbons 

Grimacing,  writhing,  screaming,  —  htm  who  grinds 

The  hurdy-gurdy,  at  the  fiddle  weaves, 

Rattles  the  salt4xix,  thrtmps  the  kettle-drum, 

And  him  who  at  the  ttumpet  puft  his  cheeks^ 

The  silver-collared  Negro  with  his  timbre]. 

Equestrians,  tumblers,  women,  girls,  and  boys, 

Blue-breeched,   pink-vested,   with   high-towering 

plumes.^ 
All  moveables  of  wonder,  from  all  parts, 
Are  here— •Albinos,  painted  Indians,  Dwarfi^ 
The  Horse  of  knowledge,  and  the  learned  Pig, 
The  Stone-eater,  the  man  that  swallows  fire. 
Giants,  Ventriloquists,  the  Invisible  Girl, 
The  Bust  that  speaks  and  moves  its  goggling  eyes^ 
The  Wax-work,  Clock-work,  all  the  marvellous  craft, 
Of  modem  Merlins,  Wild  Beasts,  Puppet-shows, 
All  out-o'-tlie-way,  fiir-fetcbed,  perverted  things, 
All  freaks  of  nature,  all  Promethean  thoughts 
Of  man,  his  dullness,  madness,  and  their  feats 
All  jumbled  up  together,  to  compose 
A  Parliament  of  Monsters.    Tents  and  Booths 
Meanwhile,  as  if  the  whole  were  one  vast  mill, 
Are  vomiting,  receiving  on  all  sides, 
Men,  women,  three-years'  Children,  Babes  in  arms. 

Oh,  blank  confusion !  true  epitome 
Of  what  the  mighty  City  is  herself. 
To  thousands  upon  thousands  of  her  sons. 
Living  amid  the  same  perpetual  whirl 
Of  trivial  objects,  melted  and  reduced 
To  one  identity,  by  differences 
That  have  no  law,  no  meaning,  and  no  end  •— 
Oppression,  under  which  even  highest  minds 
Must  labour,  whence  the  strongest  are  not  fipee. 
But  though  the  picture  weary  out  the  eye. 
By  nature  an  unmanageable  sight. 
It  is  not  wholly  so  to  him  who  looks 
In  steadiness,  who  hath  among  least  Uiings 
An  under-sense  of  greatest ;  sees  the  parts 
As  parts,  but  with  a  feeling  of  the  whole. 
This,  of  all  acquisitions,  first  awaits 
On  sundry  and  most  widely  diflforent  modes 
Of  education,  nor  with  least  delight 
On  that  through  which  I  passed.    Attention  springs^ 
And  comprehensiveness  and  memory  flow, 
From  early  converse  with  the  works  of  God 
Among  all  regions;  chiefly  where  appear 
Most  obviously  simplicity  and  power. 
Think,  how  the  everlasting  streams  and  woodsy 
Stretched  and  still  stretching  fiir  and  wide,  exall 
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The  roving  Indian,  on  his  desert  sands : 

What  grandeur  not  unfelt,  what  pregnant  show 

Of  beauty,  meets  the  sun-burnt  Arab's  eye: 

And,  as  the  sea  propels,  from  zone  to  zone. 

Its  currents ;  magnifies  its  shoals  of  life 

Beyond  all  compass;  spreads,  and  sends  alofl 

Armies  of  clouds, — even  so,  its  powers  and  aspects 

Shape  for  mankind,  by  principles  as  fixed. 

The  views  and  aspirations  of  the  soul 

To  majesty.    Like  virtue  have  the  forms 

Perennial  of  the  ancient  hills ;  nor  less 

The  changefiil  language  of  their  countenances 

Quickens  the  slumbering  mind,  and  aids  tho  thought^ 


However  multitudinous^  to  move 
With  order  and  relation.    This,  if  still. 
As  hitherto,  in  freedom  I  may  qieaJc, 
Not  violating  any  just  restraint. 
As  may  be  hoped,  of  real  modesty, — 
This  did  I  feel,  in  London*!  vast  domain. 
The  Spirit  of  Nature  was  upoo  me  there ; 
The  soul  of  Beauty  and  enduring  Life 
Voechsafed  her  inspiration,  and  diflHised, 
Through  meagre  lines  and  colours,  and  the 
Of  self-destroying,  transitory  things, 
Composuref  and  ennobling  Harmony. 
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What  sounds  are  those,  Helvellyn,  that  are  heard 

Up  to  thy  summit,  through  the  depth  of  air 

Ascending,  as  if  distance  had  the  power 

To  make  the  sounds  more  audible?    What  crowd 

Covers,  or  sprinkles  o'er,  yon  village  green  ? 

Crowd  seems  it,  solitary  hill !  to  thee. 

Though  but  a  little  family  of  men. 

Shepherds  and  tillers  of  the  ground  —  betimes 

Assembled  with  their  children  and  their  wives, 

And  here  and  there  a  stranger  interspersed. 

They  hold  a  rustic  fair  —  a  festival, 

Such  as,  on  this  side  now,  and  now  on  that. 

Repeated  through  his  tributary  vales, 

Helvellyn,  in  the  silence  of  his  rest, 

Sees  annually,  if  clouds  towards  either  ocean 

Blown  from  their  favourite  resting-place,  or  mists 

Dissolved,  have  left  him  an  unshrouded  head. 

Delightful  day  it  is  for  all  who  dwell 

In  this  secluded  glen,  and  eagerly 

They  give  it  welcome.    Long  ere  heat  of  noon. 

From  byre  or  field  the  kine  were  brought;  the  sheep 

Are  penned  in  cotes;  the  chaffering  is  begun. 

The  heifer  lows,  uneasy  at  the  voice 

Of  a  new  master;  bleat  the  flocks  aloud. 

Booths  are  there  none ;  a  stall  or  two  is  here  ; 

A  lame  man  or  a  blind,  the  one  to  beg. 

The  other  to  make  music ;  hither,  too, 

From  far,  with  basket,  slung  upon  her  arm. 

Of  hawker's  wares — books,  pictures,  combs,  and  pins — 

Some  aged  woman  finds  her  way  again. 

Year  afler  year,  a  punctual  visitant ! 

There  also  stands  a  speechmaker  by  rote, 

Pulling  the  strings  of  hie  boxed  raree-show ; 

And  in  the  bpse  of  many  years  may  como 


Prouder  itinerant,  mountebank,  or  be 
Whose  wonders  in  a  covered  wain  lie  hii 
But  one  there  is,  the  loveliest  of  them  all. 
Some  sweet  lass  of  the  valley,  looking  oat 
For  gains,  and  who  that  sees  her  would  not  boj! 
Fruits  of  her  fiither's  orchard,  are  her  waio, 
And  with  the  ruddy  produce,  she  walks  romd 
Among  the  crowd,  half  pleased  with,  half  ubiMi 
Of  her  new  office,  blushing  restlessly. 
The  children  now  are  rich,  for  the  old  to^y 
Are  generous  as  the  young;  and,  if  content 
With  looking  on,  some  ancient  wedded  pair 
Sit  in  the  shade  together,  while  they  gaze, 
**  A  cheerful  smile  unbends  the  wrinkled  biow, 
The  days  departed  start  again  to  life, 
And  all  the  scenes  of  childhood  reappear, 
Faint,  but  more  tranquil,  like  the  changing  iob 
To  him  who  slept  at  noon  and  wakes  at  efe."* 
Thus  gaiety  and  cheerfulness  prevail. 
Spreading  from  young  to  old,  from  old  to  yooflf, 
And  no  one  seems  to  want  his  share. —ImmeoM 
Is  the  recess,  the  circumambient  world 
Magnificent,  by  which  they  are  embraced : 
They  move  about  upon  the  soft  green  turf: 
How  little  they,  they  and  their  doings,  seem. 
And  all  that  they  can  further  or  obstruct ! 
Through  utter  w*eakness  pitiably  dear. 
As  tender  infants  are :  and  yet  how  great ! 
For  all  things  serve  them :  them  the  morning  ligkt 
Loves,  as  it  glistens  on  the  silent  rocks ; 

*  These  lines  are  from  a  descriptive  Poem— "HdN 
Hills  *'  —  by  one  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  oldsM  frieadi.  i 
Joseph  Cottle. 
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be  tilent  roeki^  which  now  fhrni  high 
apon  them;  the  repoting  clouds; 
'ooks  prattling  ftom  iDYimble  haunts; 
Ivellyn,  eonseiotts  of  the  stir 
oates  this  day  their  calm  abode. 

)p  devotioo.  Nature,  did  I  feel« 
moos  City*8  torbalent  world 
1  things,  what  benefit  I  owed 
d  those  domains  of  rural  peace, 
be  sense  of  beauty  first  my  heart 
1 ;  tract  more  exquisitely  fiiir 
amed  paradise  of  ten  thousand  trees, 
matchless  gardens,  for  delight 
tarian  dynasty  composed 
it  mighty  wall,  not  fabulous, 
pendens  mound)  by  patient  toil 
and  boon  nature's  lavish  help ; 
clime  firom  widest  empire  chosen, 
i^uld  enchantment  have  done  more)  ? 
IS  dream  of  flowery  lawns,  with  domes 
i  sprinkled  over,  shady  dells 
monasteries,  sunny  mounts 
les  crested,  bridges,  gondolas, 
I,  and  groves  of  foliage  taught  to  melt 
Lher  their  obsequious  hues, 
ad  vanishing  in  subtle  chase, 
be  pursued ;  or  standing  forth 
idant  opposition,  strong 
us  as  the  colours  side  by  side 
mg  rich  plumes  of  tropic  birds; 
iins  over  all,  embracing  all ; 
landscape,  endlessly  enriched 
«  running,  falling,  or  asleep. 

ier  for  than  this,  the  paradise 

IS  reared ;  in  Nature's  primitive  gifts 

D  less,  and  more  to  every  sense 

eeing  that  the  sun  and  sky, 

its,  and  seasons  as  they  change, 

orthy  fellow-labourer  tliere  — 

lan  working  for  himself,  with  choice 

d  place,  and  object ;  by  his  wants, 

s,  native  occupations,  cares, 

led  to  individual  ends 

nd  still  followed  by  a  train 

nthought-of  even  —  simplicity, 

,  and  inevitable  grace. 

m  a  glimpse  of  those  imperial  bowers 

child  be  transport  over-great, 

I  half-hour*s  roam  tlirough  such  a  place 

e  behind  a  dance  of  images, 

>reak  in  upon  his  sleep  for  weeks ; 

he  common  haunts  of  the  green  earth, 

ry  interests  of  man, 

^  embosom,  all  without  regard 

f  seem,  are  fostening  on  the  heart 

Bach  with  the  other's  help. 


For  me,  when  my  aflbctiom  first  were  led 

From  kindred,  friends^  and  playmates,  to  partake 

Love  for  the  human  creature's  absolute  8el( 

That  noticeable  kindliness  of  heart 

Sprang*  out  of  fountains,  there  abounding  most 

Where  sovereign  Nature  dictated  the  tasks 

And  occupations  which  her  beauty  adorned. 

And  Shepherds  were  the  men  that  pleased  ine  first; 

Not  such  as  Saturn  ruled  *mid  Lattan  wilds, 

With  arts  and  laws  so  tempered,  that  their  lives 

Left,  even  to  us  toiling  in  this  late  day, 

A  bright  tradition  of  the  golden  age ; 

Not  such  as,  'mid  Arcadian  fastnesses 

Sequestered,  handed  down  among  themselves 

Felicity,  in  Grecian  song  renowned ; 

Nor  such  as,  when  an  adverse  fate  had  driven, 

From  house  and  home,  the  courtly  band  whose  fortniM* 

Entered,  with  Shakspeare's  genius,  the  wild  woods 

Of  Arden,  amid  sunshine  or  in  shade. 

Culled  the  best  fruits  of  Time's  uncounted  hours, 

Ere  Pbmbe  sighed  for  the  false  Ganymede ; 

Or  there  where  Perdita  and  Florizel 

Together  danced,  Queen  of  the  feast,  and  King; 

Nor  such  as  Spenser  fobled.    True  it  ii^ 

That  I  bad  heard  (what  he  perhaps  had  seen) 

Of  maids  at  sunrise  bringing  in  from  far 

Their  May-bush,  and  along  the  street  in  flocks 

Parading  with  a  song  of  taunting  rhymes, 

Aimed  at  the  laggards  slumbering  within  doors; 

Had  also  heard,  from  those  who  yet  remembered, 

Tkles  of  the  May-pole  dance,  and  wresths  that  decked 

Porch,  door-way,  or  kirk-pillar ;  and  of  youtlis. 

Each  with  his  maid,  before  the  sun  was  up. 

By  annual  custom,  issuing  forth  in  troops. 

To  drink  the  waters  of  some  sainted  well. 

And  hang  it  round  with  garlands.     Love  survives; 

But,  for  such  purpose,  flowers  no  longer  grow : 

The  times,  too  sage,  perhaps  too  proud,  have  dropped 

These  lighter  graces ;  and  the  rural  ways 

And  manners  which  my  childhood  looked  upon 

Were  the  unluxuriant  produce  of  a  life 

Intent  on  little  but  substantial  needs. 

Yet  rich  in  beauty,  beauty  that  was  felt. 

But  images  of  danger  and  distress, 

Man  suffering  among  awfol  Powers  and  Forms; 

Of  this  I  heard,  and  saw  enough  to  make 

Imagination  restless ;  nor  was  free 

Myself  from  frequent  perils;  nor  were  tales 

Wanting, — the  tragedies  of  former  times. 

Hazards  and  strange  escapes,  of  which  the  rocks 

Immutable  and  overflowing  streams. 

Where'er  I  roamed,  were  speaking  monuments. 

Smooth  life  had  flock  and  shepherd  in  old  time, 
liOng  springs  and  tepid  winters,  on  the  banks 
Of  delicate  Galesus;  and  no  less 
Those  scattered  along  Adria's  myrtle  shores: 
Smooth  life  had  herdsman,  and  his  snow-white  held 
To  triumphs  and  to  sacrificial  rites 
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I  Ihe  goal-herd  lived 
Bhe  pleusnt  biuwa 

'e  til-:  pipe  wu  heud 
Bhrilling  Ihe  roclia 
all  hirm 

1  B  pa^lonl  tract 
B  Fancj  miiilit  run  wild, 
fc  generous,  teas  aerene  : 
Xalure  fianied 
lised  a  Hiir  expanse 
<j  with  groves 
f  risinga;  but  Ihe  Plain 
Iriiiely  out,  ftnd  there 

Icreek  or  bay 

er,  where  at  larfS 
Irollin^  hut  hia  hoin& 
lBprln([-time,  there  abidea 

«  ye  may  henr 
Botes  of  love 

nding  Skr. 
if  that  vast  space 
same  shall  have 
-0  hid  houra 
ivilh  no  taak 

a  bt^echen  bowl 
Iwhich  the  traveller  finds, 

n  he  pur^uGs  at  will 
I  gliinpiM  or  such  sweet  llTe 
lielancholy  walls 
1. 1  reoL'ivpd 
it  wide  chsmpsign, 
tales,  sprencij  east  and  west, 
£nlli  the  mountuitious  verge 
Yet,  hail  to  you 
land9,  anil  ye  hollow  Tales, 
I  fi>r  the  Atlantic's  voice, 
^gion  '■    Yg  that  seize 

1]) '.    Your  snows  and  Btream! 
Jr  terrifying  winds, 
liar  him  who  treads 
(•ful  solitudes! 

's  task  the  winter  long 
:  or  tlieir  approach 

n  Ihe  homestead  bears 
Ihe  craggy  ways, 
I  regular  nourishment 

And  when  the  spring 
Ipaalures  dance  with  lauibe, 
warmer  weather,  climbs 
IS  otiicc  lends 
I  whatsoever  track 

For  this  he  quits  his  home 
;r  (loth  the  sun 
|lh  a  flre-like  heat, 

ic  ehioing  rock. 


And  bretUiiata  with  hie  iag.  Vn>ai  th 
As  is  their  wont,  k  pittance  fironi  Aitct  I 
Fur  rcBt  not  needed  or  exchange  of  bit 
Then  from  his  coach  he  tUrta  -,  and  noi 
Crush  oat  a  livelier  fragnnce  from  the 
Of  lowly  thyme,  by  Nature's  skill  enwi 
Id  the  wild  turf:  the  lingering  dewa  a! 
Smoke  round  him,  ts  from  hill  to  bill  hi 
'  His  staff  protendiDg  like  ■  buater'i  ape 
Or  by  iu  aid  leaping  from  eiag  la  crag, 

o'er  the  brawling  beds  of  nubridgt 
Philonphy,  methiokj^  at  F^acj'a  call. 
Might  deign  to  Ibllow  him  throogb  wb) 

!e«  in  bia  day's  march;  hlDMelf  be 
In  those  vast  regions  where  bis  service 
A  freeman,  wedded  to  his  life  of  bope 
And  hazard,  and  hard  labour  interchuj 
With  that  majestic  indolence  mt  dear 

ative  man.    A  rambling  kIkkiMio 
1  felt  his  presence  in  his  own  domain, 
As  of  a  lord  and  master,  or  a  power. 
Or  genius,  under  Nature,  under  God, 
Presiding ;  ond  acverest  solitude 
Had  more  commanding  looks  when  he 
When  up  the  lonely  brooks  oa  niny  d 
Angling  I  went,  or  trod  the  trackless  b 
By  mists  bewildered,  suddenly  mine  ej 
Have  glanced  upon  him  distant  a  few  i 
In  size  a  giant,  stalking  through  thick 
Ilia  sheep  like  Greenland  bears;  or,  ai 
Beyond  the  boundary  line  of  some  bill- 
His  form  hath  flished  upoo  me,  glorifie 
By  the  deep  mdiance  of  the  setting  sui 
Ur  him  have  I  descried  in  distant  skj, 
A  solitary  object  and  sublime 
Above  all  height!  like  an  aerial  croaa 
Slniione<l  alone  upon  a  spiry  rock 
Of  the  Chartreuse,  for  worship.     Thni 
Ennobled  outwardly  betbre  mj  Mght, 
And  thus  my  heart  was  early  introduo 
To  an  unconscious  love  and  reverence 
Of  human  nature ;  hence  the  human  i 
To  me  became  an  index  of  delight, 
or  grace  and  honour,  power  and  wortl 
Meanwhile  this  creature  —  spiritual  al 
As  those  of  books,  but  more  exalted  fa. 
Far  more  of  an  imaginative  form 
Than  the  gay  Corin  of  the  groves,  wh 
For  his  own  fancies,  or  to  dance  by  tin 
In  coronal,  with  Phyllis  in  tlie  midst  - 
Was.  for  the  purposes  of  kind,  a  man 
With  the  most  common;  husband,  tail 
Could  teach,  admonish;  Buffered  with 
From  vice  and  folly,  wretchednete  and 
Of  this  I  little  saw,  cared  less  for  it, 
But  something  must  have  felt 

Call  ye  ifaea 
Wi.ich  1  beheld  of  shepherds  in  my  yt 
This  sanctity  of  Nature  given  to  man 
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\  a  deinaioo,  ye  who  pore 
»d  letter,  mus  the  spirit  of  things ; 
11th  is  not  a  motion  or  a  shipe 
vith  vital  fttoctions,  but  a  block 
]  image  which  yoorseUes  have  made, 
dore !    Bat  blessed  be  the  God 
"e  and  of  Man  that  this  was  so; 
1  before  my  inexperienced  eyes 
present  themselves  thus  purified, 
,  and  to  a  distance  that  was  fit: 
e  all  of  us  in  some  degree 

0  knowledge,  wheresoever  led, 
soever ;  were  it  otherwise, 
bund  evil  fast  as  we  find  good 

at  years,  or  think  that  it  is  found. 

Id  the  innocent  heart  bear  up  and  live ! 

y  fortunate  my  lot ;  not  here 

at  something  of  a  better  life 

xras  round  me  than  it  is  the  privilege 

to  move  in,  but  that  first  I  looked 

hrough  objects  that  were  great  or  fair ; 

muned  with  him  by  their  help.    And  thus 

tded  a  sure  safeguard  and  defence 

he  weight  of  meanness,  selfish  cares, 

anners,  vulgar  passions,  that  beat  in 

les  from  the  ordinary  world 

we  traffic.    Starting  from  this  point 

face  turned  toward  the  truth,  began 
advantage  furnished  by  that  kind 
Beasion,  without  which  the  soul 
no  knowledge  that  can  bring  forth  good, 
ne  insight  ever  comes  to  her. 

restraint  of  over-watchful  eyes 
1, 1  moved  about,  year  after  year, 
nd  now  most  thankfiil  that  my  wall 
rded  from  too  early  intercourse 

deformities  of  crowded  life^ 
3  ensuing  laughters  and  contempts, 
ting,  which,  if  we  would  wish  to  think 
ue  reverence  on  eartlfs  rightful  lord, 
:ed  to  be  the  inheritor  of  heaven, 
permit  us ;  but  pursue  the  mind, 
evotion  willingly  would  rise, 
emple  and  the  temple's  heart 

em  not.  Friend !  that  human  kind  with  me 

ly  took  a  place  preeminent; 

erself  was,  at  this  unripe  time 

idary  to  my  own  pursuits 

lal  activities,  and  all 

7ial  pleasures;  and  when  these  had  drooped 

ually  expired,  and  Nature,  prized 

wn  sake,  became  my  joy,  even  then  — 

ards  through  late  youth,  until  not  less 

>-and-twenty  summers  had  been  told  — 

1  in  my  afi^tions  and  regards 
ite  to  her«  her  visible  forms 
less  agencies :  a  passion,  she, 
i  often,  and  immediate  love 


Ever  at  hand ;  he,  only  a  delight 

Occasional,  and  accidental  grace, 

His  hour  being  not  yet  come.    Far  lets  had  then 

The  inferior  creatures,  beast  or  bird,  attuned 

My  spirit  to  that  gentleness  of  love 

(Though  they  had  long  been  carefully  observed). 

Won  from  me  those  minute  obeisances 

Of  tenderness,  which  I  may  number  now 

With  my  first  blessings.    Nevertheless,  on  these 

The  light  of  beauty  did  not  fall  in  vain, 

Or  grandeur  circumfuse  them  to  no  end. 

But  when  that  first  poetk:  fiiculty 
Of  plain  Imagination  and  severe. 
No  longer  a  mute  influence  of  the  soul. 
Ventured,  at  some  rash  Muse^s  earnest  call. 
To  try  her  strength  among  harmonious  words; 
And  to  book-notions  and  the  rules  of  art 
Did  knowingly  conform  itself:  there  came 
Among  the  simple  shapes  of  human  lifb 
A  wilfulness  of  fancy  and  conceit ; 
And  nature  and  her  objects  beautified 
These  fictions,  as  in  some  sort,  in  their  turn, 
They  bumiahed  her.    From  touch  of  this  new  power 
Nothing  was  safe :  the  elder^tree  that  grew 
Beside  the  well-known  charnel-house  had  then 
A  dismal  look :  the  yew-tree  had  its  ghost. 
That  took  his  station  there  for  ornament : 
The  dignities  of  plain  occurrence  then 
Were  tasteless,  and  truth's  golden  mean,  a  point 
Where  no  sufficient  pleasure  could  be  found. 
Then,  if  a  widow,  staggering  with  the  blow 
Of  her  distress,  was  known  to  have  turned  her  steps 
To  the  cold  grave  in  which  her  husband  slept. 
One  night,  or  haply  more  than  one,  through  pain 
Or  half-insensate  impotence  of  mind. 
The  fact  was  caught  at  greedily,  and  there 
She  must  be  visitant  the  whole  year  through. 
Wetting  the  turf  with  never-ending  tears. 

Through  quaint  obliquities  I  might  pursue 
These  cravings ;  when  the  fbx-glove,  one  by  one. 
Upwards  through  every  stage  of  the  tall  stem. 
Had  shed  beside  the  public  way  its  bells. 
And  stood  of  all  dismantled,  save  the  last 
Left  at  the  tapering  ladder's  top,  that  seemed 
To  bend  as  doth  a  slender  blade  of  grass 
Tipped  with  a  rain-drop,  Fancy  loved  to  seat, 
Beneath  the  plant  despoiled,  but  crested  still 
With  this  last  relic,  soon  itself  to  fall, 
Some  vagrant  mother,  whose  arch  little  ones. 
All  unconcerned  by  her  dejected  plight. 
Laughed  as  with  rival  eagerness  their  hands 
Gathered  the  purple  cups  that  round  them  lay, 
Strewing  the  turPs  green  slope. 

A  diamond  light 
(Whenever  the  summer  sun,  declining,  smote 
A  smooth  rock  wet  with  constant  springs)  was  seen 
Sparkling  from  out  a  copse-clad  bank  that  rose 
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Frontingf  our  cottage.    Oft  beside  the  hearth 

Seated,  with  open  door,  often  and  long 

Upon  this  restless  lustre  have  1  gazed, 

Tliat  made  my  fancy  restless  as  itself. 

'Twas  now  for  me  a  burnished  silver  shield 

Suspended  over  a  knight's  tomb,  who  lay 

Inglorious,  buried  in  the  dusky  wood : 

An  entrance  now  into  some  magic  cave 

Or  palace  built  by  fairies  of  the  rock ; 

Nor  could  I  have  been  bribed  to  disenchant 

The  spectacle,  by  visiting  the  spot 

llius  wilful  Fancy,  in  no  hurtful  mood. 

Ingrafted  fiir-fetched  shapes  on  feelings  bred 

By  pure  Imagination :  busy  Power 

She  was,  and  with  her  ready  pupil  turned 

Instinctively  to  human  passions,  then 

Least  understood.     Yet,  *mid  the  fervent  swarm 

Of  these  vagaries,  with  an  eye  so  rich 

As  mine  was  through  the  bounty  of  a  grand 

And  lovely  region,  I  had  forms  distinct 

To  steady  me :  each  airy  thought  revolved 

Round  a  substantial  centre,  which  at  once 

Incited  it  to  motion,  and  controlled. 

I  did  not  pine  like  one  in  cities  bred, 

As  was  thy  melancholy  lot,  dear  Friend  ! 

Great  Spirit  as  thou  art,  in  endless  dreams 

Of  sickliness,  disjoining,  joining,  things 

Without  the  light  of  knowledge.     Where  the  harm. 

If,  when  the  woodman  languished  with  disease 

Induced  by  sleeping  nightly  on  the  ground 

Within  his  sod-built  cabin,  Indian-wise, 

I  called  the  pangs  of  disappointed  love. 

And  all  the  sad  etcetera  of  the  wrong, 

To  help  him  to  his  grave.     Meanwhile  the  man. 

If  not  already  from  the  woods  retired 

To  die  at  home,  was  haply  as  I  knew, 

Withering  by  slow  degrees,  *mid  gentle  airs. 

Birds,  running  streams,  and  hills  so  beautiful 

On  golden  evenings,  while  the  charcoal  pile 

Breathed  up  its  smoke,  an  image  of  his  ghost 

Or  spirit  that  full  soon  must  take  her  flight 

Nor  shall  we  not  be  tending  towards  that  point 

Of  sound  humanity  to  which  our  Tale 

Leads,  though  by  sinuous  ways,  if  here  I  show 

How  Fancy,  in  a  season  when  she  wove 

Those  slender  cords,  to  guide  the  unconscious  Boy 

For  the  Man's  sake,  could  feed  at  Nature's  call 

Some  pensive  musings  which  might  well  beseem 

Maturer  years. 

A  grove  there  is  whose  boughs 
Stretch  from  the  western  marge  of  Thurston-mere, 
With  length  of  shade  so  thick,  that  whoso  glides 
Along  the  line  of  low-roofed  water,  moves 
As  in  a  cloister.    Once  —  while,  in  that  shade 
I/)itering,  I  watched  the  golden  beams  of  light 
Flung  from  the  setting  sun,  as  they  reposed 
In  silent  beauty  on  the  naked  ridge 
Of  Jt  high  eastern  hill — thus  flowed  my  thoughts 
In  a  pure  stream  of  words  fresh  from  the  heart : 


I  *  Dear  native  RegioiM,  wliereaoe*er  shall  close 

I  My  mortal  course,  there  will  I  think  oo  yon ; 

I  Dying,  will  cast  on  you  a  backward  look; 

I  Even  as  this  setting  son  (albeit  the  Vale 
Is  nowhere  touched  by  one  memorial  gleam) 
Doth  with  the  fond  remains  of  his  laat  powor 
Still  linger,  and  a  forewell  lustre  sheds 
On  the  dear  mountain-tops  where  first  he  rose. 

Enough  of.  humble  afrgameats;  recall. 
My  Song !  those  high  emoiioiis  which  thy  voiee 
Has  heretofore  made  known ;  that  bursting  fbrtk 
Of  sympathy,  inspiring  and  inspired, 
When  every  where  a  vital  pulse  waa  folt, 
And  all  the  several  frames  of  things,  like  stin^ 
Through  every  magnitude  distinguishable, 
Shone  mutually  indebted,  or  half  lost. 
Each  in  the  other's  blaze,  a  galaxy 
Of  life  and  glory.    In  the  midst  stood  Man, 
Outwardly,  inwardly  contemplated. 
As,  of  all  visible  natures,  crown,  though  bora 
Of  dust,  and  kindred  to  the  worm ;  a  Being, 
Both  in  perception  and  discernment,  first 
In  every  capability  of  rapture. 
Through  the  divine  effect  of  power  and  love; 
As,  more  than  any  thing  we  know,  instinct 
With  godhead,  and,  by  reason  and  by  will, 
Acknowledging  dependency  sublime. 

Ere  long,  the  lonely  mountains  left,  I  movsA 
I  Begirt,  from  day  to  day,  with  temporal  sfaapei 
Of  vice  and  folly  thrust  upon  my  view. 
Objects  of  sport,  and  ridicule,  and  scorn, 
Manners  and  characters  discriminate. 
And  little  bustling  passions  that  eclipse. 
As  well  they  might,  the  impersonated  thought, 
The  idea,  or  the  abstraction  of  the  kind. 

An  idler  among  academic  bowers, 
i  Such  was  my  new  condition,  as  at  large 

Has  been  set  forth ;  yet  here  the  vulgar  light 

Of  present,  actual,  superficial  lifo. 

Gleaming  through  colouring  of  other  times, 

Old  usages  and  local  privilege. 

Was  welcome,  softened,  if  not  solemnized. 
I  This  notwithstanding,  being  brought  more  near 

To  vice  and  guilt,  forerunning  wretchedoeat, 
,  I  trembled,  —  thought,  at  times,  of  human  life 
I  With  an  indefinite  terror  and  dismay. 

Such  as  the  storms  and  angry  elements 

Had  bred  in  me;  but  gloomier  for,  a  dim 

Analogy  to  uproar  and  misrule. 

Disquiet,  danger,  and  obscurity. 

It  might  be  told  (but  wherefore  speak  of  thingi 
Common  to  all  1)  that,  seeing,  I  was  led 
Gravely  to  ponder — judging  between  good 
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not  M  for  the  mind'i  delight 
it  gaidance  —  one  who  was  to  «cf, 
imea  to  the  best  of  ieeble  means 
human  sympathy  impelled : 
»ugh  dislike  and  most  ofiensive  pain, 
le  truth  conducted ;  of  this  faith     ^ 
"saken,  that,  by  acting  well, 
^ntanding,  I  should  learn  to  love 
of  life,  and  e?ery  thing  we  know. 

teacher,  stem  Preceptress !  for  at  times 
ist  put  on  an  aspect  most  severe; 
to  thee  I  willingly  return, 
my  verse  played  idly  with  the  flowers 
ht  upon  thy  mantle ;  satisfied 
t  amusement,  and  a  simple  look 
like  inquisition  now  and  then 
ards  on  thy  countenance,  to  detect 
ler  meanings  which  might  harbour  there, 
could  I  in  mood  so  light  indulge, 
such  fresh  remembrance  of  the  day, 
aving  thridded  the  long  labyrinth 
iburban  villages,  I  first 
hy  vast  dominion  ?    On  the  roof 
nerant  vehicle  I  sate, 
Igar  men  about  me,  trivial  forms 
9,  pavement,  streets,  of  men  and  things,- 
ipes  on  every  side:  but,  at  the  instant, 
myself  it  fairly  might  be  said, 
shold  now  is  overpast  (how  strange 
rht  external  to  the  living  mind 
ave  such  mis^hty  sway  !  yet  so  it  was), 
t  of  ages  did  at  once  descend 
heart ;  no  thought  embodied,  no 
remembrances,  but  weight  and  power, — 
-owing  under  weight :  alas !  I  feel 
n  trifling:  *twas  a  moment*s  pause, — 
took  place  within  me  came  and  went 
noment;  yet  with  Time  it  dwells, 
eful  memory,  as  a  thing  divine. 

irious  traveller,  who,  from  open  day, 
sed  with  torches  into  some  huge  cave, 
;to  of  Antiparos,  or  the  Den 
ne  haunted  by  that  Danish  Witch, 
he  looks  around  and  sees  the  vault 
nr  on  all  sides;  sees,  or  thinks  he  sees, 
the  massy  roof  above  his  head, 
antly  unsettles  and  recedes, — 
e  and  shadow,  light  and  darkness,  all 
'led,  making  up  a  canopy 
s  and  forms  and  tendencies  to  shape 
\  and  vanish,  change  and  interchange 
itres, —  ferment  silent  and  sublime ! 
T  a  short  space  works  less  and  less, 
'y  efiibrt,  every  motion  gone, 
e  before  him  stands  in  perfect  view 
and  lifeless  as  a  written  book !  — 
im  pause  awhile,  and  look  again, 
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And  a  new  quickening  shall  succeed,  at  first 
Beginning  timidly,  then  creeping  fast, 
Till  the  whole  cave,  so  late  a  senseless  mass, 
Busies  the  eye  with  images  and  forms 
Boldly  assembled,  —  here  is  shadowed  forth 
From  the  projections,  wrinkles,  cavities, 
A  variegated  landscape,  —  there  the  shape 
Of  some  gigantic  warrior  clad  in  mail. 
The  ghostly  semblance  of  a  hooded  monk. 
Veiled  nun,  or  pilgrim  resting  on  his  staflf: 
Strange  congregation !  yet  not  slow  to  meet 
Eyes  that  perceive  through  minds  that  can  inspire 

Even  in  such  sort  Iiad  I  at  first  been  moved. 
Nor  otherwise  continued  to  be  moved. 
As  I  explored  the  vast  metropolis^ 
Fount  of  my  country's  destiny  and  the  world's; 
That  great  emporium,  chronicle  at  once 
And  burial-place  of  passions,  and  their  home 
Imperial,  their  chief  living  resklence. 

With  strong  sensations  teeming  as  it  did 
Of  past  and  present,  such  a  place  must  needs 
Have  pleased  me,  seeking  knowledge  at  that  time 
Far  less  than  craving  power;  yet  knowledge  earner 
Sought  or  unsought,  and  influxes  of  power 
Came,  of  themselves,  or  at  her  call  derived 
In  fits  of  kindliest  apprehensiveness, 
From  all  sides,  when  whate'er  was  in  itself 
Capacious  found,  or  seemed  to  find,  in  me 
A  correspondent  amplitude  of  mind ; 
Such  is  the  strength  and  glory  of  our  youth ! 
The  human  nature  unto  which  I  felt 
That  1  belonged,  and  reverenced  with  love. 
Was  not  a  punctual  presence,  but  a  spirit 
Diffused  through  time  and  space,  with  aid  derived 
Of  evidence  from  monuments,  erect. 
Prostrate,  or  leaning  towards  their  common  rest 
In  earth,  the  widely  scattered  wreck  sublime 
Of  vanished  nations,  or  more  clearly  drawn 
From  books  and  what  they  picture  and  record. 

'Tis  true,  the  history  of  our  native  land. 

With  those  of  Greece  compared  and  popular  Rome 

And  in  our  high-wrought  modem  narratives 

Stript  of  their  harmonizing  soul,  the  life 

Of  manners  and  familiar  incidents, 

Had  never  much  delighted  me.    And  less 

Than  other  intellects  had  mine  been  used 

To  lean  upon  extrinsic  circumstance 

Of  record  or  tradition ;  but  a  sense 

Of  what  in  the  Great  City  had  been  done 

And  sufiered,  and  was  doing,  suffering,  still. 

Weighed  with  me,  could  support  the  test  of  thought; 

And,  in  despite  of  all  that  had  gone  by. 

Or  was  departing  never  to  return. 

There  I  conversed  with  majesty  and  power 

Like  independent  natures.     Hence  the  place 

Was  thronged  with  impregnations  like  the  Wilds 
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lio^  had  been  nursed  — 
I  full  of  car^Tu,  rocka 
1  dashing  lakea. 
land  poinled  craga 

nagination  found 
mi;  could  here 

ir  give  command, 
nig'ht  require, 
e  loD  acrupuloua  march, 
«  elevated  v 
^ither  tice  nor  guilt, 
I  by  body  or  inind, 
d  upoD  my  light, 
t,  but  KMuetimei  scaniied 
Breitfaniw  my  trust 
;  induce  belief 
d  been  ialaely  taught, 
n  conceits 
I  walked  about  in  dreaniB. 
I  when  meditation  turned, 
■  indeed  divine 


More  orient  in  the  weatern  cloud,  that  i 
O'er  iba  blua  firmament  a  tadiaat  vhitc 
Descending  alow  with  Mxnetbiaf  beiK 

Add  also,  that  iimong  the  multitudea 
Of  tJiat  huge  city,  oflentimea  wa«  aeen 
ABectingly  set  forth,  more  thui  elaewb 
Is  posaiblc,  the  unity  of  man. 
One  spirit  over  ignoratkce  and  vice 
Predominant,  in  good  and  evil  hearta; 
One  sense  (or  raoni  judgmeat^  u  one 
For  the  aun'a  ligbL    The  aoul  when  an 
By  a  sublime  tdf«,  whenceKie'er 
Vouchenled  fbr  unim  or  communioo,  fe< 
On  the  pure  blias,  and  take*  her  reA  w 

Thus  from  a  very  early  tge,  O  Friea 
My  though  la  by  alonr  gradatioiia  bod  be 
To  human-kind,  and  to  the  good  atid  ill 
Of  human  life :  Nature  had  led  ma  en  j 
And  o[l  amid  tlie  "  busy  hum"  I  aeemei 
To  travel  independent  of  her  help^ 
Ad  if  I  had  brgotten  her;  but  no. 
The  world  of  human-biiid  outweighed  i 
In  my  habitual  thoughts;  the  scale  of  I 
Though  filling  daily,  still  waa  light  coo 
WItli  that  in  which  her  mtghty  object* 
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With  courage,  and  new  hope  risen  on  i 
Fair  greetings  to  Ihia  shapeleea  eagem 
Whene'er  It  comes!  needful  in  work  m 
Thrico  needful  to  the  argument  which 
Awaits  us!     Oh,  how  much  unlike  the 

Free  as  a  colt  at  pasture  on  the  hill, 
I  ranged  at  large,  through  London's  wi 
Month  after  month.  Obscurely  did  I  1 
Not  seeking  trequent  intercourse  with  i 

alure,  or  elegance,  or  rank, 
Distinguiahed.  Scarcely  was  a  year  tl: 
Ere  I  forduok  the  crowded  solitude. 
With  less  regret  fer  its  luxurious  pomp 
And  ail  the  nicely-guarded  shows  of  ar 
Than  for  the  humble  book-stalls  in  the  i 
Exposed  to  eye  and  band  where'er  I  tu! 

France  lured  me  Ibrth ;  the  realm  thi 
So  lately,  journey ia| 
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nquUhing  Uie  scrip  and  etaS, 

riiiifnt  winch  the  BummeT  sua 

the  BKpe  of  those  whg  meet  iJic  daj 

constant  as  hia  own,  I  weot 

«journ  ill  H  pleasant  town, 

he  ciirrcDl  of  the  itAtely  Loire. 

'arts  lay  my  readiRBt  course,  aod  there 
Tew  days,  I  risittd, 

h  spot  of  old  or  recent  famp, 

liefly  1  from  the  field  of  Mura 

siilwirbs  of  St.  Antony, 

.nt  Mnriyr  soutlivvsrci  to  tha  Dome 

'«.  '  In  both  W  eUmmMM  Hallf, 

I  Bfuod  ud  ths  JieobJM^ 

Hdutiao>r;  Power 

lip  «t  HDcbor,  rooked  bj  ilorau ; 
t  traverMd,  in  the  Pahce  bag« 
eoaiied  raaitd  attd  round  the  lni« 

trothel,  Otming'^KMue,  and  Shop, 

Ton  (^  wont  ud  beM,  the  v&lk 

sd  >  purpoee,  or  hid  nrt ; 

jetened,  irith  a  einn^eT'i  ears, 

and  Hatmnguera,  hiiUiub  wild! 

ractkmieta  with  ardent  syea, 

«ira,  or  ein^e.    Not  a  look 

•t  Dmibt  or  Fear  ia  (breed  to  wear, 

here  prcMot ;  ind  I  toanned  tbem  all, 

ry  gesture  Dncootrollable, 

i  *exatioQ,  and  despite, 

de,  and  ■trnggllng'  &ce  (o  bee, 

and  diaaolats  idleneea. 

nt  xe;^yrB  sported  with  the  dost 
lei  I  sate  in  the  open  sjn, 

rubbish  gathered  up  a  stone, 
I  the  relic,  in  the  guise 
last;  yet,  in  honest  truth, 
mething  that  I  could  not  find, 
re  emotion  than  I  fell ; 

certain,  that  these  various  sights, 
3Dt  their  first  shock,  with  me 
fecompense  the  traveller's  pains 
I  painted  Magdalene  of  Le  Bruo, 
uimtelj  wrought,  with  hair 
gleaming  eyes,  and  rueful  cheek 
ropped  with  everflowing  tears. 

to  my  mure  permanent  abode 
re,  by  novelties  in  speech, 
nnera,  customs,  gestures,  looks, 
ttire  of  ordinary  life, 
s  engroMed ;  and,  thus  amused, 
those  concussions,  unconcerned, 
ost,  and  careleas  as  a  flower 
green^Muse,  or  a  parlour  shrub 
iia  learea  in  unmolested  peace, 
bud)  and  tree  the  country  through, 
tbk 


Which  may  seem  slrange :  but  I  was  unprepared 
With  needful  knowledge,  had  abruptly  passed 
Into  a  ihealrc,  wljoflc  stage  was  filled 
And  buey  Willi  an  action  far  advanced. 
Like  olliers,  I  had  skimmed,  and  eomeiimes  read 
With  care,  Ihe  master  pamphlets  of  the  day; 
Nor  wanted  such  haif-inslght  as  grew  wild 
UpiHi  that  meagre  soil,  helped  out  ny  talk 
And  public  news;  but  having  never  seen 
A  chronicle  thai  might  suffice  to  show 
Whence  the  mnin  organs  of  the  public  power 
Had  sprung,  their  tranem ignitions,  when  and  how 
AccoiupllBlied,  ghing  ihua  unto  evenrs 
A  form  and  body ;  all  tiling  wera  to  mi 
Loose  and  disjoiDtad,  and  the  aflbetioaa  left 
WillMut  a  vital  inlMeiL     At  that  tiow^ 
Moreover,  the  flrst  atomr  was  ovwblown. 
And  the  stibng  hand  of  outward  nolenc* 
Locked  up  ia  qnieL    For  myself,  I  jw 
Now  in  coDnectloD  with  lo  great  a  tbame 
To  speak  (aa  1  must  be  eompsHad  to  do) 
Of  one  BO  unimportant;  night  bf  night 
Did  I  fi«queot  tha  fenoal  haanto  of  mmd,' 
Whom  in  tha  oi^,  privilaga  of  btrtfa 
Sequesterod  from  the  rest,  societiea 
Polished  in  arts,  and  in  paoctilia  veraed ; 
Whence,  and  from  deeper  caDses,  all  diacoana 
Of  good  and  evil  of  the  lime  was  ahmnwd 
With  •crupulooB  care;  bat  tiieae  reatrktioai  kmb 
Proved  tedkmsi  and  t  gradually  withdraw    * 
Into  a  noisier  workl,  and  tfane  ere  long 
Became  a  patriot;  and  my  heart  was  all 
Given  to  the  people,  aud  nij  love  was  theirs. 

A  band  of  military  Officera, 
Then  stationed  in  tlie  city,  were  the  chief 
Of  my  associates :  some  of  these  wore  awords 
That  had  been  seasoned  in  the  wara,  and  all 
Were  men  well-born !  the  chivalry  of  Fiance, 
In  age  and  temper  differing,  they  had  yet 
One  spirit  ruling  in  each  heart ;  alike 
(Save  only  one,  hereafter  to  be  named) 
Were  bent  upon  undoing  what  was  done: 
This  was  their  rest  and  only  hope;    therewith 
No  fear  had  they  of  bad  beccoiing  WMse, 
For  worst  to  tbem  was  come ;  bor  would  hava  ttfanvd. 
Or  deemed  It  worth  a  tnomenfa  thought  to  stir. 
In  any  thing,  save  only  as  the  act 
Looked  thitherward.    One,  reckoning  by  yean. 
Was  iu  the  prime  of  manhood,  and  arewhila 
He  had  sate  lord  in  many  tender  hearts; 
Though  heedless  of  such  honours  now,  snd  cblDgcd: 
His  temper  wis  quite  masterad  by  the  timea. 
And  they  had  blighted  him,  had  eaten  away 
The  beauty  of  his  penon,  doing  wrong 
Alike  to  body  and  (o  mind ;  hia  port. 
Which  once  bad  been  erect  and  open,  now 
Waa  stooping  and  coottaftad,  and  a  face. 
Endowed  by  Natnn  wilfa  hir  &inat  gOtm 
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Of  symmetry  and  light  and  gloom,  exfureased, 

As  much  as  any  that  was  ever  seen, 

A  ravage  out  of  season,  made  by  thoughts 

Unhealthy  and  vexatious.    With  the  hoar, 

That  from  the  press  of  Paris  duly  brought 

Its  freight  of  public  news,  the  fever  came, 

A  punctual  visitant,  to  shake  this  man. 

Disarmed  his  voice  and  fanned  bis  yellow  cheek 

Into  a  thousand  colours;  while  he  read, 

Or  mused,  his  sword  was  haunted  by  his  touch 

Continually,  like  an  uneasy  place 

In  his  own  body.    *Twas  in  truth  an  boar 

Of  universal  ferment ;  mildest  men 

Were  agitated ;  and  commotions,  strife 

Of  passion  and  opinion,  filled  the  walls 

Of  peaceful  houses  with  unquiet  sounds. 

The  soil  of  common  life  was,  at  that  time, 

Too  hot  to  tread  upon.    Oft  said  I  then, 

And  not  then  only,  ^  What  a  mockery  this 

Of  history,  the  past  and  that  to  come ! 

Now  do  I  feel  how  all  men  are  deceived, 

Reading  of  nations  and  their  works,  in  fiiith, 

Faith  given  to  vanity  and  emptiness ; 

Oh !  laughter  for  the  page  that  would  reflect 

To  future  times  the  face  of  what  now  is  !** 

The  land  all  swarmed  with  passion,  like  a  plain 

Devoured  by  locusts,  —  Carra,  Gorsa8,^add 

A  hundred  other  names,  forgotten  now. 

Nor  to  be  heard  of  more ;  yet,  they  were  powers. 

Like  earthquakes,  shocks  repeated  day  by  day. 

And  felt  through  every  nook  of  town  and  field. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things.    Meanwhile  the  chief 
Of  my  associates  stood  prepared  for  flight 
To  augment  the  band  of  emigrants  in  arms 
Upon  the  borders  of  the  Rhine,  and  leagued 
With  foreign  fues  mustered  for  instant  war. 
This  was  their  undisguised  intent,  and  they 
Were  waiting  with  the  whole  of  their  desires 
The  moment  to  depart 

An  Englishman, 
Born  in  a  land  whose  very  name  appeared 
To  license  some  unruliness  of  mind ; 
A  stranger,  with  youth*s  further  privilege. 
And  the  indulgence  that  a  half-learnt  speech 
Wins  from  the  courteous;  I,  who  had  been  else 
Shunned  and  not  tolerated,  freely  lived 
With  these  defenders  of  the  Crown,  and  talked. 
And  heard  their  notions;  nor  did  they  disdain 
The  wish  to  bring  me  over  to  their  cause. 

But  though  untaught  by  thinking  or  by  books 
To  reason  well  of  polity  or  law. 
And  nice  distinctions,  then  on  every  tongue, 
Of  natural  rights  and  civil ;  and  to  acts 
Of  nations  and  their  passing  interests, 
(If  with  unworldly  ends  and  aims  compared) 
Almost  indifferent,  even  the  historian's  tale 
Prizing  but  little  otiierwise  than  I  priced 


Tales  of  the  poets,  ai  it  made  the  beait 
Beat  high,  and  filled  the  fancy  with  hit  ibmM^ 
Old  heroes  and  their  sofileriiiga  and  their  deedi; 
Yet  in  the  regal  sceptre,  and  the  pomp 
Of  orders  and  degrees,  I  nothing  found 
Then,  or  had  ever,  even  in  crudest  youth. 
That  dazzled  me,  bat  rather  what  I  mooraed 
And  ill  could  brook,  beholding  that  the  best 
Ruled  not,  and  feeling  that  they  ought  to  mle. 

For,  born  in  a  poor  district,  and  which  yet 
Retaineth  more  of  ancient  horaelineas 
Than  any  other  nook  of  English  ground. 
It  was  my  fbrtune  scarcely  to  have  seen. 
Through  the  whole  tenor  of  my  school-day  tiM^ 
The  face  of  one,  who,  whether  boy  or  man. 
Was  vested  with  attention  or  respect 
Through  claims  of  wealth  or  blood ;  nor  «u  ill 
Of  many  benefits,  in  later  years 
Derived  from  academic  inatitutea 
And  rules,  that  they  held  aoroething  up  to  visv 
Of  a  Republic,  where  all  stood  thus  far 
Upon  equal  ground ;  that  we  were  broCben  tU 
In  honour,  as  in  one  community. 
Scholars  and  gentlemen ;  where  furthermov. 
Distinction  open  Isy  to  all  that  came. 
And  wealth  and  titles  were  in  less  esteem 
Than  talents,  worth,  and  prosperous  industry. 
Add  unto  this,  subservience  from  the  first 
To  presences  of  God's  mysterious  power 
Made  manifest  in  Nature's  sovereignty. 
And  fellowship  with  venerable  books, 
To  sanction  the  proud  workings  of  the  soul. 
And  mountain  liberty.     It  could  not  be 
But  that  one  tutored  thus  should  look  with  tve 
Upon  the  faculties  of  man,  receive 
Gladly  the  highest  promises,  and  hail. 
As  best,  the  government  of  equal  rights 
And  individual  worth.     And  hence,  O  Friend! 
If  at  the  first  great  outbreak  I  rejoiced 
Less  than  might  well  befit  my  youth,  the  caoi^ 
In  part  lay  here,  that  unto  me  the  events 
Seemed  nothing  out  of  nature's  certain  coorsi. 
A  gifl  that  was  come  rather  late  than  sooo. 
No  wonder,  then,  if  advocates  like  these, 
Inflamed  by  passion,  blind  with  prejudice. 
And  stung  with  injury,  at  this  riper  day. 
Were  impotent  to  make  my  hopes  put  on 
The  shape  of  theirs,  my  understanding  bend 
In  honour  to  their  honour:  zeal,  which  yet 
Had  slumbered,  now  in  opposition  burst 
Forth  like  a  Polar  summer:  every  word 
They  uttered  was  a  dart,  by  counter-winds 
Blown  back  upon  themselves;  their  reason  seeaa 
Confusion-stricken  by  a  higher  power 
Than  human  understanding,  their  disconrse 
Maimed,  spiritless ;  and,  in  their  weakness  strQif 
I  triumphed. 

Meantime,  day  by  day,  the  roadi 
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ii  with  the  bravMt  youth  of  France, 
romptesl  of  her  spiriti^  liitkeJ 
Jiership,  snil  peeling  on 
w«r  upon  her  Ironlier  bounds. 
!ty  mnment  <io  learn  atitrt 
ea:  I  do  ii»t  eay  I  weep  — 
len,  —  but  lean  have  dimmed  my  sight, 
r  the  fareurella  of  that  time, 
eriocSi  fttmale  fortiludt! 
iparation,  patriot  iove 
itlun,  Bod  terrestrial  hope, 
with  a  martyr's  conGiIonce; 
tnagott  manlj  aMO  bat  oneo, 
meat,  mqa  fton  ht  with  nand 
•rtial  IniMa,  and  bumanapntd, 
I  citj,  bar«  UHf  tiisra  a  Aos. 
igle4  out  amoof  tita  nat, 
imngn  and  belond  aa  auoh  i 
n  fmag  apaetaeloa  mj  baart 
iMa  npliflad,  and  the^  aaemad  ' 
wit  from  Hhtmi  to  pron  tba  camw 
irhieh  no  voa  eoM  ttand  up  againit. 


abb,  wUMlj  daimrad, 
na  of  aqnity  ud  tnilli. 


Led  at,  cf  oUmt  noold  — 

efwa  rejected  bf  the  raat 

I  oriental  loathing  tparned, 

rant  caala.    A  meeker  man 

?ed  neier,  nor  a  more  beni^ 

h  eathaaiaitM.    Injuries 

»re  ^cncioua,  and  bia  nature  then 

ila  BweetneM  out  moat  aenaiblf , 

flowera  on  Alpine  turf, 
lath  cmriied  them.    He  tliroagh  the  eventa 
it  change  wandered  in  perfect  Ikith, 
■  book,  an  old  romance,  or  tale 
r  Kxne  dream  of  acEkma  wrought 
lummer  douda.    By  birth  he  rsalied 
oat  noble,  but  anto  the  poor 
ikind  he  was  in  aerrice  bound, 

tie  inTiaible,  oatba  profeued 

ua  order.    Mao  he  loved 

id,  to  the  mean  and  the  obecure, 

homelj  in  their  homely  worka, 

a  courtesy  whi^  bad  no  air 
inaion;  butdid  rather  aeem 
[td  a  gallaniry.  like  that 
1  aoldier,  id  hia  idler  day 

woman:  aomewbat  vaia  he  was, 
M,  yet  it  waa  not  vanity, 
a,  and  a  kind  of  ladiani  joy 
Nind  him,  while  he  waa  intent 
f  love  or  froedom,  or  revolved 
ly  tbe  pcogreai  of  a  cauae, 
twu«|«rt:  yet  thia  waa  meek 

n       sk  Mthing  fVonllM  man 


delightful,     on  ID  solitude 
With  him  did  I  discourse  about  the  end 
Of  civil  government,  and  its  wisest  forms; 

t  loyalty,  and  chattered  rights, 
Custom  Bod  habit,  novelty  and  change ; 
Of  self-respect,  and  virtue  in  the  few 
For  patrimonial  honour  set  aparu 
And  ig-norance  in  the  labouring  multitude. 
Fur  he,  to  all  iutoleraoce  indisposed. 
Balanced  these  contumplatioos  in  his  mind; 
And  I,  wliu  at  that  time  was  scarcely  dipped 
Into  the  turmoil,  bore  a  sounder  jud^rment 
Than  later  dayi  allowed ;  earned  about  me. 
With  leaa  alloy  to  iti  integrity. 
The  eiperienee  of  peat  agea,  aa,  throng  help 
Of  booki  and  common  lift,  it  makei  aore  w>j 
To  yoathfbl  mind%  by  objecta  over  near 
Not  prraand  upon,  nor  danled  ar  milled 
By  atnggling  with  tba  crowd  fcr  preeent  eodk 

Bnt  thoogh  not  dea^  nor  obatimte  to  find 
Error  without  eicnae  npon  tbe  tide 
Of  them  who  atrove  againit  tia^  more  delight 
We  took,  and  let  this  freely  be  coafbHed, 
In  painting  to  ouraelvea  the  miaeriea 
Of  royal  couita,  and  that  voluptuoua  life 
Unfeeling,  where  the  man  wtio  ia  of  aool 
The  meaneM  thrivea  tbe  moot;  where  dignity, 
True  peiHonal  dignity,  abidetfa  not ; 
A  light,  a  cruel,  and  vain  world  out  off 
From  tbe  natanl  inleta  of  juct  eentiment. 
From  lowly  sympalby  and  chailening  truth; 
Where  good  and  evil  inierehange  their  namea, 
And  thint  (or  bloody  spoils  abroad  ia  paired 
With  vice  at  home.    We  added  dearest  themea — 
Man  and  his  noble  nature,  as  it  is 
The  gift  which  God  baa  placed  within  hia  power. 
His  blind  desires  and  steady  facnltie* 
Capable  of  clear  truth,  the  one  to  break 
Bondage,  the  other  to  build  liberty 
On  firm  foundations,  making  eocial  life, 
Through  knowledge  spreading  and  imperiabable, 
Aajust  in  regulation,  and  as  pure 
Aa  individual  in  the  wise  and  good. 

We  summoned  up  the  honourable  deeda 
Of  ancient  Story,  thought  of  each  bright  spot. 
That  would  be  found  in  all  recorded  time, 
Of  truth  preserved  and  error  passed  away; 
Of  single  spirits  that  catch  tbe  flame  from  Heaven, 
And  how  the  multitudes  of  men  will  feed 
And  fan  each  other;  thought  of  secta,  how  keen 
They  are  to  put  the  appropriate  nature  on, 
Triumphant  over  every  obstacle 
Of  custom,  language,  country,  love,  or  hate. 
And  what  they  do  and  suShr  fbr  their  creed  , 
How  far  they  travel,  and  how  long  endure; 
How  quickly  mighty  Natiwis  have  been  Alined, 
From  least  beginoings;  how,  together  locked    - 
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By  new  opinions,  scattered  tribes  have  made 
One  body,  spreading  wide  as  clouds  in  beaten. 
To  aspirations  then  of  our  own  minds 
Did  we  appeal ;  and,  finally,  beheld 
A  living  confirmation  of  the  whole 
Before  us,  in  a  people  from  the  depth 
Of  shameful  imbecility  uprisen. 
Fresh  as  Uie  morning  star.    Elate  we  looked 
Upon  their  virtues ;  saw,  in  rudest  men. 
Self-sacrifice  the  firmest;  generous  love, 
And  continence  of  mind,  and  sense  of  right, 
Uppermost  in  the  midst  of  fiercest  strife. 


Oh,  sweet  it  is,  in  academic  grovea^ 
Or  such  retirement.  Friend !  as  we  have  known 
[n  the  green  dales  beside  our  Rotha*s  stream, 
Greta,  or  Derwent,  or  some  nameless  rill, 
To  ruminate,  with  interchange  of  talk, 
On  rational  liberty,  and  hope  in  man. 
Justice  and  peace.    But  fiir  more  sweet  such  toil  — 
Toil,  say  I,  for  it  leads  to  thoughts  abstruse  — 
If  nature  then  be  standing  on  the  brink 
Of  some  great  trial,  and  we  hear  the  voice 
Of  one  devoted,^ one  whom  circumstance 
Hath  called  npon  to  embody  his  deep  sense 
In  action,  give  it  outwardly  a  shape, 
And  that  of  benediction  to  the  world. 
Then  doubt  is  not,  and  truth  is  more  than  troth,  — 
A  hope  it  is,  and  a  desire ;  a  creed 
Of  zeal,  by  an  authority  Divine 
Sanctioned,  of  danger,  difficulty,  or  death. 
Such  conversation,  under  Attic  shades,   . 
Did  Dion  hold  with  Plato;  ripened  thus 
For  a  Deliverer*s  glorious  task, -~  and  such 
He,  on  that  ministry  already  bound. 
Held  with  Eudemus  and  Timonides, 
Surrounded  by  adventurers  in  arms. 
When  those  two  vessels  with  their  daring  freight, 
For  the  Sicilian  Tyrant's  overthrow. 
Sailed  from  Zacynthus,  —  philosophic  war, 
Led  by  Philosophers.    With  harder  fate. 
Though  like  ambition,  such  was  he,  O  Friend ! 
Of  whom  I  speak.    So  Beaupuis  (let  the  name 
Stand  near  the  worthiest  of  Antiquity) 
Fashioned  his  life;  and  many  a  long  discourse. 
With  like  persuasion  honoured,  we  maintained : 
He,  on  his  part,  accoutred  for  the  worst 
He  perished  fighting,  in  supreme  command. 
Upon  the  borders  of  the  unhappy  Loire, 
For  liberty,  against  deluded  men. 
His  fellow-countrymen ;  and  yet  most  blessed 
In  this,  that  he  the  fate  of  later  times 
Lived  not  to  see,  nor  what  we  now  behold. 
Who  have  as  ardent  hearts  as  he  had  then. 

Along  that  very  Loire,  with  festal  mirth 
Resounding  at  all  hours,  and  innocent  yet 
Of  civil  slaughter,  was  onr  frequent  walk ; 
Or  in  wide  forests  of  continuous  shade. 


Lofty  and  over-arched,  with  open  aptee 
Beneath  the  trees,  clear  fboting  many  a  mile— 
A  solemn  region.    Oft  amui  those  hamiti^ 
From  earnest  dialogues  I  slipped  in  thought, 
And  let  remembrance  steml  to  other  times, 
When,  o*er  those  interwoven  roots,  moMrhdi 
And  smooth  as  marble  or  a  waveleas  sea. 
Some  Hermit,  from  his  cell  fbrth-etiayed,  nighl 
In  sylvan  meditation  undisturbed; 
As  on  the  pavement  of  a  Gothic  church 
W^alks  a  lone  Monk,  when  service  hath  expirat 
In  peace  and  silence.    But  if  e*er  was  beaid,— 
Heard,  though  unseen, — a  devioos  traveller, 
Retiring  or  af^Mroaching  from  afar 
With  speed  and  echoes  lood  of  tnmplhig  hooft 
From  the  hard  floor  rererkeftited,  then 
It  was  Angelica  thundering  throagfa  the  woodi 
Upon  her  palfrey,  or  that  ^ntle  maid 
Erminia,  fiigitive  as  &ir  as  she. 
Sometimes  methooght  I  saw  a  pair  of  kaigkli 
Joust  underneath  the  trees,  that  as  in  sum 
Rocked  high  above  their  heads;  anon,  the dii 
Of  boisterous  merriment,  and  mosie^B  roar. 
In  sudden  proclamation,  bnist  fiom  baont 
Of  Satyrs  in  some  viewless  glade,  with  dtaes 
Rejoicing  o'er  a  female  in  the  midst, 
A  mortal  beauty,  their  unhappy  thnU 
The  width  of  those  huge  fbresta^  onto  ne 
A  novel  scene,  did  often  in  this  way 
Master  my  fancy  while  I  wandered  on 
With  that  revered  corapanioo.    And  suinrtiM* 
When  to  a  convent  in  a  meadow  green. 
By  a  brook-side,  we  came,  a  roofless  pile^ 
And  not  by  reverential  touch  of  Time 
Dismantled,  but  by  violence  abrupt — 
In  spite  of  those  heart-bracing  oolloquiei^ 
In  spite  of  real  fervour,  and  of  that 
Less  genuine  and  wrought  up  within  myself— 
I  could  not  but  bewail  a  wrong  so  harsh. 
And  for  the  Matin-bell  to  sooml  no  more 
Grieved,  and  the  twilight  taper,  and  the  enm 
High  on  the  topmost  pinnacle,  a  sign 
(How  welcome  to  the  weary  traveller's  eyei|) 
Of  hospitality  and  peaceful  rest. 
And  when  the  partner  of  those  varied  walb 
Pointed  upon  occasion  to  the  site 
Of  Romorentin,  home  of  ancient  kings^ 
To  the  imperial  edifice  of  Blois, 
Or  to  that  rural  castle,  name  now  slipped 
From  my  remembrance,  where  a  lady  lod^i 
By  the  first  Francis  wooed,  and  bound  to  him 
In  chains  of  mutual  passion,  from  the  tower, 
As  a  tradition  of  the  country  tells, 
Practised  to  commune  with  her  royal  knigbt 
By  cressets  and  love-beacons,  intercourse 
*Twixt  her  high-seated  residence  and  bis 
Far  ofi^  at  Chambord  on  the  plain  beneath ; 
Even  here,  though  less  than  with  the  peacefol  ^ 
Religious,  ^mid  those  fi«qaent  moonmenti 
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iieir  vioei  and  their  better  deeda^ 

I,  potent  to  iofiame 

ith  ▼irtiioQs  ¥mth  and  noble  soon, 

en  mitigate  the  force 

ejadice,  the  bigotry* 

if  a  youthful  patriot*!  mind ; 

ae  qx>ta  with  many  gleams  I  looked 

nm  delight.    Yet  not  the  leai, 

ibeolate  ru]e»  where  will  of  one 

Jl,  and  of  that  barren  pride 

to,  by  immunities  unjust, 

le  sovereign  and  the  people  stand, 

and  not  theirs,  laid  stronger  hold 

me,  mixed  with  pity  too 

Ibr  where  hope  is,  there  love  wUl  be 

act  multitude.    And  when  we  chanced 

meet  a  hunger-bitten  girl, 

along  fitting  her  languid  gait 

er's  motioo,  by  a  cord 

'  arm,  and  picking  thus  from  the  bne 

ice,  while  the  girl  with  pallid  hands 

cnitting  in  a  heartless  mood 

,  and  at  the  sight  my  firiend 

I  said,  **  *T1s  against  tktU 

e  fighting,**  I  with  him  believed 

ignant  spirit  was  abroad 

ht  noC  be  withstood,  that  poverty 

(lis  would  in  a  little  time 

>  uKire,  that  we  should  see  the  earth 

1  in  her  wish  to  recompense 

the  lowly,  patient  chiM  of  toil 

es  for  ever  blotted  out 

zed  exclusion,  empty  pomp 

sensual  state  and  cruel  power, 

f  edict  of  the  one  or  few ; 

,  as  sum  and  crown  of  all, 

the  people  having  a  strong  hand 

their  own  laws ;  whence  better  days 

kind.    But,  these  things  set  apart, 

is  single  confidence  enough 

» the  mind  that  ever  turned 

to  human  welfare  1    That  henceforth 

y  mandate  without  law 

Be ;  and  open  accusation  lead 

e  in  the  hearing  of  the  world, 

Hinishment,  if  not  the  air 

iireathe  in,  and  the  heart  of  man 

ing.    From  this  height  I  shall  not  stoop 


To  humbler  matter  that  detained  as  oft 

In  thought  or  conversation,  publie  acts, 

And  public  persons,  and  emotions  wrbught 

Within  the  breast,  as  evei^varying  wuids 

Of  record  or  report  swept  over  us ; 

But  I  might  here,  instead,  repeat  a  tale,* 

Told  by  my  Patriot  firiend,  of  sad  events^ 

That  prove  to  what  low  depth  had  struck  the  roots^ 

How  widely  spread  the  boughs,  of  that  old  tree 

Which,  as  a  deadly  mischief,  and  a  foul 

And  black  dishonour,  France  was  weary  o£ 

Oh,  happy  time  of  youthfiil  lovers,  (thus 
The  story  might  begin).    Oh,  balmy  time, 
In  which  a  love-knot,  on  a  lady's  brow. 
Is  fiiirer  than  the  fiibest  star  in  Heaven ! 
So  might — and  with  that  prelude  did  begin 
The  record;  and,  in  fiiithfiil  verse,  was  given 
The  doleful  sequel 

But  our  little, bark 
On  a  strong  river  boldly  hath  been  launched ; 
And  from  the  driving  current  should  we  turn 
To  loiter  wilfully  within  a  creek, 
Howe'er  attractive.  Fellow  voyager ! 
Wouldst  thou  not  chide  1  Yet  deem  not  my  pains  lost : 
For  Vandracour  and  Julia  (so  were  named 
The  ill-fated  pair)  in  that  plain  tale  will  draw 
Tears  firom  the  hearts  of  others,  when  their  own 
Shall  beat  no  more.    Thou,  also,  there  mayst  read. 
At  leisure,  how  the  enamoured  youth  was  driven. 
By  public  power  abased,  to  fatal  crime. 
Nature's  rebellion  against  monstrous  law ; 
How,  between  heart  and  heart,  oppression  thrust 
Her  mandates,  severing  whom  true  love  had  joined. 
Harassing  both ;  until  he  sank  and  pressed 
The  couch  his  ftite  had  made  for  him ;  supine. 
Save  when  the  stings  of  viperous  remorse. 
Trying  their  strength,  enforced  him  to  start  up, 
Aghast  and  prayerless.    Into  a  deep  wood 
He  fled,  to  shun  the  haunts  of  human  kind ; 
There  dwelt,  weakened  in  spirit  more  and  more ; 
Not  could  the  voice  of  Freedom,  which  through  France 
Full  speedily  resounded,  public  hope, 
Or  personal  memory  of  his  own  worst  wrongs, 
Rouse  him ;  but,  hidden  in  those  gloomy  shades, 
His  days  be  wasted,  —  an  imbecile  mind. 


"  See  "  Vandracour  and  Julia,*'  ani9  p.  104. 
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Hileol  it  J 

lintensnco  oT  earth, 

Bnl  i)uieinese,— 

lor  was  given 

III  •Icopening  wh«t  it  soothed, 

Lire  I  paused,  and  cast 

■vineyard  and  tilth, 

■  and  many-colnured  woods, 
I  fiirevsell  look; 

■  Uint  .scene  pasted  on, 
lrop[>l:B.     From  bia  throDC 
■ill  t)iat  invading  hoat — 

B  whose  black  front  waa  written 

Idii;  diimal  wind 

■loins  of  Liberty 

■t^iy  in  bolder  words, 

■crluiG  M  eastern  buntera 

Kat  Mogul,  when  he 

■ill  Agra  or  Lahore, 

liis  train,  intent 

Botsed  witbin  a  ring 

It,  tlie  signal  given, 

Hife-lljrostening  spear 

Bmciiu—  they,  rash  men, 

Bil  qiinrry  turned 

In^e  wrath  tbej  fled 

Bienl  and  diamay 


:oiiAdence 
ic  belter  cat 


lamp  the  final  seal 
Itlic  world 

■ii[,')i  and  fearless  soul, 
f  l> curl-stung 
■-  boliko  to  taunt 
I  Llic  liaffled  League, 
f  slacltening  faculties 
lien  the  King  waa  crushed, 
Biroiie,  and  in  proud  haate 
Iv'iNL'rnble  name 


Iro  ihiK  h<Hi 


Ipi;  lull  iIh-h-  H-i'n'part, 
|r  cw't,  a- «i,.  tli-.Hjrlit,- 

Lliiiit  ili>'iiiwKp«atiil  dir. 


Cheered  wilb  this  hope,  to  Parit  1 1 
And  nnged,  with  udour  beretofbra  n 
The  spaeiouB  city,  ftod  ia  pragreai  pv 
The  prison  where  the  onhappy  Hoati 
Associate  with  hia  children  and  hia  w 
In  bondage;  and  the  palace,  lately  ale 
With  roar  of  canDon  by  ■  furioua  boM 
I  crossed  the  square  (an  empty  ant  t 
Of  the  Carrauael,  where  ao  late  had  1 
The  dead,  upon  the  dying  heaped,  aiM 
On  this  and  other  apota,  as  doth  a  inu 
Upon  a  volume  whose  contenta  he  km 
Are  memonbie,  but  from  him  locked 
Being  writtea  in  a  tongue  he  cannot 
So  that  he  questions  the  mule  leave* 
And  half  upbnida  their  silence.  Bui 
I  felt  moet  deeply  in  what  world  I  wa 
What  ground  I  trod  on,  and  what  air 
High  was  my  room  and  lonely,  near  t 
Of  riarge  manaioQ  or  hotel,  a  kidgm 
That  would  have  pleaaed  me  in  man 
Nor  was  it  wholly  withoot  pleasure  tl 
With  unexting-uiiihcd  taper  I  kept  wa 
Reading  at  intervals;  the  fear  gone  b 
Pressed  on  me  aimost  like  a  fear  to  c< 
1  thought  of  tboee  September  masaaci 
Divided  from  me  by  one  little  month. 
Saw  tlicni  and  louclied:  the  rest  was 
From  tragic  fictions  or  true  hiatory. 
Remembrances  and  dim  admooiahmeii 
The  hon»  is  taught  bii  manage,  and  1 
Of  wildest  course  hut  tieada  hack  hia 
For  the  spent  hurricane  the  air  pcovid 
Ab  fierce  a  successor ;  the  tide  retreat 
But  to  return  out  of  its  hiding-place 
In  the  great  deep;  all  things  have  Be< 
The  earthquake  is  not  Mtiafied  at  ooo 
And  in  this  way  I  wrought  npoo  myai 
Until  1  seemed  to  bear  a  voice  that  er 
To  the  whole  city,  "  Sleep  no  more." 
Fled  with  the  voice  to  which  it  had  gi 
But  vainly  comment*  of  a  calmer  min 
Promised  soft  peace  and  sweet  fbrgetf 
The  place,  all  hushed  and  silent  u  it 
Appeared  nnfit  fiir  the  Kpoae  of  night 
Defeocelen  aa  a  wood  where  tiger*  N 

With  Mtly  anmag  toweidi  tbe  ft 
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uis  eagerly  I  tamed ;  as  yet 
!ets  were  still :  not  so  tboee  long  Arcades ; 
DQid  a  p^l  of  ill-matched  soands  and  cries, 
^ted  me  on  entering,  I  could  bear 
dees  from  the  hawkers  in  the  throng, 
,  *^  Denunciation  of  the  Crimes 
imilian  Robespierre  ;**  the  hand, 
IS  the  voice  held  forth  a  printed  speech, 
le  that  had  been  recently  pronounced, 
lobespierre,  not  ignorant  for  what  mark 
[>rds  of  indirect  reproof  had  been 
i,  rose  in  hardihood,  and  dared 
1  who  had  an  iU  sarmiss  of  him 
r  his  charge  in  openness;  whereat, 
dead  pause  ensued,  and  no  one  stirred, 
e  of  all  present,  from  his  seat 
talked  single  through  the  avenue, 
I  his  station  in  the  Tribune,  saying, 
ispierre,  accuse  thee!**    Well  is  known 
lorious  issue  of  that  charge,  and  how 
had  launched  the  startling  thunderbolt, 
bold  man,  whose  voice  the  attack  had  sounded, 
without  a  follower  to  discharge 
ous  duty,  and  retire  lamenting 
aven*s  best  aid  is  wasted  upon  men 
themselves  are  fidse. 

But  these  are  things 
b  I  speak,  only  as  they  were  storm 
line  to  my  individual  mind, 
er.    Let  me  then  relate  that  now  — 
sort  seeing  with  my  proper  eyes 
>erty,  and  Lite,  and  Death  would  soon 
emotest  corners  of  the  land 
e  arbitrament  of  those  who  ruled 
ital  City  ;  what  was  struggled  for, 
d'hat  combatants  victory  must  be  woo ; 
Kiision  on  their  part  whose  aim 
best,  and  the  straightforward  path  of  those 
attack  or  in  defence  were  strong 
their  impiety  — my  inmost  soul 
tated  ;  yea,  I  could  almost 
lyed  that  throughout  earth  upon  all  men, 
it  exercise  of  reason  made 
of  liberty,  all  spirits  fill 
il  expanding  in  Truth*s  holy  light, 
of  tongues  might  fall,  and  power  arrive 
i  four  quarters  of  the  winds  to  do 
ce,  what  without  help  she  could  not  do, 
)f  honour;  tliink  not  that  to  this 
work  of  safety ;  from  all  doubt 
ation  for  the  end  of  things 
L  far  as  angels  are  from  guilL 

1  I  grieve,  nor  only  grieved,  but  thought 
ition  and  of  remedies: 
lificant  stranger  and  obscure, 
moreover,  little  graced  with  power 
ence  even  in  my  native  speech ; 
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And  all  unfit  for  tumult  or  intrigue. 

Yet  would  I  at  this  time  with  willing  heart 

Have  undertaken  for  a  cause  so  great 

Service  however  dangerous.    I  revolved. 

How  much  the  destiny  of  Man  had  still 

Hung  upon  single  persons ;  that  there  was. 

Transcendent  to  all  local  patrimony, 

One  nature,  as  there  is  one  sun  in  heaven ; 

That  objects,  even  as  they  are  great,  thereby 

Do  come  within  the  reach  of  humblest  eyes ; 

That  man  is  only  weak  through  his  mistrust 

And  want  of  hope  where  evidence  divine 

Proclaims  to  him  that  hope  should  be  most  sure ; 

Nor  did  the  inexperience  of  my  youth 

Preclude  conviction,  that  a  spirit  strong 

In  hope,  and  trained  to  noble  aspirations, 

A  spirit  throughly  faithful  to  itself, 

Is  for  Society^s  iinreasoning  herd 

A  domineering  instinct,  serves  at  once 

For  veay  and  guide,  a  fluent  receptacle 

That  gathers  up  each  petty  straggling  rill 

And  vein  of  water,  glad  to  be  rolled  on 

In  safe  obedience ;  that  a  mind,  whose  rest 

Is  where  it  ought  to  be,  in  self-restraint. 

In  circumspection  and  simplicity. 

Falls  rarely  in  entire  discomfiture 

Below  its  aim,  or  meets  with,  from  without, 

A  treachery  that  foils  it  or  defeats ; 

And,  lastly,  if  the  means  on  human  will. 

Frail  human  will,  dependent  should  betray 

Him  who  too  boldly  trusted  them,  I  felt 

That  *mid  the  loud  distractions  of  the  world 

A  sovereign  voice  subsists  within  the  soul. 

Arbiter  undisturbed  of  right  and  wrong, 

Of  life  and  death,  in  majesty  severe 

Enjoining,  as  may  best  promote  the  aims 

Of  truth  and  justice,  either  sacrifice. 

From  whatsoever  region  of  our  cares 

Or  our  infirm  affections  Nature  pleads, 

E^arnest  and  blind,  against  the  stern  decree. 

On  the  other  side,  I  called  to  mind  those  truths, 
That  are  the  common-places  of  the  schools  — 
(A  theme  for  boys,  too  hackneyed  for  their  sires,) 
Yet,  with  a  revelation's  liveliness. 
In  all  their  comprehensive  bearings  known 
And  visible  to  philosophers  of  old, 
Men  who,  to  business  of  the  world  untrained. 
Lived  in  the  shade;  and  to  Harmodius  known 
And  his  compeer  Aristogiton,  known 
To  Brutus  —  that  tyrannic  power  is  weak. 
Hath  neither  gratitude,  nor  fiiith,  nor  love. 
Nor  the  support  of  good  or  evil  men 
To  trust  in  ;  that  the  godhead  which  is  ours 
Can  never  utterly  be  charmed  or  stilled ; 
That  nothing  hath  a  natural  right  to  last 
But  equity  and  reason ;  that  all  else 
Meets  foes  irreconcilable,  and  at  best 
Lives  only  by  variety  of  disease. 
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:ntcn»a,  my  thoughts  Not  io  my  nag\e  weV  iloos  I  feund, 

diiuhtins'  ir  th>I  time  But  in  the  minda  of  d)  ingcnnooi  jo 

purnmniint  mind  Chtn^  ■nd  Mbfenkn  from  that  boo 

-have  quelled    Given  to  tnjr  mofml  Dktiiic  bftd  I  kno' 
,  iinil,  in  dmpite  Down  to  thai  verjr  moinent;  neilim 

had  been  tnd  were  Nor  turn  of  •entlment  that  might  be 

iW  lencliinrr.  sadder  proof  A  revolution,  nve  st  this  ooe  time; 
^  All  elw  wu  progrea  on  the  •elF^aoi 
On  which,  with  a  divenitj  of  {ace, 
1 1  hid  been  irarelliDg:  tbia  a  stride  a 
I  Into  another  region.  As  a  light 
And  pliant  harebell,  ewinginp  m  the 
,  On  aorae  grey  rock — ita  birtb-plac«' 
I  Wantoned,  bat  rooted  on  the  aneienl 
I  or  mjr  beloved  counlir,  wUiing  not 
I  A  happier  fortune  than  to  wither  the: 
i  Now  was  I  from  that  pleaauit  atatkn 
I  And  tossed  about  in  whirlwind.  I  re 
'  Vni,  aherwarda  —  truth  most  painfal 
Plxiiltcd  in  the  triumph  of  mj  nul, 
WJirn  Englii>bmen  by  tboosandB  wei 
Ijcd  willKiul  gloij  on  the  field,  or  dri 
Rrave  hearts !  to  sfaaroefut  flight  II 
'  Grief  call  it  not,  'tira«  any  thing  bnl 
,  A  conflict  of  aenaations  without  uoh 
Of  which  he  only,  who  may  lore  the 
Of  a  village  steeple,  is  I  do,  can  Jud( 
|l  Friend  '.  n  amil  '  When  in  the  congregation  bending  al 

To  their  great  Father,  pnyer*  were  i 
f  e  had  Ihe  trees  let  fa!l  i  Or  praiaea  for  our  country's  rictoriei ; 

Titer  had  put  on  '  And,  'mid  the  simple  wnnhippera,  pei 

'  I  only,  like  an  uninviled  guest 
Whom  no  one  owned,  sale  silent,  ahal 
Fi'd  on  t  he  day  of  vengeance  yet  to  c 

Oh  1  much  have  they  to  account  fbf 
B_v  violence,  at  one  decisive  rent, 
;  From  the  beat  youth  in  England  their 
Their  joy,  in  England ;  tlii^  too,  at  a 
In  which  worst  lo«aes  easily  might  w( 
Tlic  best  of  names,  when  patriolic  lov 
Did  of  itielf  in  modesty  give  way, 
Like  the  Precursor  when  the  Deity 
la  come  Whose  harbinger  he  was ;  a 
In  which  apoetasy  from  ancient  bith 
Seemed  but  conversion  to  a  hi^wr  er 
Withal  a  season  dsngenKis  and  wild, 
A  lime  when  sage  Experience  would  . 
Flowers  out  of  any  hedge-row  to  com| 
A  chaplet  in  contempt  of  hi*  grey  loci 
iHith 

vuiild  not  Ion;  When  the  proud  fleet  that  bears  tfat 

In  thai  unworthy  service  was  preparet 
shiiiii:.  T"  mingle,  I  beheld  the  vessels  lie, 

Ins  A  hroiyl  of  iiallant  creatures,  on  the  di 

■!■.  I  .-aw  tliem  in  thrir  rest,  a  sojonrner 

in  arinK  Tiirougli  a  whole  month  of  calm  and  j 

I  in  l>>iigii(<.  In  that  delightful  island  which  protect 

I'TBl''  I'ort'i-r*!    .  Their  pincc  of  convocalioD  —  there  I  1 

/TV        Ov 


0  teeth 

without  — 

)r  jiiet  government, 
I  Ui  the  State, 
Example  given 

h  this  frame  of  mind. 


Hlse  (though  assured 
I  be  of  small  weight, 
n  the  deck 
a  hideous  storm) 
fthen  ina<le  common  cause 
I;  haply  perished  loo, 
lilderod  offering, — 

e  have  gone  back. 
Bill  my  hopes, 


If  my  native  spfech 
f  sacred  groiinil. 
Iiw  could  1  jrjidc 
vnn  fhades. 

It  pteoseil  me  r\ 
AiOTC  I  fiiiind 
with  thi?  stir 
■n^t  iiiBiIn 
■nity 

o  blooil ; 
pled,  had  recalled 
iiciples, 

I  my^ll,  I  own 
Iliad  wanted  power 

)T  did  now 

h  exciU- 
I  with  m>>  the  iHith 

.  f^ood  men  wuiild  n< 
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Btnff,  pieiiig  bf  the  itill  Bai  Aow, 

17  found  that  never  fiiiled*— 

el  cannon.*    While  the  orb  went  down 

inqoillity  of  iieture»  ctme 

»,  ill  raqoiem!  nldom  heard  fagr  me 

a  spirit  oi?ereaai  by  dark 

ions*  aenae  of  %voeB  to  oomOi 

jr  haman  kind,  and  pain  of  heart 

• 

noe,  the  meSt  whoi  ibr  their  deaperate  endai 
iked  up  mercy  by  the  ioola»  were  glad 
lew  enemy.    Tyranta,  atrong  before 
d  pleaBi  were  atrong  aa  demona  now; 

I  on  eveiy  aide  beaet  with  Ibea, 

led  land  wasted  mad;  the  Crimea  of  few 
ito  madneaa  of  the  many ;  blaata 

II  came  aanctified  like  aira  ftom  heaTon. 
Doeaa  of  the  joat,  the  ibith  of  thoae 
tbted  not  that  Providence  had  timea 
?ful  retribution,  theirs  who  throoed 

lan  Understanding  paramount 

e  of  that  their  God,  the  hopea  of  men 

re  content  to  barter  abortplived  pangs 

radiae  of  agea,  the  blind  rage 

mi  tempered  the  light  vanity 

neddlers,  steady  purpoaea 

oapicion^  alipa  of  the  indiacreet, 

the  accidenta  of  life  were  pressed 

service,  busy  with  one  work. 

ate  stood  aghast,  her  prudence  quenched, 

lorn  atifled,  and  her  juatice  acared, 

zy  only  active  to  extol 

rages,  and  ahape  tho  way  for  new, 

10  one  dared  to  oppose  or  mitigate. 

Btic  carnage  now  filled  the  whole  year 
i8t  dajTs;  old  men  from  the  chimney-nook, 
den  from  the  bosom  of  her  love, 
her  from  the  cradle  of  her  babe, 
•rior  from  the  field  —  all  perished,  all  — 
enemies,  of  all  parties,  ages,  ranks, 
:er  head,  and  never  heads  enough 
e  that  bade  them  fall.    They  found  their  joy, 
&de  it  proudly,  eager  as  a  child, 
desires  of  innocent  little  ones 
h  such  heinous  appetites  be  compared), 
in  some  open  field  to  exercise 
at  mimics  with  revolving  wings 
ion  of  a  wind-milL;  though  the  air 
self  blow  fresh,  and  make  the  vanes 
his  eyesight,  that  contents  him  not, 
h  the  plaything  at  arm^s  length,  he  sets 
t  against  the  blast,  and  runs  amain, 
may  whirl  the  faster. 

Amid  the  depth 
i  enormities,  even  thinking  minds 

Advertisement  to  "Guilt  and  Sorrow/'  atUe, 
H.  R.1 


Forgot,  at  aeaaona,  whence  they  had  their  being; 

Forgot  that  auch  a  aound  waa  ever  heard, 

Aa  Liberty  upon  earth ;  yet  all  beneath 

Her  innocent  authority  waa  wrought. 

Nor  could  have  been,  without  her  bleased  name. 

The  illustrious  wife  of  Roland  in  the  hour 

Of  her  composure,  felt  that  agony, 

And  gave  it  vent  in  her  last  words.    O  Frkmd  t 

It  waa  a  lamentable  time  fer  man. 

Whether  a  hope  had  e'er  been  hia  or  not; 

A  woful  time  for  them  whoae  hopea  survived 

The  shock ;  most  woful  for  those  few  who  still 

Were  flattered,  and  had  truat  in  human  kind : 

They  had  the  deepeat  feeling  of  the  grief. 

Meanwhile  the  Invaders  fared  aa  they  deserved : 

The  Herculean  Commonwealth  had  put  forth  her  arma^ 

And  throttled  with  an  inlknt  godhead*a  might 

The  snakes  about  her  cradle ;  that  was  well. 

And  as  it  should  be;  yet  no  cure  for  them 

Whose  souls  were  sick  with  pain  of  what  would  be 

Hereafler  brought  in  charge  againat  mankind. 

Most  melancholy  at  that  time,  O  Friend ! 

Were  my  day-thoughts, — my  nights  were  miserable; 

Through  months,  through  yeara,  long  after  the  last  beat 

Of  those  atrocities,  the  hour  of  sleep 

To  me  csme  rarely  charged  with  natural  gifts, 

Such  ghastly  visions  had  I  of  despair 

And  tyranny,  and  implements  of  death ; 

And  innocent  victims  sinking  under  fear, 

And  momentary  hope,  and  worn-out  prayer. 

Each  in  his  separate  cell,  or  penned  in  crowda 

For  sacrifice,  and  struggling  with  fond  mirth 

And  levity  in  dungeons,  where  the  dust 

Was  laid  with  tears.    Then  suddenly  the  scene 

Changed,  and  the  unbroken  dream  entangled  me 

In  long  orations,  which  I  strove  to  plead 

Before  unjust  tribunals,  —  with  a  voice 

Labouring,  a  brain  confounded,  and  a  sense. 

Death-like,  of  treacherous  desertion,  felt 

In  the  last  place  of  refuge  —  my  own  soul. 

When  I  began  in  youth's  delightful  prime 
To  yield  myself  to  Nature,  when  that  strong 
And  holy  passion  overcame  me  firet. 
Nor  day  nor  night,  evening  or  morn,  was  free 
From  its  oppression.    But,  O  Power  Supreme ! 
Without  whose  call  this  world  would  cease  to  breathe^ 
Who  from  the  fountain  of  Thy  grace  dost  fill 
The  veins  that  branch  through  every  frame  of  life, 

j  Making  man  what  he  is,  creature  divine, 
In  sinsrle  or  in  social  eminence. 
Above  the  rest  raised  infinite  ascents 
When  reason  that  enables  him  to  be 
Is  not  sequestered  —  what  a  change  is  here ! 
How  different  ritual  for  this  aAer-worship, 

;  What  countenance  to  promote  this  second  love! 
The  first  was  service  paid  to  things  which  lie 

'  Guarded  within  the  bosom  of  Thy  will. 

,  Therefore  to  serve  was  high  beatitude ;  ' 
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Tumult  was  therefore  gladness,  and  the  fear 

Ennobling,  venerable ;  sleep  secure, 

And  waking  thoughts  more  rich  than  happiest  dreams. 

But  as  the  ancient  Prophets,  borne  aloft 
In  vision,  yet  constrained  by  natural  laws 
With  them  to  take  a  troubled  human  heart, 
Wanted  not  consolations,  nor  a  creed 
Of  reconcilement,  then  when  they  denounced. 
On  towns  and  cities,  wallowing  in  the  abyss 
Of  their  offences,  punishment  to  come ; 
Or  saw,  like  other  men,  with  bodily  eyes, 
Before  them,  in  some  desolated  place. 
The  wrath  consummate  and  the  tlireat  fulfilled ; 
So,  with  devout  humility  be  it  said, 
So,  did  a  portion  of  that  spirit  fall 
On  me  uplifted  from  the  vantage-ground 
Of  pity  and  sorrow  to  a  state  of  being 
That  through  the  time*s  exceeding  fierceness  saw 
Glimpses  of  retribution,  terrible. 
And  in  the  order  of  sublime  behests : 
But,  even  if  that  were  not,  amid  the  awe 
Of  unintelligible  chastisement. 
Not  only  acquiescences  of  faith 
Survived,  but  daring  sympathies  with  power, 
Motions  not  treacherous  or  profane,  else  why 
Within  the  folds  of  no  ungentle  breast 
Their  dread  vibration  to  this  hour  prolonged  ? 
Wild  blasts  of  music  thus  could  find  their  way 
Into  the  midst  of  turbulent  events ; 
So  that  worst  tempests  might  be  listened  to. 
Then  was  the  truth  received  into  my  heart* 
That,  under  heaviest  sorrow  earth  can  bring, 
If  from  the  affliction  somewhere  do  not  grow 
Honour  which  could  not  else  have  been,  a  faith, 
An  elevation  and  a  sanctity. 
If  new  strength  be  not  given  nor  old  restored, 
The  blame  is  ours,  not  Nature's.     When  a  taunt 
Was  taken  up  by  scoffers  in  their  pride, 
Saying,  **  Behold  the  harvest  that  we  reap 
From  popular  government  and  equality," 
1  clearly  saw  that  neither  these  nor  aught 
Of  wild  belief  ingrafted  on  their  names 
By  false  philosophy  had  caused  the  woe. 
But  a  terrific  reservoir  of  guilt 
And  ignorance  filled  up  from  age  to  age. 
That  could  no  longer  hold  its  loathsome  charge. 
But  burst  and  spread  in  deluge  through  the  land. 

And  as  the  desert  hath  green  spots,  the  sea 
Small  islands  scattered  amid  stormy  waves. 
So  that  disastrous  period  did  not  want 
Bright  sprinklinL'^s  of  all  human  excellence. 
To  which  the  silver  wands  of  saints  in  Heaven 
Might  point  with  rapturous  joy.     Yet  not  the  less. 
For  those  examples  in  no  age  surpassed 
Of  fortitude  and  energy  and  love, 
And  human  nature  faithful  to  herself 
Under  worst  trials,  was  I  driven  to  think 


Of  the  glad  tiroes  when  firrt  I  traverwd  Fiaact 
A  youthful  pilgrim :  above  all  reviewed 
That  eventide,  when  under  windows  bright 
With  happy  faces  and  with  gariands  bang. 
And  through  a  rainbow  arch  that  spanned  the 
Triumphal  pomp  for  liberty  ooofirmed, 
I  paced,  a  dear  coropaokm  at  my  side, 
The  town  of  Arras,  whence  with  promise  high 
Issued,  on  delegation  to  snstain 
Humanity  and  right,  that  Robespierre, 
He  who  thereafter,  and  in  how  short  time ! 
Wielded  the  sceptre  of  the  Atheist  crew. 
When  the  calamity  spread  fiir  and  wide^ 
And  this  same  city,  that  did  then  appear 
To  outrun  the  rest  in  exultation,  groaned 
Under  the  vengeance  of  her  crdel  son. 
As  Lear  reproached  the  winds — I  ooald  alaoil 
Have  quarrelled  with  that  blameless  spedade 
For  lingering  yet  an  image  m  my  mind 
To  mock  me  under  such  a  strange  revene. 

O  Friend !  few  happier  moments  have  bees  wH 
Than  that  which  told  the  downfall  of  thv  TrAt 
So  dreaded,  so  abhorred.    The  day  deservei 
A  separate  record.    Over  the  smooth  sands 
Of  Leven*s  ample  estuary  lay 
My  journey,  and  beneath  a  genial  satk 
With  distant  prospect  among  gleams  of  eky 
And  clouds,  and  intermingling  mountain  tops* 
In  one  inseparable  glory  clad. 
Creatures  of  one  ethereal  substance  met 
In  consistory,  like  a  diadem 
Or  crown  of  burning  seraphs  as  they  sit 
In  the  empyrean.    Underneath  that  pomp 
Celestial,  lay  unseen  the  pastoral  vales 
Among  whose  happy  fields  I  had  grown  up 
From  childhood.    On  the  fulgent  spectacle, 
Tliat  neither  passed  away  nor  changed,  1  gued 
Enrapt ;  but  brightest  things  are  wont  to  dnv 
Sad  opposites  out  of  the  inner  heart. 
As  even  their  pensive  influence  drew  from  nioe. 
How  could  it  otherwise  1  for  not  in  vain 
That  very  morning  had  I  turned  aside 
To  seek  the  ground  where,  *mid  a  throng  of  gni* 
An  honoured  teacher  of  my  youth  was  laid, 
And  on  the  stone  were  graven  by  his  desire 
Lines  from  the  churchyard  elegy  oi  Gray. 
This  faithful  guide,  speaking  firom  his  deatlhbed, 
Added  no  farewell  to  his  parting  counsel. 
But  said  to  me,  **  My  head  will  soon  lie  k>w;" 
And  when  I  saw  the  turf  that  covered  him, 
Afler  the  lapse  of  full  eight  years,  those  wordi^ 
With  sound  of  voice  and  countenance  of  the  Htfk 
Came  back  upon  me,  so  that  some  few  tetn 
Fell  from  me  in  my  own  despite.    But  now 
I  thought,  still  traversing  that  wide-«preid  pUiOi 
With  tender  pleasure  of  the  verses  graven 
Upon  his  tombstone,  whispering  to  myself: 
He  loved  the  Poets,  and,  if  now  alivsb 
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» loved  me,  as  one  nol  dettitute 
nor  belying  the  kind  hope 
1  formed,  when  f ,  at  his  eomniiDd, 
in,  with  toil,  my  earlieit  aonga. 

inced,  all  that  I  saw  or  felt 
nesB  and  peace.    Upon  a  small 
Bland  near,  a  fragment  stood 
a  sea  rock)  the  low  remains 
3  incrusted,  dark  with  briny  weeds) 
lated  struetare,  once 
hapel,  where  the  vested  priest 
at  the  hoar  that  suited  those 
d  the  sands  with  ebb  of  morning  tide. 
I  that  still  rain  all  the  plain 
with  a  variegated  crowd 
and  travellers,  horse  and  foot, 
leath  the  conduct  of  their  guide 
session  through  the  shallow  stream 
aters ;  the  great  sea  meanwhile 
tSe  distance,  &r  retired.    I  paused, 
skill  to  paint  a  scene  so  bright 
il,  but  the  foremast  of  the  band 
ached,  no  salutation  given 
iar  language  of  the  day, 
lespierre  is  dead  !** — nor  was  a  doubt, 
question,  left  within  my  mind 
I  his  supporters  all  were  &llen. 


Great  was  my  transport,  deep  my  gratitude 
To  everlasting  Justice,  by  this  fiat 
Made  manifest.    '*  Come  now,  ye  golden  times,** 
Said  I,  forth-pouring  on  those  open  sands 
A  hymn  of  triumph:  **as  the  morning  comes 
From  out  the  bosom  of  the  night,  come  ye : 
Thus  far  our  trust  is  verified ;  behold ! 
They  who  with  clumsy  desperation  brought 
A  river  of  Blood,  and  preached  that  nothing  else 
Could  cleanse  the  Augean  stable,  by  the  might 
Of  their  own  helper  have  been  swept  away ; 
Their  madness  stands  declared  and  visible ; 
Elsewhere  will  safety  qow  be  sought,  and  earth 
March  firmly  towards  righteousness  and  peace**^— 
Then  schemes  I  framed  more  calmly,  when  and  how 
The  madding  Actions  might  be  tranquillized. 
And  how  through  hardships  manifold  and  long 
The  glorious  renovatbn  would  proceed. 
Thus  interrupted  by  uneasy  bursts 
Of  exultation,  I  pursued  my  way 
Along  that  very  shore  which  1  had  skimmed 
In  former  days,  when  —  spurring  firom  the  Vale 
Of  Nightshade,  and  St  Mary*s  mouldering  fane, 
And  the  stone  abbot,  after  circuit  made 
In  wantonness  of  heart,  a  joyous  band 
Of  schoolboys  hastening  to  their  distant  home 
Along  the  margin  of  the  moonlight  sea  — 
We  beat  with  thundering  hoofs  the  level  sand. 
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tme  forth,  Authority  in  France 
Ider  face ;  Terror  had  ceased, 
ling  was  wanting  that  might  give 
,hem  who  looked  for  good  by  light 
Experience,  for  the  shoots 
blossoms  of  a  second  spring : 
confidence  was  unimpaired ; 
B  language,  and  the  public  acts 
es  of  the  Government,  though  both 
)f  heartless  omen,  had  not  power 
I ;  in  the  People  was  my  trust : 
virtues  which  mine  eyes  had  seen, 
wound  external  could  not  take 
e  young  Republic ;  that  new  foes 
follow,  in  the  path  of  shame, 
en,  and  her  triumphs  be  in  the  end 
rsal,  irresistible, 
n  led  me  to  confound 
with  another,  higher  fiir,^ 


Triumphs  of  unambitious  peace  at  home. 
And  noiseless  fortitude.    Beholding  still 
Resistance  strong  as  heretofore,  I  thought 
That  what  was  in  degree  the  same  was  likewise 
The  same  in  quality,  —  that,  as  the  worse 
Of  the  two  spirits  then  at  strife  remained 
Uotired,  the  better,  surely,  would  preserve 
The  heart  that  first  had  roused  him.    Youth  maintahis, 
In  all  conditions  of  society, 
Communion  more  direct  and  intimate 
With  Nature, — hence,  ofttimcs,  with  reason  too — 
Than  age  or  manhood,  even.    To  Nature,  then. 
Power  had  reverted :  habit,  custom,  law. 
Had  left  an  interregnum's  open  spsce 
For  her  to  move  about  in,  uncontrolled. 
Hence  could  I  see  how  Babel-like  their  task. 
Who,  by  the  recent  deluge  stupified, 
With  their  whole  souls  went  culling  from  the  day 
Its  petty  promises,  to  build  a  tower 
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For  their  own  safety;  liughod  with  my  compeers 
At  gravest  heads,  by  enmity  to  France 
Distempered,  till  they  found  in  every  blast 
Forced  from  the  street-disturbing  newsman's  horn, 
For  her  great  cause  record  or  prophecy 
Of  utter  ruin.    How  might  we  believe 
That  wisdom  could,  in  any  shape,  come  near 
Men  clinging  to  delusions  so  insane  1 
And  thus  experience  proving  that  no  few 
Of  our  opinions  had  been  just,  we  took 
Like  credit  to  ourselves  where  less  was  due, 
And  thought  that  other  notions  were  as  sound, 
Yea,  could  not  but  be  right  because  we  saw 
That  foolish  men  opposed  them. 

To  a  strain 
More  animated  I  might  here  give  way. 
And  tell,  since  juvenile  errors  are  my  theme. 
What  in  those  days,  through  Britain,  was  performed 
To  turn  all  judgments  out  of  their  right  course ; 
But  this  is  passion  over-near  ourselves. 
Reality  too  close  and  too  intense. 
And  intermixed  with  something,  in  my  mind, 
Of  scorn  and  condemnation  personal. 
That  would  profane  the  sanctity  of  verse. 
Our  Shepherds,  this  say  merely,  at  that  time 
Acted,  or  seemed  at  least  to  act,  like  men 
Thirsting  to  make  the  guardian  crook  of  law 
A  tool  of  murder ;  they  who  ruled  the  State, 
Though  with  such  awful  proof  before  their  eyes 
That  he,  who  would  sow  death,  reaps  death,  or  worse, 
And  can  reap  nothing  better,  child-like  longed 
To  imitate,  not  wise  enough  to  avoid ; 
Or  lefl  (by  mere  timidity  betrayed) 
The  plain  straight  road,  for  one  no  better  chosen 
Than  if  their  wish  had  been  to  undermine 
Justice,  and  make  an  end  of  Liberty. 

But  from  these  bitter  truths  I  must  return 
To  my  own  history.     It  hath  been  told 
That  I  was  led  to  take  an  eager  part 
In  arguments  of  civil  polity. 
Abruptly,  and  indeed  before  my  time : 
I  had  approached,  like  other  youths,  the  shield 
Of  human  nature  from  the  golden  side. 
And  would  have  fought,  even  to  tlie  death,  to  attest 
The  quality  of  the  metal  which  I  saw. 
What  there  is  best  in  individual  man, 
Of  wise  in  passion,  and  sublime  in  power, 
Benevolent  in  small  societies. 
And  great  in  large  ones,  I  bad  oft  revolved. 
Felt  deeply,  but  not  thoroughly  understood 
By  reason :  nay,  far  from  it ;  they  were  yet, 
As  cause  was  given  me  afterwards  to  learn, 
Not  proof  against  the  injuries  of  tlie  day ; 
Lodged  only  at  the  sanctuary*s  door. 
Not  safe  within  its  bosom.     Thus  prepared. 
And  with  such  general  insight  into  evil. 
And  of  the  bounds  which  sever  it  from  good. 
As  books  and  common  intercourse  with  life 


Must  needi*  have  given — to  the  inezpeneDced  aU| 
When  the  world  travels  in  a  beaten  load. 
Guide  faitliful  as  is  needed  —  I  began 
To  meditate  with  ardour  on  the  role 
And  management  of  nations ;  what  it  is 
And  ought  to  be ;  and  strove  to  leara  how  fcr 
Their  power  or  weaknese,  wealth  or  povei^. 
Their  happiness  or  misery,  depends 
Upon  their  laws,  and  &d^ion  of  the  State. 

*  O  pleasant  exercise  of  hope  and  joy ! 
For  mighty  were  the  aoxiliars  which  then  *Mrf 
Upon  our  skle,  os  who  were  strong  in  love ! 
Bliss  was  it  in  that  dawn  to  be  alive, 
But  to  be  young  was  very  Heaven !    O  tnasi^ 
In  which  the  meagre,  stale,  forbidding  ways 
Of  custom,  law,  and  statute,  took  at  once 
The  attractkxi  of  a  ooontiy  in  romance! 
When  Reason  seemed  the  most  to  assert  ktf  nglfe 
When  most  intent  on  making  of  herself 
A  prime  enchantress — to  assist  the  work, 
Which  then  was  going  forward  in  her  name! 
Not  favoured  spots  alone,  but  the  whole  fiartk, 
The  beauty  wore  of  promise  -^  that  which  seli 
(As  at  some  moments  might  not  be  onfoH 
Among  the  bowers  of  Paradise  itself) 
The  budding  rose  above  the  roee  full  bknrn. 
What  temper  at  the  prospect  did  not  wake 
To  happiness  unthought  of?     The  inert 
Were  roused;  and  lively  natures  rapt  a«%y! 
They  who  bad  fed  their  childhood  upon  dnum, 
The  play-fellows  of  fancy,  who  had  made 
All  powers  of  swiftness,  subtilty,  and  strength 
Their  ministers,  —  who  in  lordly  wise  had  stimd 
Among  the  grandest  objects  of  the  sense. 
And  dealt  with  whatsoever  they  found  there 
As  if  they  had  within  some  lurking  right 
To  wield  it;  —  they,  too,  who  of  gentle  mood 
Had  watchod  all  gentle  motions,  and  to  these 
Had  fitted  their  own  thoughts,  schemers  more  nili 
And  in  the  region  of  their  peaceful  selves;^ 
Now  was  it  that  both  found,  the  meek  and  loAy 
Did  both  find  helpers  to  their  heart's  desire, 
And  stuff  at  hand,  plastic  as  they  coeld  wish,— 
Were  called  upon  to  exercise  their  skill. 
Not  in  Utopia, — subterranean  fields, — 
Or  some  secreted  island.  Heaven  knows  when! 
But  in  the  very  world,  which  is  the  world 
Of  all  of  us,  —  the  place  where^  in  the  end, 
We  find  our  happiness,  or  not  at  all  1 

Why  should  I  not  confess  that  Earth  wai  tbei 
To  me,  what  an  inheritance,  new-fiillen. 
Seems,  when  the  first  time  visited,  to  ooe 
Who  thither  comes  to  find  in  it  his  bomel 
He  walks  about  and  looks  upon  the  spot 
With  cordial  transport,  moulds  it  and  remoukh^ 
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tlf  pleiaad  with  tbiqga  that  mm  waum, 
i  Mwh  jojr  toMe  tham  dkappMr. 

live  pArtinD,  I  thna  ooovcAed 
erj  object  plaMuit  circanMUnce 
ny  ends;  I  moved  among  mankind 
nial  feelings  still  predominant; 
rring,  erring  on  tbe  better  part» 
he  kinder  spirit;  placable^ 
it,  as  not  uninfiNrmed  that  men 
ley  have  been  taught — Antiqnity 
^ts  to  error;  and  aware,  no  less, 
owing  off  oppression  must  be  work 
of  License  as  of  Liberty ; 
re  all  —  for  this  vms  more  than  all  — 
ng  if  tbe  wind  did  now  and  then 
»i  apon  an  eminence  that  gave 

80  large  into  futurity; 

a  child  of  Nature,  as  at  first, 

f  only  those  aflections  wider 

m  the  cradle  bad  grown  up  with  me, 

ig,  in  no  other  way  than  light 

light,  tbe  weak  in  the  more  strong. 

main  outline  such  it  might  be  said 

coodition,  till  with  open  war 
apposed  the  liberties  of  France, 
ew  me  first  out  of  tbe  pale  of  love ; 
ind  corrupted,  upwards  to  the  source, 
iments ;  was  not,  as  hitherto, 
»wiiig  up  of  lesser  things  in  great, 
ige  of  them  into  their  contraries ; 
i  a  wcy  was  opened  for  mistakes 
e  conclusions,  in  degree  as  groes, 
nore  dangerous.    What  had  been  a  pride, 
V  a  shame;  my  likings  and  my  loves 
ew  channels,  leaving  old  ones  dry ; 
ce  a  blow  that,  in  maturer  age, 
)ut  have  touched  the  judgment,  struck  more 
eep 

vtions  near  the  heart:  meantime, 
the  first,  wild  theories  were  afloat, 
e  pretensions,  sedulously  urged, 
L  lent  a  careless  ear,  assured 
le  was  ready  to  set  all  things  right, 
.  the  multitude,  so  long  oppressed, 
e  oppressed  no  more. 

But  when  events 
less  encouragement,  and  unto  these 
lediate  proof  of  principles  no  more 

intrusted,  while  tbe  events  themselves 
t  in  greatness,  stripped  of  novelty, 
ipied  the  mind,  and  sentiments 
rough  my  understanding's  natural  growth 
r  keep  their  ground,  by  faith  maintained 
rd  consciousness,  and  hope  that  laid 
1  upon  her  object  —  evidence 

universal  application,  such 

not  be  impeached,  was  sought  elsewhere. 


But  now,  become  oppresBors  in  their  turn. 
Frenchmen  had  changed  a  war  of  self-defence 
For  one  of  conquest,  losing  sight  of  all 
Which  they  had  struggled  for:  now  mounted  opi 
Openly  in  the  eye  of  earth  and  heaven, 
The  scale  of  liberty.    I  read  her  doom. 
With  anger  vexed,  with  disappointment  sore. 
But  not  dismayed,  nor  taking  to  the  shame 
Of  a  fkhse  prophet    While  resentment  lose 
Striving  to  hide^  what  nought  could  heal,  the  wounds 
Of  mortified  presumptkm,  I  adhered 
More  firmly  to  old  tenets,  and,  to  prove 
Their  temper,  strained  them  more ;  and  thus,  in  heat 
Of  contest,  did  opinkxis  every  day 
Grow  into  consequence,  till  round  my  mind 
They  clung,  as  if  they  were  its  life,  nay  more. 
The  very  being  of  the  immortal^souL 

This  was  the  time,  when  all  things  tending  fast 
To  depravatmn,  speculative  schemes — 
That  promised  to  abstract  the  hopes  of  Man 
Out  of  his  feelings,  to  be  fixed  thenceforth 
For  ever  in  a  purer  element — 
Found  ready  welcome.    Tempting  region  that 
For  Zeal  to  enter  and  refresh  herself 
Where  passions  had  the  privilege  to  work. 
And  never  hear  the  sound  of  their  own  names. 
But,  speaking  more  in  charity,  the  dream 
Flattered  the  young,  pleased  with  extremes,  nor  least 
With  tliat  which  makes  our  Reason*s  naked  self 
The  object  of  its  fervour.     What  delight ! 
How  glorious !  in  self-knowledge  and  self-rule. 
To  look  through  all  the  frailties  of  the  world, 
And,  with  a  resolute  mastery  shaking  ofi^ 
Infirmities  of  nature,  time,  and  place, 
Build  social  upon  personal  Liberty, 
Which,  to  tlie  blind  restraints  of  general  laws 
Superior,  magisterially  adopts 
One  guide,  the  light  of  circumstances,  flashed 
Upon  an  independent  intellect 
Thus  expectation  rose  again ;  thus  hope, 
From  her  first  ground  expelled,  grew  proud  once  moreu 
Ofl,  as  my  thoughts  were  turned  to  human  kind, 
I  scorned  indifl^erence ;  but  inflamed  with  thirst 
Of  a  secure  intelligence,  and  sick 
Of  other  longing,  I  pursued  what  seemed 
A  more  exalted  nature ;  wished  that  Man 
Should  start  out  of  his  earthy,  worm-like  state. 
And  spread  abroad  the  wings  of  Liberty, 
Lord  of  himself  in  undinturbed  delight  — 
A  noble  aspiration !  yet  J  feel 
(Sustained  by  worthier  as  by  wiser  thoughts) 
The  aspiration,  nor  shall  ever  cease 
To  feel  it ;  —  but  return  we  to  our  course. 

Enough,  *ti8  true  —  could  such  a  plea  excuse 
Those  aberrations —  had  the  clamorous  firiends 
Of  ancient  Institutions  said  and  done 
To  bring  disgrace  upon  their  very  names : 
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n  and  written  law,  t 

il  had  been 

Biunwlvest  in  south, 

whcroivith  to  see, 
Bn  :     A  slrnn^  sliock 

Inline  was  both  let  loose, 
lAfler  wlist  hath  been 

|]nt,  Bnini>what  utern 
a  happy  min, 

n  painlul  things, 
|irld,  trid  tlience  more  bold, 
id  to  [led,  in  lent 
>cial  lite, 
■  society 

f  Imre  with  mi".  Friend,  the  wio 
B,  eniluii]  with  shapes 
i«  guarded  words 
ll^shion,  miijlit  eet  forth 
r  think  1  Icnmeil,  of  trutli, 
Jch  I  fell,  bctmjetl 

I  been  turnpd  aside 

Hnlbuniled,  more  and  more 
ling-.     8(>  [  fared, 

)I«,  maxims,  crcedd, 
;  railing  the  mind, 

IV  believing, 
lessly  perplexed 
wight  and  wron^,  the  giounil 

ind  whence 
linding  Ibmial  pronf, 

mg,  I  lost 
It.  and,  in  tinp, 
Hcunlrarjecies, 

J  that  Blrong  disease, 
lloweatebb;  I  drooped, 

I  The  lordly  altributea 
Tiitterly  exclaimed, 
ocltPry  of  a  Being 

ti'it  what  to  fesr 


Depressed,  bewildered  Ihna.  I  did  not 
With  ecoQer?,  aeektog  light  and  gaj  rei 

I  Prom  ind iacrini male  laug'hter,  dot  sate  d 
In  reconcilement  with  aa  utter  wmtte 
Of  intellect ;  Rich  doth  I  coiild  not  bro« 
(Too  well  I  loved,  in  that  my  spnng  of 
Pains-taking  thoughts,  and  truth,  Iheirt 
But  turned  to  abatrvct  icieace,  and  ther 
Work  lor  the  reasDnlng  bcully  enlhrooi 
Where  (he  dUturtnocea  of  space  and  li 
Whether  ia  mattera  various  properties 
Inherent,  or  from  human  will  kod  powei 
Derited  —  find  no  adrniaalon.  Then  it 
Thanks  to  the  bounteous  Giver  of  all  gi 
That  The  beloved  Sister  to  whose  sight 
Those  days  were  passed,  now  speakiug 
or  sudden  admonition  —  like  ■  brook 
That  did  but  crnn  a  lonelj'  road,  and  m 
Is  seen,  heard,  felt,  and  caught  at  em} 
Companion  never  lost  through  many  a  1 

I  Maintained  Ibr  me  a  saving  intercoune 
With  my  true  self;  for,  though  bedimm 
Much.  8s  it  seemed,  I  was  no  ftirther  d 
Than  as  a  clouded  and  a  waning  nwMO 
She  whispered  still  that  brightneaa  won 
She,  in  t)ie  midst  of  all,  preserved  me  t 
A  Poet,  made  me  seek  beneath  that  nai 
And  that  alone,  my  office  upon  earth: 
And,  Isiilly,  as  herealler  will  be  abowii, 
If  willing  audience  fait  not.  Nature's  i< 
By  all  varieties  of  human  love 
Aiui»lcd,  led  me  back  through  opening 
To  tfi<Ee  Hwcct  counsels  between  head 
Whence  grew  that  genuine  knowledj 

Which,  through  the  later  sinkings  of  [I. 
Ksth  still  upheld  me,  and  upholds  nie  n 
In  the  catastrophe  (for  so  they  dream. 
And  nothing  leas),  when,  finally  to  clos 
And  seal  up  all  llie  gains  of  France,  a  1 
Is  summoned  in,  to  crown  an  Emperor - 
This  last  opprobrium,  when  we  see  a  p< 
That  once  looked  up  in  faith,  as  if  to  H 
For  manna,  take  a  teemn  from  the  dog 
Returning  lo  his  vomit ;  when  the  sun 
That  rose  in  splendour,  was  alive,  and  i 
In  exultation  with  a  living  pomp 
Of  clouds  —  his  glory's  natural  retinue 
ilatli  dropped  all  functions  by  the  guda  I 
And,  turned  Into  a  gewgaw,  a  machine. 
Sets  like  an  Opera  phantom. 

Thu8,0 
Through  times  of  honour  and  through  t 
Descending,  have  I  faithfully  retraced 
The  perturbations  of  a  youthful  mind 
Under  a  long-lived  atorin  of  great  event 
A  story  destined  for  thy  ear,  who  nmv. 
Among  the  fallen  of  nations,  doot  abide 
Where  Etna,  over  hill  and  *a!Iej,  casta 
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ow  rtretehing  tovrards  Sjrncuae, 
of  Timolecm !    Righteoos  Heaven ! 
( the  mighty  prostrated !    They  first, 
8t  of  all  that  breathe  should  have  awaked 
le  great  voice  was  heard  from  oat  the  tombs 
mt  heroes.    If  I  suflfered  grief 
equited  France,  by  many  deemed 
only  in  her  prondest  day ; 
en  distressed  to  think  of  what  she  once 
J,  now  is ;  a  &r  more  sober  cause 
^es  must  see  of  sorrow  in  a  land, 
eanimating  influence  lost 
lory,  to  virtue  lost  and  hope, 
with  the  wreck  of  loftier  years  bestrewn. 

KJignation  works  where  hope  is  not, 
a,  O  Friend !  wilt  be  refVeshed.    There  is 
at  society  alone  on  earth : 
•le  Living  and  the  noble  Dead. 

f  be  such  converse  strong  and  sanative, 

r  for  thy  spirit  to  reascend 

ih  and  joy  and  pore  contentedness ; 

he  grief  confined,  that  thou  art  gone 

lis  last  spot  of  earth,  where  Freedom  now 

tingle  in  her  only  sanctuary ; 

f  wanderer  art  gone,  by  pain 

ed  and  sickness,  at  this  latter  day, 

Towful  reverse  for  all  mankind. 

r  thee,  roust  utter  what  I  feel : 

npathies  erewhile  in  part  discharged, 

afresh,  and  will  have  vent  again : 

I  delights  do  scarcely  seem  to  me 

1  delights;  the  lordly  Alps  themselves, 

osy  peaks,  from  which  the  Morning  looks 

on  many  nations,  are  no  more 

that  image  of  pure  gladsomeness 

they  were  wont  to  be.    Through  kindred  scenes, 

po6e,  at  a  time,  how  different ! 

ik*st  thy  way,  carrying  the  heart  and  soul 

alure  gives  to  Poets,  now  by  thought 

i,  and  in  the  summer  of  their  strength. 

"ap  him  in  your  shades,  ye  giant  woods, 

a*8  side :  and  thou,  O  flowery  field 

a !  is  there  not  some  nook  of  thine, 

le  first  play*time  of  the  infant  world 

cred  to  restorative  delight, 

rom  afar  invoked  by  anxious  love  1 

of  the  mountains,  among  shepherds  reared, 

3S 


Ere  yet  familiar  with  the  classic  page, 

I  learnt  to  dream  of  Sicily ;  and  lo. 

The  gloom,  that,  but  a  moment  past,  was  deepened 

At  thy  command,  at  her  command  gives  way ; 

A  pleasant  promise,  wafted  from  her  shores, 

Comes  o*er  my  heart:  in  fancy  I  behold 

Her  seas  yet  smiling,  her  once  happy  vales ; 

Nor  can  my  tongue  give  utterance  to  a  name 

Of  note  belonging  to  that  honoured  isle. 

Philosopher  or  Bard,  Empedocles, 

Or  Archimedes^  pure  abstracted  soul ! 

That  doth  not  yield  a  solace  to  my  grief: 

And,  O  Theocritus,*  so  far  have  some 

Prevailed  among  the  powers  of  heaven  and  earth. 

By  their  endowments,  good  or  great,  that  they 

Have  had,  as  thou  reportest,  miracles 

Wrought  fox  them  in  old  time :  yea,  not  unmovedt 

When  thinking  on  my  own  beloved  friend, 

1  hesr  thee  tell  how  bees  with  honey  fed 

Divine  Comates,  by  his  impious  lord 

Within  a  chest  imprisoned ;  how  they  came 

Laden  from  blooming  grove  or  flewery  field. 

And  fed  him  there,  alive,  month  after  month,  • 

Because  the  goatherd,  blessed  man !  had  lips 

Wet  with  the  Muses*  nectar. 

Thus  I  soothe 
The  pensive  moments  by  this  calm  fireside. 
And  find  a  thousand  bounteous  images 
To  cheer  the  thoughts  of  those  I  love,  and  mioe^ 
Our  prayers  have  been  acepted ;  thoa  wilt  stand 
On  Etna's  summit,  above  earth  and  sea. 
Triumphant,  winning  from  the  invaded  heavens 
Thouirhts  without  bound,  magnificent  designs 
Worthy  of  poets  who  attuned  their  harps 
In  wood  or  echoing  cave,  for  discipline 
Of  heroes ;  or,  in  reverence  to  the  gods, 
*Mid  temples,  served  by  sapient  priests,  and  choirs 
Of  virgins  crowned  with  roses.    Not  in  vain 
Those  tetnples,  where  they  in  their  ruins  yet 
Survive  for  inspiration,  shall  attract 
Thy  solitary  steps :  and  on  the  brink 
Thou  wilt  recline  of  pastoral  Arethuse; 
Or,  if  that  fountain  be  in  truth  no  more. 
Then,  near  some  other  spring,  which,  by  the 
Thou  gratulatest,  willingly  deceived, 
I  see  thee  linger  a  glad  votary. 
And  not  a  captive  pining  for  his  home. 

•  Theocrit.  Idyll,  vil  78. 
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IMAGINATION  AND  TASTE,  HOW  IMPAIRED  AND  BS8T0BED. 


Long  time  have  haman  ignorance  and  guilt 

Detained  us,  on  what  spectacles  of  woe 

Compelled  to  look,  and  inwardly  oppressed 

With  sorrow,  disappointment,  vexing  thoughts 

Confusion  of  the  judgment,  zeal  decayed. 

And,  lastly,  utter  loss  of  hope  itself 

And  things  to  hope  for !    Not  with  these  began 

Our  song,  and  not  with  these  our  song  must  end. — 

Ve  motions  of  delight,  that  haunt  the  sides 

Of  the  green  hills ;  ye  breezes  and  soft  airs, 

Whose  subtle  intercourse  with  breathing  flowers. 

Feelingly  watched,  might  teach  Man^s  haughty  race 

How  without  injury  to  take,  to  give 

Without  ofience ;  ye  who,  as  if  to  show 

The  wondrous  influence  of  power  gently  used. 

Bend  the  complying  heads  of  lordly  pines, 

And,  with  a  touch,  shifl  the  stupendous  clouds 

Through  the  whole  compass  of  the  sky ;  ye  brooks,' 

Muttering  along  the  stones,  a  busy  noise 

By  day,  a  quiet  sound  in  silent  night ; 

Ye  waves,  that  out  of  the  great  deep  steal  forth 

In  a  calm  hour  to  kiss  the  pebbly  shore. 

Not  mute,  and  then  retire,  fearing  no  storm ; 

And  you,  ye  groves,  whose  ministry  it  is 

To  interpose  the  covert  of  your  shades. 

Even  as  a  sleep,  between  the  heart  of  man 

And  outward  troubles,  between  man  himself^ 

Not  seldom,  and  his  own  uneasy  heart : 

Oh !  that  I  had  a  music  ond  a  voice 

Harmonious  as  your  own,  that  I  might  tell 

What  ye  have  done  for  me.     The  morning  shines. 

Nor  heedeth  Man*s  perverseness ;  Spring  returns, — 

I  saw  the  Spring  return,  and  could  rejoice. 

In  common  with  the  children  of  her  love. 

Piping  on  boughs,  or  sporting  on  fresh  fields. 

Or  boldly  seeking  pleasure  nearer  heaven 

On  wings  that  navigate  cerulean  skies. 

fc5o  neither  were  complacency,  nor  peace. 

Nor  tender  yearnings,  wanting  for  my  good 

Through  these  distracted  times;  in  Nature  still 

Glorying,  I  found  a  counterpoise  in  her. 

Which  when  the  spirit  of  evil  reached  its  height, 

Maintained  for  me  a  secret  happiness. 

This  narrative,  my  Friend !  hath  chiefly  told 
Of  intellectual  power,  fostering  love. 
Dispensing  truth,  and,  over  men  and  things. 
Where  reason  yet  might  hesitate,  diffusing 


Prophetic  sympathies  of  genial  (kith : 
So  was  I  favoured — such  my  happy  kt — 
Until  that  natural  gracioosnefli  of  mind 
Gave  way  to  overpressare  flrom  the  times 
And  their  disastrous  issueai     What  availed. 
When  spells  forbade  the  voyager  to  hmd, 
That  fragrant  notice  of  a  pleaaaot  shore 
Wafled,  at  intervals,  from  maoy  a  bower 
Of  blissful  gratitude  and  fearless  love  1 
Dare  I  avow  that  wish  was  mine  to  see, 
And  hope  tliat  future  tiroes  wauid  aarely  see^ 
The  man  to  come,  parted,  as  by  a  galC 
From  him  who  had  been ;  that  1  coald  no  note 
Tnist  the  elevation  which  had  made  me  one 
With  the  great  family  that  still  survives 
To  illuminate  the  abyss  of  ages  past. 
Sage,  warrior,  patriot,  hero ;  for  it  seemed 
That  their  best  virtues  were  not  free  from  tuit 
Of  something  false  and  weak,  that  could  not 
The  open  eye  of  Beason.    Then  I  said, 
"  Go  to  the  Pbets,  they  will  speak  to  thee 
More  perfectly  of  purer  creatures; — yet 
If  reason  be  nobility  in  man. 
Can  aught  be  more  ignoble  than  the  man 
Whom  they  delight  in,  blinded  as  be  is 
By  prejudice,  the  miserable  slave 
Of  low  ambition  or  distempered  love  ?** 

In  such  strange  passion,  if  I  may  once  tooft 
Review  the  past,  I  warred  against  my«elf~ 
A  bigot  to  a  new  idolatry  — 
Like  a  cowled  monk  who  hath  forsworn  the  worii 
Zealously  laboured  to  cut  oflT  my  heart 
From  all  the  sources  of  her  former  strength; 
And  as,  by  simple  waving  of  a  wand. 
The  wizard  instantaneously  dissolves 
Palace  or  grove,  even  so  could  I  unsoul 
As  readily  by  syllogistic  words 
Those  mysteries  of  being  which  have  made. 
And  shall  continue  evermore  to  make. 
Of  the  whole  human  race  one  brotherhood. 

What  wonder,  then,  if,  to  a  mind  so  (kr 
Perverted,  even  the  visible  Universe 
Fell  under  the  dominion  of  a  taste 
Less  spiritual,  with  microscopic  view 
Was  scanned,  as  I  had  scanned  the  moral  wondf 


THB  PRELUDE. 


r  Nature!  excellent  and  6ir! 

Tjoice  with  me,  with  whom  I,  tooi 

rough  early  yoatb,  before  the  winds 

r  waters,  and  in  lights  and  shades 

led  and  countermarched  aboat  the  hills 

apparition,  Powera  on  whom 

ed,  now  all  eye  and  now 

t  never  long  without  the  heart 

ind  man's  nnfblding  intellect: 

if  a  tare!  that,  by  laws  divine 

nd  governed,  still  dost  overflow 

passioned  life,  what  feeble  ones 

is  earth !  how  feeble  have  I  been 

wert  in  thy  strength !    Nor  this  through 
:c 

uflering,  such  as  justifies 
and  inaptitude  of  mind, 
I  presumption ;  even  in  pleasure  pleased 
.  disliking  here,  and  there 
rules  of  mimic  art  transferred 
bove  all  art ;  but  more,  —  for  this, 
strong  infection  of  the  age, 
much  my  habit -~  giving  way 
rison  of  scene  with  scene, 
uch  on  superficial  things, 
myself  with  meagre  novelties 
nd  proportion ;  to  the  moods 
I  seaaon,  to  the  moral  power, 
ns  and  the  spirit  of  the  place, 

Nor  only  did  the  love 
fius  in  judgment  interrupt 
feelinsra,  but  another  cau^e, 

and  less  easily  explained, 

seems  inherent  in  the  creature, 
ume  of  body  and  of  mind, 
^collection  of  a  time 
odily  eye,  in  every  stage  of  life 
'spotic  of  our  sensps,  gained 
th  in  me  as  oAen  held  my  mind 
dominion.    Gladly  here, 
ion  abstruser  argument, 
»ivour  to  unfold  the  means 
ire  studiously  employs  to  thwart 
y,  summons  all  the  senses  each 
ct  the  other,  and  themselves, 
them  all,  and  the  objects  with  which  all 
ant,  subservient  in  their  turn 
t  ends  of  Liberty  and  Power, 
e  this:  enough  that  my  delights 
ey  were)  were  sought  insatiably, 
ansport,  vivid  though  not  profound ; 
)m  hill  to  hill,  from  rock  to  rock, 
I  combinations  of  new  farms, 
re,  wider  empire  for  the  sight, 
T  own  endowments,  and  rejoiced 
inner  faculties  asleep, 
irns  and  countertums,  the  strife 
1  trials  of  our  complex  being, 
r  Qpi,  such  thraldom  of  that  sense 


Seems  hard  to  shun.    And  yet  I  knew  a  maid, 
A  young  enthusiast,  who  escaped  these  bonds; 
Her  eye  was  not  the  mistress  of  her  heart; 
Far  less  did  rules  prescribed  by  passive  taste, 
Or  barren  intermeddling  snbtletiea^ 
Perplex  her  mind ;  but,  wise  as  women  are 
When  genial  circumstance  hath'favoared  themy 
She  welcomed  what  was  given  and  ciived  no  more ; 
Whatever  the  scene  presented  to  her  view. 
That  was  the  best,  to  that  she  wss  attuned 
By  her  benign  simplicity  of  life. 
And  through  a  perfect  happiness  of  soul, 
Whose  variegated  fbelings  were  in  this 
Sisters,  that  they  were  each  some  new  delight 
Birds  in  the  bower,  and  lambs  in  the  green  field« 
Could  they  have  known  her,  would  have  loved; 

thought 
Her  very  presence  such  a  sweetnesa  breathed, 
That  flowers,  and  trees,  and  even  the  silent  hilk, 
And  every  thing  she  looked  on,  should  have  had 
An  intimatk>n  how  she  bore  herself 
Towards  them  and  to  all  creatum.    God  delight! 
In  such  a  being ;  for  her  common  thoughts 
Are  piety,  her  life  is  gratitude. 

Even  like  this  maid,  before  I  was  called  forth 
From  the  retirement  of  my  native  hills, 
I  loved  whatever  I  sawrnor  lightly  loved, 
But  most  intensely ;  never  dreamt  of  aught 
More  grand,  more  fliir,  more  exquisitely  firaroed 
Than  those  few  nooks  to  which  my  happy  feet 
Were  limited.    I  had  not  at  that  time 
Lived  long  enough,  nor  in  the  least  survived 
The  first  diviner  influence  of  this  world, 
As  it  appears  to  unaccustomed  eyea 
Worshipping  then  among  the  depth  of  things, 
As  piety  ordained  ;  could  I  submit 
To  measured  admiration,  or  to  aught 
That  should  preclude  humility  and  love? 
1  felt,  observed,  and  pondered ;  did  not  judge, 
Yea,  never  thought  of  judging ;  with  the  gift 
Of  all  this  glory  filled  and  satisfied. 
And  afterwards,  when  through  the  gorgeous  Alps 
Roaming,  I  carried  with  me  the  same  heart: 
In  truth,  the  degradation  —  howsoe'er 
Induced,  efi^t,  in  whatsoe'er  degree. 
Of  custom  that  prepares  a  partial  scale 
In  which  the  little  oft  outweighs  the  great; 
Or  any  other  cause  that  hath  been  named ; 
Or  lastly,  aggravated  by  the  times 
And  their  impassioned  sounds,  which  well  might  make 
The  milder  minstrelsies  of  rural  scenes 
Inaudible  —  was  transient;  I  had  known 
Too  forcibly,  too  early  in  my  life, 
Visitings  of  imaginative  power 
For  this  to  last :  I  shook  the  habit  ofl^ 
Entirely  and  for  ever,  and  again 
In  Nature's  presence  stood,  as  now  I  stand, 
A  sensitive  being,  a  creative  soul. 
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»  tliought, 
■e  drailljr  weigbl, 
land  the  round 

isibly  repaired; 
Ih  enhanced, 
o  mount, 
li,  and  iitb  uB  up  when  Tallcn. 
Icliiellj  lurka 
I  of  life  thtt  f^iva 
le  to  what  point,  and  how, 
:ward  aenaa 
.f  her  will.     Such  moinentii 
llicre,  taking  their  date 
I  remember  well, 
Buy  inexperienced  hand 
Ibridle,  with  proud  hopea 
Im^yed  towards  the  hills: 
■  my  father'*  house 
Briurager  and  giiiUe : 

rade;  and,  through  fear 
ijfli  and  stony  moor 
mblin|r  on,  at  length 
n  furmur  times 
Ihunj;  in  Iron  chains. 

Mliittred  down,  the  bones 

;  but  on  the  turf, 
Lt  fell  deed  was  wrought, 

rve<l  the  murdurcr's  nan 
re  inner ibed 
It  elill,  from  year  to  year, 
liieighbourhiHid, 
Hivay,  and  to  tlii»  hour 
ml  visible: 
n  tho[ii,  and  I  Hed, 
lid  iynoraiit  uf  thu  rmd  : 

|bcnenth  the  hilla, 

Kber  on  her  head, 
vull  steps  to  force  her  way 
ind.     It  was,  in  truth, 
1 1  i  t^liuuld  need 
ire  unknown  to  man, 

ill  Miind  for  tny  lost  goiide 

!.  mill  naked  pool, 
llhc  lone  eminence, 
|iraienta  vexed  and  tos»cd 
en,  in  the  blessed  houra 

e  of  this  scene, 
Ind  dreary  crags, 

J  beacon,  fell 

Bd  youth's  golden  gleam; 


And  think  ye  not  with  radiance  moi 
For  these  remembrances,  and  for  th 
,  They  had  left  behind  7  So  feeling  < 
I  or  feeling,  and  diversity  of  ttf engt 
{ Attends  us,  if  but  once  we  hare  be< 
j  Oh !  mystery  of  man,  from  what  a ' 
I  Proceed  tliy  honniir&  I  am  lost,  bi 
i  In  simple  childhood  something  of  tl 
i  On  which  thy  greattiefla  stands ;  bu 
That  from  thyself  it  comes,  that  th 
.  El«i  never  canal  receive;  The  daj 
I  Return  upon  me  almost  from  the  di 
.Of  lilb:  the  hiding-places  of  man'e 
Open;  I  would  approach  them,  but 
1  see  by  glimpses  now;  when  agei 
^  May  scarcely  see  at  all ;  and  I  wot 
'  While  yet  we  may,  as  far  sa  words 
Substance  and  life  to  what  I  feel,  c 
i^uch  ia  my  hnpc,  the  apirit  of  the  I 
For  future  reaturation.  — Yet  anoll 
or  the^  memorials:  — 

One  Chri 
On  the  glad  eve  of  its  dear  holidaj 
Feverish,  and  tired,  and  restleas,  I 
Into  the  Jielda,  impatient  lor  the  si{ 
Of  those  led  palfreys  that  should  bi 
My  brothers  and  myself.  There  n 
That,  from  the  meeting-point  of  tu 
Amending,  overlooked  them  both,  t 
Thither,  uncertain  on  which  road  I 
My  eipvctatinn,  Uiither  1  repaired, 
I  Scnut-like,  and  gained  the  summit 
e.  I  Tern  post uotis,  dark,  and  wild,  and  i 
I  Alt  half-sheltered  by  a  naked  wal 
I  UiHin  my  rigiit  hand  couched  a  sin; 
Upon  my  left  a  blasted  hawthorn  si 
Willi  those  companions  at  my  side. 
Straining  my  eyes  intensely,  as  thi 
Gave  intermitting  prospect  of  the  e 
And  plain  beneath.  Ere  we  to  ach 
That  dreary  time,  — ere  we  had  b( 
Sojourners  in  my  father's  house,  h« 
And  I  and  my  three  brothers,  orphi 
FiiUowed  Ilia  body  to  tlie  grave.  1 
Wiih  all  the  sorrow  that  it  brought 
A  ehnstirvmeni;  and  when  I  called 
That  day  bo  lately  past,  when  from 
I  lc»ked  in  such  anxiety  of  hope; 
With  trite  reflections  of  morality. 
Yet  in  the  deepest  passion,  I  bowed 
To  God,  Who  thus  corrected  my  d( 
And,  afterwards^  the  wind  and  sleel 
And  all  the  husioes  of  the  elemeal 
The  single  sheep,  and  the  oha  blast 
And  the  bleak  music  from  that  old  i 
The  noise  of  wood  and  water,  and  I 
Thai  on  the  line  of  each  of  thow  t' 
Advanced  in  such  indisputable  shap 
All  these  were  k'  '    ' 


ere  biodn^nectadea 
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A  repurad,  and  tbeoce  would  drink, 
ain;  and  oo  winter  nights, 
very  time,  when  storm  and  rain 
twf,  or,  haply,  at  nooo^y, 
fiDve  I  walk,  whose  lofty  trees, 
lummer's  thickest  foliage,  rock 


In  a  strong  wind,  some  working  of  the  spirit. 
Some  inward  agitations  thence  are  brooght. 
Whatever  their  office,  whether  to  beguile 
Thoughts  over  busy  in  the  course  they  took. 
Or  animate  an  hour  of  vacant  ease. 
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NATION  AND  TASTE,  HOW  IMPAIRED  AND  BS8T0BSD.— (GovoLvnm.) 


e  doth  emotion  eome,  and  moods 
equally  are  Natarei*s  gift: 

^lory ;  these  two  attributes 

tms  that  constitute  her  strength. 

18,  born  to  thrive  by  interchange 

d  excitation,  finds  in  her 
purest  friend ;  from  her  receives 
by  which  he  seeks  the  truth, 

It  happy  stillness  of  the  mind 

im  to  receive  it  when  unsought 

}fit  the  humblest  intellects 
aach  in  their  degree ;  *tis  mine 
hat  I  myself  have  known  and  felt; 
!  for  words  find  easy  way,  inspired 
S  and  confidence  in  truth. 
9  search  of  knowledge  did  I  range 
human  life,  in  heart  and  mind 
but,  the  dawn  beginning  now 
r,  'twas  proved  that  not  in  vain 
aught  to  reverence  a  Power 
visible  quality  and  shape 
3f  right  reason ;  that  matures 
ea  by  steadfast  laws ;  gives  birth 
tient  or  Allacious  hopes, 
pasuion  or  excessive  zeal, 
iceit9 ;  provokes  to  no  quick  turns 
auding  intellect;  but  trains 
4^  and  exalts  by  humble  faith ; 
fore  the  mind  intoxicate 
It  objects,  and  the  busy  dance 
lat  patss  away,  a  temperate  show 
hat  endure;  and  by  this  course 
r,  when  over- fondly  set 
g  off  incumbrances,  to  seek 
i  in  the  frame  of  social  life, 
lere  is  desirable  and  good 
permanence,  unchanged  in  form 
fi,  or,  through  strict  vicissitude 
death,  revolving.    Above  all 
tablished  now  those  watchful  thoughts 
Ing  little  worthy  or  sublime 


In  what  the  Historian's  pen  so  much  delighti 
To  blazon — power  and  energy  detached 
From  moral  purpose — early  tutored  me 
To  look  with  feelings  of  fraternal  love 
Upon  the  unassuming  things  that  hold 
A  silent  station  in  this  beauteous  world. 

Thus  moderated,  thus  composed,  I  found 
Once  more  in  Man  an  object  of  delight, 
Of  pure  imaginstion,  and  of  love; 
And,  as  the  horizon  of  ray  mind  enlarged. 
Again  I  took  the  intellectual  eye 
For  my  instructor,  studious  more  to  see 
Great  truths,  than  touch  and  handle  little  onesi 
Knowledge  was  given  accordingly ;  my  trust 
Became  more  firm  in  feelings  that  had  stood 
The  test  of  such  a  trial ;  clearer  far 
My  sense  of  excellence  —  of  right  and  wrong : 
The  promise  of  the  present  time  retired 
Into  its  true  proportion ;  sanguine  schemes. 
Ambitious  projects,  pleased  me  less;  I  sought 
For  present  good  in  life's  familiar  face. 
And  built  thereon  my  hopes  of  good  to  come. 

With  settling  judgments  now  of  what  would  last 
And  what  would  disappear ;  prepared  to  find 
Presumption,  folly,  madness,  in  the  men 
Who  thrust  themselves  upon  the  passive  world 
As  Rulers  of  the  world  ;  to  see  in  these. 
Even  when  the  public  welfare  is  their  aim. 
Plans  without  thought,  or  built  on  theories 
Vague  and  unsound ;  and  having  brought  the  books 
Of  modem  statists  to  their  proper  test. 
Life,  human  life,  with  all  its  sacred  claims 
Of  sex  and  sge,  and  heaven-descended  rights, 
Mortal,  or  those  beyond  the  reach  of  death ; 
And  having  thus  discerned  how  dire  a  thing 
Is  worshipped  in  that  idol  proudly  named 
**  The  Wealth  of  Nations,"  where  alone  that  wealth 
Is  lodged,  and  how  increast^d  ;  and  having  gained 
A  more  judicious  knowledge  of  the  worth 
And  dignity  of  individual  man, 

4^ 
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No  composition  of  tho  brain,  but  man 

Of  whom  we  read,  the  man  whom  we  behold 

With  oar  own  eyes —  I  could  not  but  inqnire  — 

Not  with  leas  idterest  than  heretofore, 

But  grater,  though  in  spirit  more  subdued— 

Why  is  this  glorious  creature  to  be  found 

One  only  in  ten  thousand  1    What  one  is. 

Why  may  not  millions  bel    What  bars  are  thrown 

By  Nature  in  the  way  of  such  a  hope  1 

Our  animal  appetites  and  daily  wants. 

Are  these  obstructions  insurmountable? 

If  not,  then  others  vanish  into  air. 

^Inspect  the  basis  of  the  social  pile: 

Inquire,**  said  I,  **how  much  of  mental  power 

And  genuine  virtue  they  possess  who  live 

By  bodily  toil,  labour  exceeding  far 

Their  due  proportion,  under  all  the  weight 

Of  that  injustice  which  upon  ourselves 

Ourselves  entail.*'    Such  estimate  to  frame 

I  chiefly  looked  (what  need  to  look  beyond  ?) 

Among  the  natural  aboto  of  men. 

Fields  with  their  rural  worki ;  recalled  to  mind 

My  earliest  notices;  with  these  compared 

The  observations  made  in  later  youth. 

And  to  that  day  continued.  —  For,  the  time 

Had  never  been  when  throes  of  mighty  Nations 

And  the  world*s  tumult  unto  me  could  yield, 

How  far  6oe*er  transported  and  possessed. 

Full  measure  of  content ;  but  still  I  craved 

An  intermingling  of  distinct  regards 

And  truths  of  individual  sympathy 

Nearer  ourselves.    Such  often  might  be  gleaned 

From  the  great  City,  else  it  must  have  proved 

To  me  a  heart-depressing  wilderness; 

But  much  was  wanting:  therefore  did  I  turn 

To  you,  ye  pathways,  and  ye  lonely  roads ; 

Sought  you  enriched  with  every  thing  I  prized. 

With  human  kindnesses  and  simple  joys. 

Oh !  next  to  one  dear  state  of  bliss,  vouchsafed 
Alas !  to  few  in  this  untoward  world. 
The  bliss  of  walking  daily  in  life's  prime 
Through  field  or  forest  with  the  maid  we  love, 
While  yet  our  hearts  are  young,  while  yet  we  breathe 
Nothing  but  happiness,  in  some  lone  nook. 
Deep  vale,  or  any  where,  the  home  of  both. 
From  which  it  would  be  misery  to  stir: 
Oh !  next  to  such  enjoyment  of  our  youth. 
In  my  esteem,  next  to  such  dear  delight. 
Was  that  of  wandering  on  from  day  to  day 
Where  I  could  meditate  in  peace,  and  cull 
Knowledge  that  step  by  step  might  lead  me  on 
To  wisdom ;  or,  as  lightsome  as  a  bird 
Wafled  upon  the  wind  from  distant  lands. 
Sing  notes  of  greeting  to  strange  fields  or  groves. 
Which  lacked  not  voice  to  welcome  me  in  turn : 
And,  when  that  pleasant  toil  had  ceased  to  please, 
Converse  with  men,  where  if  we  meet  a  face 
We  almost  meet  a  friend,  on  naked  heaths 


With  long  long  ways  before,  by  cottage  bsocb, 
Or  well-spring  where  the  weary  traveller  rau 

Who  doth  not  love  to  follow  with  his  eye 
The  windings  of  a  public  way  ?  the  sight, 
Fbimiliar  object  as  it  is,  bath  wrought 
On  my  imagination  since  the  mom 
Of  childhood,  when  a  disappearing  line 
One  daily  present  to  my  eyes,  that  croMed 
The  naked  summit  of  a  far-off  hill 
Beyond  the  limits  that  my  feet  had  trod. 
Was  like  an  invitation  into  space 
Boundless,  or  guide  into  eternity. 
Yes,  something  of  the  grandeur  which  inverti 
The  mariner  who  sails  the  roaring  saa 
Through  storm  and  darkness,  early  in  my  mind 
Surrounded,  too,  the  wanderers  of  the  earth; 
Grandeur  as  much,  and  loveliness  far  more. 
Awed  have  I  been  by  strolling  Bedlamites; 
From  many  other  uncouth  vagrants  (pasted 
In  fear)  have  walked/with  quicker  step;  bat  whf 
Take  note  of  thisx  When  I  began  to  ioqaireb 
To  watch  and  question  those  I  met,  and  upetk 
Without  reserve  to  them,  the  lonely  roads 
Were  open  schools  in  which  I  daily  read 
With  most  delight  the  passions  of  mankiod, 
Whether  by  words,  looks,  sighs,  or  tears  nntM\ 
There  saw  into  the  depth  of  human  soolt, 
Souls  that  appear  to  have  no  depCh  at  all 
To  careless  eyes.    And — now  ooavinced  tt  M 
How  little  those  formalities,  to  which 
With  overweening  trust  akme  we  give 
The  name  of  Education,  have  to  do 
With  real  feeling  and  just  sense ;  how  fiio 
A  correspondence  with  the  talking  world 
Proves  to  the  most;  and  called  to  make  good Miri 
If  man*s  estate,  by  doom  of  Nature  yoked 
With  toil,  be  therefore  yoked  with  ignonooe; 
If  virtue  be  indeed  so  hard  to  rear. 
And  intellectual  strength  so  rare  a  booo— 
I  prized  such  walks  still  more,  for  there  1  food 
Hope  to  my  hope,  and  to  my  pleasure  peace 
And  steadiness,  and  healing  and  repose 
To  every  angry  passion.    There  I  heard. 
From  mouths  of  men  obscure  and  lowly,  tiAki 
Replete  with  honour;  sounds  in  unison 
With  loftiest  promises  of  good  and  hir. 

There  are  who  think  that  strong  aflectioOt  b** 
Known  by  whatever  name,  is  falsely  deemed 
A  gift,  to  use  a  term  which  they  wouU  im, 
Of  vulgar  nature ;  that  its  growth  requirei 
Retirement,  leisure,  language  purified 
By  manners  studied  and  elaborate; 
That  whoso  feels  such  passion  in  its  streogth 
Must  live  within  the  very  light  and  air 
Of  courteous  usages  refined  by  art 
True  is  it,  where  oppression  worse  than  death 
Salutes  the  being  at  bis  birth*  where  gnos 
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liaih  been  utterly  unknown, 
r  and  labour  in  exceas 
>  day  pre-occupy  the  ground 
lions,  and  to  Nature's  self 
«per  nature ;  there,  indeed, 
t  be ;  nor  does  it  thrive  with  ease 
close  and  overcrowded  haunts 
lere  the  human  heart  is  sick, 
;  feeds  it  not,  ind  cannot  feed, 
fioise  wanderings  deeply  did  I  feel 
slead  each  other ;  above  all, 
mislead  us,  seeking  their  revi>ard 
lents  of  the  wealthy  Few,  who  see 
.  lights ;  how  they  debase 
or  the  pleasure  of  those  Few ; 
y  level  down  the  truth 
^neral  notions,  for  the  sake 
iderstood  at  once,  or  else 
&nt  of  better  knowledge  in  the  heads 
i  them ;  flattering  self-conceit  with  words, 
they  most  ambitiously  set  forth 
fl^erences,  the  outward  marks 
)ciety  has  parted  man 
neglect  the  universal  heart. 

ling  up  to  mind  what  then  I  saw, 
traveller,  and  see  daily  now 
liar  circuit  of  my  home, 
I  pause  and  bend  in  reverence 
and  the  power  of  human  minds, 
thpy  are  men  within  themselves, 
•h  service  is  performed  within, 
16  external  man  is  rude  in  show, — 
emple  rich  with  pomp  and  gold, 
mountain  chapel,  that  protects 
r'orphippers  from  sun  and  shower, 
lid  T,  shall  be  my  song;  of  these, 
ars  mature  me  for  the  tapk, 
rd  the  praises,  making  verse 
with  substantial  thinsfs;  in  truth 
y  of  passion,  speak  of  these, 
J  may  be  done,  obeisance  paid 
due:  thus  haply  shall  I  teach, 
jno-h  unadiiltrrated  cars 
e,  tenderness,  and  hope,  —  my  theme 
an  the  very  heart  of  man. 
nonjf  the  best  of  thosOiWho  live 
:ed  by  religious  faith, 
mcd  by  books,  good  books,  though  few, 
presence :  thence  may  I  select 
t  is  not  sorrow,  but  delight ; 
ble  love,  that  is  not  pain 
for  the  glory  that  redounds 
to  human  kind,  and  what  we  are. 
follow  with  no  timid  step 
wledge  leads  me:  it  shall  be  my  pride 
i  dared  to  tread  this  holy  ground, 
9  dream,  but  things  oracular; 
lightly  to  be  heard  by  those 


Who  to  the  letter  of  the  outward  promise 
Do  read  the  invisible  soul ;  by  men  adroit 
In  speech,  and  for  communion  with  the  world 
Accomplished ;  minds  whose  faculties -are  then 
Most  active  when  they  are  most  eloquent, 
And  elevated  most  when  most  admired. 
Men  may  be  found  of  other  mould  than  these^ 
Who  are  their  own  upholders,  to  themselves 
Encouragement,  and  energy,  and  will, 
Expressing  liveliest  thoughts  in  lively  wordi 
As  native  passion  dictates.    Others,  too. 
There  are  among  the  walks  of  homely  life 
Still  higher,  men  for  contemplation  framed, 
Shy,  and  unpractised  in  the  strife  of  phrase ; 
Meek  men,  whose  very  souls  perhaps  would  sink 
Beneath  them,  summoned  to  such  intercourse : 
Theirs  is  the  language  of  the  heavens,  the  power, 
The  thought,  the  image,  and  the  silent  joy : 
Words  are  but  under-agents  in  their  souls; 
When  they  are  grasping  with  their  greatest  strength. 
They  do  not  breathe  among  tiem :  this  I  speak 
In  gratitude  to  God,  Who  feeds  our  hearts 
For  His  own  service ;  knoweth,  loveth  us. 
When  we  are  unregarded  by  the  workl. 

Also,  about  this  time  did  I  receive 
Convictions  still  more  strong  than  heretofore. 
Not  only  that  the  inner  frame  is  good. 
And  graciously  composed,  but  that,  no  less. 
Nature  for  all  conditions  wants  not  power 
To  consecrate,  if  we  have  eyes  to  see. 
The  outside  of  her  creatures,  and  to  breathe 
Grandeur  upon  the  very  humblest  face 
Of  human  life.     I  felt  that  the  array 
Of  act  and  circumstance,  and  visible  form, 
Is  mainly  to  the  pleasure  of  the  mind 
What  passion  makes  them ;  that  meanwhile  the  forms 
Of  Nature  have  a  passion  in  themselves. 
That  intermingles  with  those  works  of  man 
To  which  he  summons  him ;  although  the  works 
Be  mean,  have  nothing  lofly  of  their  own ; 
And  that  the  Genius  of  the  Poet  hence 
May  boldly  take  his  way  among  mankind 
Wherever  Nature  leads;  that  he  hath  stood 
By  Nature's  side  among  the  men  of  old, 
And  so  shall  stand  for  ever.     Dearest  Friend ! 
If  thou  partake  the  animating  faith 
That  Poets,  even  as  Prophets,  each  with  each 
Connected  in  a  mighty  scheme  of  truth. 
Have  each  his  own  peculiar  faculty. 
Heaven's  gift,  a  sense  that  fits  him  to  perceive 
Objects  unseen  before,  thou  wilt  not  blame 
The  humblest  of  this  band  who  dares  to  hope 
That  unto  him  hath  also  been  vouchsafed 
An  insight  that  in  some  sort  he  possesses, 
A  privilege  whereby  a  work  of  his. 
Proceeding  from  a  source  of  untaught  things. 
Creative  and  enduring,  may  become 
A  power  like  one  of  Nature's.    To  a  hope 
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mans  Hie  wiU* 

Alternately,  and  plain  below,  while  bi 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ullirul  spirit  wa«  raiwd  ; 

Of  music  swayed  their  motions,  •nd  i 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

II  the  psaloral  dowM 

Rejoiced  with  tbem  and  me  in  IboBS  a 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

paced  the  bare  white  roads 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

llipirdrpory  line, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

ages  flod 

This  for  the  past,  and  thing*  that  n 

^^^^^H 

Ilia  flight  unlil  I  saw 
nvi3.oncl«ar; 

Or  fancied  in  the  obaciirity  of  years 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

snil,  here  and  there. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

n  wolf-skin  vert. 

That  served  those  wsnderinga  lo  beg 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

xe,  stride  nerom  the  wold ; 

That  then  and  therw  my  mind  bu)  ei 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

heard,  the  rallling  spear 

Upon  the  vulgar  furRH  of  pment  thii 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ty  bone,  in  atrenglh, 

The  actual  world  of  oar  Ikaiiliar  day 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

baric  majesty. 

Yet  higher  power;  had  caagfat  fn»i 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

but  befure  the  word 

An  image,  and  a  character,  by  books 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

iiarkne«g  seemed  to  take 

Not  hitherto  reflected.     Call  w«  thii 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

lit;  and  lo!  again 

A  partial  judgment  — and  yet  wbyl 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

sinal  tianjesi 

We  were  aa  strangers ;  and  I  may  « 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

fed 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

deep  the  groana !  the  voice 

Wliich  on  th;  young  imagination,  tn 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

giant  wicker  thrills 

111  the  great  City,  broke  like  light  fh 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

18.  and  the  pomp 

Mureover,  each  maii'a  Mind  is  to  her 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ivingand  the  dead. 

Witticsa  and  judge:  and  I  remember 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

h rough  Ihat  wide  waste 

That  m  life's  erery-day  appearance* 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

oamed)  where'er  the  Plain 

I  necmed  about  Ihia  time  to  gain  clea 

^^^^^H 

k,  as  some  divine, 

Uf  a  new  world  —  a  world,  loo,  that 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

90  to  re  present 

Made  visible:  aa  ruled  by  tbow  axet 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

heavens,  and  image  tiirth 

Whence  spiritual  dignity  originate. 

^^^^^H 

ally  was  I  charmed 

Wliich  do  botli  give  it  being  and  mai 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

ee,  where'er  I  turned. 

Of  action  from  without  and  from  wit 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

chers.  with  white  wand^ 

Tlie  excellence,  pure  function,  and  b 

^^^H 

e  starry  sky, 

It.th  of  the  object  seen,  and  eye  that 

^H 
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^^^^H 

ens  (may  they  ne'er 

Low-hung  and  thick.that  conmd  all 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

e !)  through  the  Northern  tractB 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

th  a  youthful  friend. 

The  mountain-eide.    The  mist  aoon  | 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

at  couchinjr-limp. 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

WBV,  to  see  the  sun 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

owdon.     To  the  duor 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

e  mount aiii'ii  bate 

Thos  did  we  breast  the  ascent,  and  h 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

le  shepherd  who  attends 

Was  nothing  either  aeen  or  heard  Ih) 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

fer's steps,  a  trusty  guide: 

Those  musings  or  diverted,  nve  that 

^^^^^H 

refreshment,  sallied  furtli. 

The  ehepherd'a  lurcher,  who,  among 
Had  10  his  joy  unearthed  a  hedgehog, 

^^^^^^^^^^H 

brecielesfl  summer  ni^ ht, 

His  coiled-up  prey  with  barking*  turt 

^^^^H 

witl.  a  dripping  fog 
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ild  place  and  at  the  dead  of  night, 
er  and  forgotten,  on  we  wonnd 
)  aa  before.    With  forehead  bent 
-d,  as  if  in  opposition  let 
in  enemy,  I  panted  up 
i;er  pace,  and  no  less  eager  thoughts, 
rht  we  wear  a  midnight  hour  away, 
g  at  loose  distance  each  from  each, 
\  chanced,  the  foremost  of  the  band ; 
my  feet  the  ground  appeared  to  brighten, 
I  a  step  or  two  seemed  brighter  still ; 
time  given  to  ask  or  learn  the  cause, 
ntly  a  light  upon  tlie  turf 
a  flash,  and  lo !  as  I  looked  up, 

0  hung  naked  in  a  firmament 

•  without  cloud,  and  at  my  feet 
silent  sea  of  hoary  mist. 
;d  hills  their  dusky  backs  upheaved 
this  still  ocean ;  and  beyond, 
leyond,  the  solid  vapours  stretched, 
mds,  tongues,  and  promontory  shapes, 
main  Atlantic,  that  appeared 
He,  and  give  up  his  majesty, 
upon  &r  as  the  sight  could  reach. 
le  ethereal  vault ;  encroachment  none 
re,  nor  loss ;  only  the  inferior  stars 
ppeared,  or  shed  a  Winter  light 
3ar  preiience  of  the  full-orbed  Moon, 
m  her  sovereign  elevation,  gazed 
billowy  ocean,  as  it  lay 
:  and  silent,  save  that  through  a  rifl — 
nt  from  the  shore  whereon  we  stood, 
abysmal,  gloomy,  breathing-place  — 
tiie  roar  of  waters,  torrents,  streams 
ible,  roaring  with  one  voice! 
cr  earth  and  sea,  and,  in  that  hour, 
seemed,  felt  by  the  starry  heavens. 

into  air  had  partially  dissolved 
on,  given  to  spirits  of  the  night 
e  chance  human  wanderers,  in  calm  thought 
I,  it  appeared  to  me  the  type 
estic  intellect,  its  acts 
ossessions,  what  it  has  and  craves, 
itself  it  is,  and  would  become. 
[)cheld  the  emblem  of  a  mind 
Is  upon  infinity,  that  broods 
dark  abyss,  intent  to  hear 

1  issuing  forth  to  silent  light 
(ntinuous  stream ;  a  mind  sustained 
nitions  of  transcendent  power, 
conducting  to  ideal  form, 

f  more  than  mortal  privilege, 
ttion,  above  all,  of  such  a  mind 
ure  shadowed  there,  by  putting  forth, 
(umstances  awful  and  sublime, 
tual  domination  which  she  loves 
upon  the  face  of  outward  things, 
led,  joined,  abstracted,  so  endowed 

3T 


With  interchangeable  supremacy. 

That  men,  least  sensitive,  see,  hear,  perceive. 

And  cannot  choose  but  foel.    The  power,  which  all 

Acknowledge  when  thus  moved,  which  Nature  thus 

To  bodily  sense  exhibits,  is  the  express 

Resemblance  of  that  glorious  faculty 

That  higher  minds  bear  with  them  as  their  own. 

This  is  the  very  spirit  in  which  they  deal 

With  the  whole  compass  of  the  universe : 

They  from  their  native  selves  can  send  abroad 

Kindred  mutations;  for  themselves  create 

A  like  existence;  and,  whene*er  it  dawns  ^ 

Created  for  them,  catch  it,  or  are  caught 

By  its  inevitable  mastery, 

Like  angels  stopped  upon  the  wing  by  sound 

Of  harmony  from  Heaven's  remotest  spheres. 

Them  the  endnrmg  and  the  transient  both 

Serve  to  exalt ;  they  build  up  greatest  things 

From  least  suggestions ;  ever  on  the  watch. 

Willing  to  work  and  to  be  wrought  upon. 

They  need  not  extraordinary  calls 

To  rouse  them ;  in  a  world  of  life  they  live. 

By  sensible  impressions  not  enthralled. 

But  by  their  quickening  impulse  made  more  proiapt 

To  hold  fit  converse  with  the  spiritual  world, 

And  with  the  generations  of  mankind 

Spread  over  time,  past,  present,  and  to  come 

Age  afler  age,  till  Time  shall  be  no  more. 

Such  minds  are  truly  from  the  Deity, 

For  they  are  Powers;  and  hence  the  highest  bliss 

That  flesh  can  know  is  theirs  —  the  consciousness 

Of  Whom  they  are,  habitually  infused 

Through  every  image  and  through  every  thought 

And  all  aflections  by  communion  raised 

From  earth  to  heaven,  from  human  to  divine ; 

Hence  endless  occupation  for  the  Soul, 

Whether  discursive  or  intuitive ; 

Hence  cheerfulness  for  acts  of  daily  life. 

Emotions  which  best  foresight  need  not  fear. 

Most  worthy  then  of  trust  when  most  intense. 

Hence,  amid  ills  that  vex  and  wrongs  that  crush 

Our  hearts  —  if  here  the  words  of  Holy  Writ 

May  with  fit  reverence  be  applied  —  that  peace 

Which  passeth  understanding*  that  repose 

In  moral  judgments  wtiich  from  this  pure  source 

Must  come,  or  will  by  man  be  sought  in  vain. 

Oh !  who  is  he  that  hath  his  whole  lifo  long 
Preserved,  enlarged,  this  freedom  in  himselfl 
For  this  alone  is  genuine  liberty : 
Where  is  the  favoured  being  who  hath  held 
That  course  unchecked,  unerring,  and  untired. 
In  one  perpetual  progress  smooth  and  bright?  — 
A  humbler  destiny  have  we  retraced. 
And  told  of  lapse  and  hesitating  choice. 
And  backward  wanderings  along  thorny  ways: 
Yet  —  compassed  round  by  mountain  solitudes^ 
Within  whose  solemn  temple  I  received 
My  earliest  visitations,  careless  then 
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I;  and  which  now  I  range, 
Ting  maa — 

whicb,  from  truth 
llence,  shall  bteod 
lUiese  vocal  etreama — 

Iny  better  mi  ml, 
|idonlB  of  life, 

t,  huwaoe'er  mialed, 
r  right  and  wrong, 
e  from  a  private  aim 
liope  the  dupe 
f  did  ever  yield 
It  low  pursuits, 
'nsive  jealouaj 
n  which  might  aid 
'  1  ilMlf, 
>v  down  the  soul 

«  of  death 
with  light  and  life  inrormed, 

To  fear  and  love, 
liter,  for  there  fear  ends, 


ir  beautiful  forms, 
rs  of  pain  and  jojr  — 
Impd  by  men 

y  apeak.     By  love  Eubsista 
t  pervnding  love ; 

-Behold  the  ficidd 
In  of  rising  Sowers 

e  that  pair,  the  Iamb 
I  and  their  tender  waya 
|hoarI;  thou  callcet  this  love, 

le  green  bower 
I  but  have  thou  tliern 

eofall  thon-orld: 
I  galling,  with  delight 
It  liow  pitiable ! 

11  higlier  love 
ftirealhcii  not  without  awe; 
ji  tlie  kneea  of  prayer, 
|at  frees  froni  cliains  the  soul, 

e  purest,  beat, 

n  the  wings  of  praiae 
I  Almighty's  Throne. 

nor  can  exist 

Lhich,  in  truth, 

Inbsoluli^  power 

Iplitude  of  mind, 
\  exalted  mood, 
■be  fueding  source 
I  have  traced  the  stream 
thence  ts  faintly  heard 
d  it  to  [igbt 

d  and  ingulphed ', 


Then  given  it  gnetiag  u  it  race  once 
In  atrength,  reflecting  from  iu  placid  I 
The  works  of  man  and  &ce  of  human 
And  lastly,  from  its  pwnjicM  have  we 
Failh  in  life  endless  the  austaining  tli 
Of  human  Being,  Eternity,  and  God. 

Imagination  having  been  oar  theme 
So  also  hath  that  intellectual  Lore, 
For  they  are  each  in  each,  and  cannot 
Dividually.  —  Here  most  tbou  ba,  O  1 
Power  to  Ihyaelfj  no  helper  bast  tbou 
Here  keepest  thoo  in  aiagleneaa  thy  m 
No  other  can  divide  with  tbee  this  wo 
No  secondary  band  can  intervene 
To  fashion  this  ability ;  'tis  thine. 
The  prime  and  vital  principle  is  thine 
In  the  recesses  of  iby  nature,  Su 
From  any  reach  of  outward  &IIowriii{ 
Else  is  not  thine  at  all.  But  joy  to  hi 
Uh,  joy  to  him  who  here  hath  sown,  h 
Here,  the  foundation  of  his  future  yea 
For  all  that  friendship,  all  that  love  es 
All  that  a  darling  countenance  can  loi 
Or  dear  voice  utter,  to  complete  the  a 
Perfect  him,  made  imperfect  in  binise 
All  shall  be  his:  and  he  whose  Kiol  h 
Up  to  the  height  of  feeling  intellect 
Shall  want  no  humbler  (endemeas;  hi 
Be  tender  as  a  nursing  mother's  heart 
Of  female  softness  shall  his  lifb  be  fill 
or  humble  cares  and  delicate  desires, 
iMild  inlcreats  and  gentlest  sympathia 

Cbild  of  my  perents!  Sister  of  mi 
Thanks  in  sincerest  verse  have  been  < 
Poured  out  for  all  the  early  tendemes 
Which  1  from  thee  imbibed:  and  'tis  i 
That  later  Bcasons  owed  to  tbee  no  lei 
For,  spite  of  thy  sweet  influence  and 
or  kindred  hands  that  opened  out  the 
Of  genial  thought  in  childhood,  and  ii 
Of  sll  that  unsBnisted  I  hod  marked 
In  life  or  nature  of  those  charms  minu 
That  win  their  way  into  the  heart  by 
(Still  to  the  very  going-out  of  youth), 
I  too  exclusively  esteemed  that  love, 
And  sought  that  beauty,  wbicb,  as  Mil 
Hath  terror  in  it*  Thou  didst  soften 
This  over-sternness;  but  kt  thee,  deoi 
My  soul,  too  reckless  of  mild  grace,  hi 
In  her  original  self  too  coo&dent. 
Retained  too  long  a  countenance  sevei 
A  rock  with  torrents  roaring,  with  the 
Familiar,  and  a  favourite  of  the  stars : 
But  thou  didst  plant  its  crevices  with  I 
Hang  it  with  shrubs  that  twinkle  in  th 
And  teach  the  little  birds  to  baild  tbeii 
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1)  iu  cliaaibcrs.  At  n  lime 
>,  dealined  la  remain  so  lon^ 
ny  affections,  had  lallea  back 

place,  pleaied  to  become 
to  a  nobler  thoji  heraclli 
day  brought  with  It  some  new  sense 
regard  for  common  things, 
^arth  was  budding  with  these  gifts 
ned  humanity,  Ihy  breath, 

was  a  kind  of  gentler  spring 
efore  my  slepe.     Thereafter  came 
filh  ihee  friendship  had  early  paired; 
3  more  a  phantom  to  adorn 
>ut  an  inmate  of  the  heart, 
irit,  there  for  me  enshrined 
•  the  lofty  and  the  low;' 
essence  of  pervading  light 
e  brightest  of  ten  thousand  stars, 
ek  worm  that  feeds  her  lonely  lamp 
he  dewy  grass. 

With  nich  ■  thoiiK^ 
vilh  tbia  my  uguiDeat,  of  thee 
lentl    O  enptcioo*  Soal : 
it  earth  to  Ion  and  understand, 
r  preaence  abed  the  light  of  love, 
ute,  ere  tbou  ba  apoken  of  1 

influsBce  to  my  beait  of  hearts 

ita  way.    Thus  fear  relaxed 
ming  grasp;  thua  tlwugfata  and  things 
lunting  s]Hrit  learned  to  take 
il  proportioai;  mystery, 
:nt  mystery  tt  sense  and  soul, 
lealh,  time  and  eternity, 
>re  habitually  a  mild 
—  a  serene  delight 
ratheiing  cares,  such  as  become 
mature,  howsoe'er  endowed, 
ined  for  a  humbler  name; 
leep  enthusiastic  joy, 
r^  the  hallelujah  sent 
t  breathes  and  is,  was  chastened,  stemmed, 
d  by  pathetic  truth,  by  trust 
•aaon,  leaning  on  the  stay 
ce ;  and  in  reverence  for  duty, 
d  be,  struggling  with  storms,  ajid  there 
peace  life's  humblest  ground  witb  herbs^ 
aoD  green,  sweet  at  all  hours. 

O  Friend!  this  history  ia  brought 
ited  close;  the  discipline 
mation  of  a  Poet's  mind, 
ig  that  stood  roost  prominent, 
lly  been  pictured ;  we  have  reached 
iir  guiding  object  ftom  the  lirsl) 
■ay,  not  presumptuously,  1  hope, 
powen  BO  fiir  confirmed,  and  such 
ge,  aa  to  make  me  capable 

[*8esaM«,p.  166.  — H.  R.] 


Of  building  up  a  Work  that  shall  endure. 

nuch  hath  been  omitted,  as  need  was; 
Of  books  how  mucin  and  even  of  the  olher  woaltl 
That  is  collecte^d  among  woods  and  fields 

nore  :  for  Nature's  secondary  graee 
Hath  hitherto  been  barely  touched  upon. 
The  charm  more  superficial  that  attends 
Her  works,  as  they  present  to  Fancy's  choice 
Apt  illustrations  of  the  moral  world. 
Caught  at  a  glance,  or  traced  witli  curious  pains. 

Finally,  and  above  all,  O  Friend '.  (I  speak 
With  due  regret)  how  mucli  is  overlooked 
In  human  nature  and  her  subtle  ways. 
As  studied  first  in  our  own  hearts,  and  then 
In  life  among  the  passions  of  mankind, 
Varying  their  composition  and  their  hue. 
Where'er  we  move,  under  the  diverse  shapes 
That  individual  character  presents 
To  an  attentive  eye.     For  progress  meet. 
Along  this  intricate  and  difficult  path, 
Wbate'er  waa  wanting,  something  had  I  gained, 
As  one  of  many  schaolfellows  compelled. 
In  hardy  independence,  to  stand  ap 
Amid  conflicting  intereatsi  and  the  shock 
Of  various  tempers;  b>  endure  and  note 
What  was  not  understood,  though  known  to  be; 
Among  the  royateriea  of  love  and  hate, 
IfoDonr  and  shame,  looking  to  right  and  lel^ 
Unchecked  by  innocence  too  delicate. 
And  moral  notions  too  intolerant, 
Sympathies  too  contracted.    Hence,  when  called 
To  take  a  station  among  men,  the  step 
Was  easier,  the  transition  more  secure, 
More  proSiable  also ;  for,  the  mind 
Lesma  from  such  timely  exercise  to  keep 
In  wholesome  separation  the  two  natures. 
The  one  that  feels,  the  other  that  ol 


Yet  one  word  more  of  personal  coDcem  — 
Since  I  withdrew  unwillingly  from  France, 
I  led  an  undomestic  wanderer's  life. 
In  London  chiefly  harboured,  whence  I  roamed. 
Tarrying  at  will  in  many  a  pleasant  spot 
Of  rural  England's  cultivated  vales 
Or  Cambrian  solitudes.     A  youth  —  (he  bore 
The  name  of  Calveri—  it  shall  live,  if  words 
Of  mine  can  give  it  life,)  in  firm  belief 
Tfut  by  endowments  not  from  me  withheld 
Good  might  be  furthered  —  in  hie  last  decay 
By  a  bequest  sufficient  for  my  needs 
Enabled  me  to  pause  br  choice,  and  walk 
At  large  and  unrestrained,  nor  damped  too  soon 
By  mortal  cares.     Himself  no  Poet,  yet 
Far  less  a  common  follower  of  the  world, 
He  deemed  that  my  pursuits  and  labours  lay 
Apart  from  all  that  leads  to  wealth,  or  even 
A  necessary  maintenance  insures. 
Without  some  tuBrd  to  the  finer  sense ; 
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He  cleared  a  paBsage  for  me,  and  the  stream 
Flowed  in  the  bent  of  Nature.* 

Having  now 
Told  what  best  merits  mention,  fhrther  pains 
Our  present  purpose  seems  not  to  require, 
And  I  have  other  tasks.    Recall  to  mind 
Th/mood  in  which  this  labour  was  begun, 

0  Friend !    The  termination  of  my  course 
Is  nearer  now,  much  nearer;  yet  even  then, 
In  that  distraction  and  intense  desire, 

.  said  unto  the  life  which  I  had  lived, 
^here  art  thou  1    Hear  I  not  a  voice  from  thee 
Which  *tis  reproach  to  hearl    Anon  I  rose 
As  if  on  wings,  and  saw  beneath  me  stretched 
Vast  prospect  of  the  world  which  I  had  been 
And  was ;  and  hence  this  Song,  which  like  a  lark 

1  have  protracted,  in  the  unwearied  heavens 
Singing,  and  often  with  more  plaintive  voice 
To  earth  attempered  and  her  deep-drawn  sighs. 
Yet  centring  all  in  love,  and  in  the  end 

All  gratuknt,  if  rightly  understood. 

Whether  to  me  shall  be  allotted  life. 
And,  with  life,  power  to  accomplish  aught  of  worth. 
That  will  be  deemed  no  insufficient  plea 
For  having  given  the  story  of  myself, 
la  all  uncertain :  but,  beloved  Friend  ! 
When,  looking  back,  thou  seest;  in  clearer  view 
Than  any  liveliest  sight  of  yesterday. 
That  summer,  under  whose  indulgent  skies, 
Upon  smooth  Quanu)ck*s  airy  ridge  we  roved 
Unchecked,  or  loitered  'mid  her  sylvan  combe, 
Thou  in  bewitching  words,  with  happy  heart. 
Didst  chaunt  the  vision  of  that  Ancient  Man, 
The  bright-eyed  Mariner,  and  rueful  woes 
Didst  utter  of  the  Lady  Christabel ; 
And  I,  associate  with  such  labour,  steeped 
In  sofl  forgetfulness  the  livelong  hours. 
Murmuring  of  him  who,  joyous  hap,  was  found, 
After  the  perils  of  his  moonlight  ride, 
Near  the  loud  waterfiill ;  or  her  who  sat 
In  misery  near  the  miserable  Thorn ; 
When  thou  dost  to  that  summer  turn  thy  thoughts. 
And  hast  before  thee  all  which  then  we  were. 
To  thee,  in  memory  of  that  happiness. 
It  will  be  known,  by  thee  at  least,  my  Friend ! 

[*  See  Sonnet  *'To  the  memory  of  Raisley  Calvert, 
ftxte,  p.  223.  — H.  R.] 
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Felt  that  the  history  of  a  Pbet*t  mind 
Is  labour  not  unworthy  of  regard : 
To  thee  the  work  shall  justify  itsel£ 

The  last  and  later  portions  of  this  gift 
Have  been  prepared,  not  with  the  booTtot  afriiib 
That  were  our  daily  portion  when  we  fint 
Together  wantoned  in  wild  Pbesy, 
But,  under  pressure  of  a  private  grief,f 
Keen  and  enduring,  which  the  mind  and  bevt, 
That  in  this  meditative  history 
Have  been  laid  open,  needs  muit  make  me  feel 
More  deeply,  yet  enable  me  to  bear 
More  firmly ;  and  a  comfort  now  hatb  risen 
From  hope  that  thou  art  near,  and  wilt  be  tm 
Restored  to  us  in  renovated  health ; 
When,  after  the  first  mingling  of  our  tears, 
*Mong  other  consolations,  we  may  draw 
Some  pleasure  fh)m  this  offering  of  my  lore. 

Oh !  yet  a  fbw  short  years  of  useful  life, 
And  ail  will  be  complete,  thy  race  be  ran, 
Thy  monument  of  glory  will  be  raised ; 
Then,  though  (too  weak  to  tread  the  ways  of  ud| 
This  age  fidl  back  to  old  idolatry, 
Though  men  return  to  servitude  as  &st 
As  the  tide  ebbs,  to  ignominy  and  shame 
By  nations  sink  together,  we  shall  still 
Find  solace — knowing  what  we  hare  letmt  to  U 
Rich  in  true  happiness  if  allowed  to  be 
Faithful  alike  in  forwarding  a  day 
Of  firmer  trust,  joint  labourers  in  the  work 
(Should  Providence  such  grace  to  us  vouchsafe) 
Of  their  deliverance,  surely  yet  to  come. 
Prophets  of  Nature,  we  to  them  will  speak 
A  lasting  inspiration,  sanctified 
By  reason,  blest  by  &ith :  what  we  have  lored, 
Others  will  love,  and  we  will  teach  them  bow; 
Instruct  them  how  the  mind  of  man  becomes 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful  than  the  earth 
On  which  be  dwells,  above  this  frame  of  things 
(Which,  *mid  all  revolution  in  the  hopes 
And  fears  of  men,  doth  still  remain  UDchangv^ 
In  beauty  ejcalted,  as  it  is  itself 
Of  quality  and  &bric  more  divine. 

[t  See  •*  Elegiac  Verses  in  Memory  ofmjBi^* 
Wordsworth,**  who  perished  by  shipwreck,  Febf* 
1805  ;  ante,  p.  462.  — H.  R.] 


THE    EXCURSION, 


BEING  A  PORTION  OF 


THE    R  E  C  L  U  S  K 


ity 


TO 

THE    RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

LlAM,    EARL    OF    LONSDALE,  K.G.( 


OfT.  through  thy  fiur  donwiDs,  Ulostrious  Pen ! 
'i  •/an  h  I  roamed,  on  youlhrul  pleasam  t*A. 
Aod  mused  in  rocky  cell  or  sylvan  lent. 
Beside  swift-flowing  Zjowther'a  current  clnir. 
—  Now,  by  thy  care  befrieoded,  I  appear 
Before  thee,  I^onbdalx,  and  this  Work  pmMnt. 
A  trken  (may  it  prove  a  monumnnt  "f 
Of  high  respect  and  gratitude  eincen- 
Glndly  would  I  have  wailed  till  my  taak 
Had  reached  ita  close;  but  Life  is  insecure, 
And  Hope  full  o(\.  falladoua  as  a  dream ; 
Therefore,  for  what  is  hero  produced  I  ask 
Thy  favour  ;  trusting  that  thou  wilt  not  deem 
The  Oflering,  though  imperfect,  premature. 


L  MODNT  WmTMOBKUND, 


WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 


r^V 


THE   EXCURSION. 


PREFACE. 


tie-page  annoonces  that  thia  is  only  a  Portion 
;  and  the  Reader  must  be  here  appriaed  that 
to  the  second  part  of  a  long  and  laborioos 
ich  is  to  consist  of  three  parts. — ^The  Author 
dly  acknowledge  that,  if  the  first  of  these  had 
pleted,  and  in  sach  a  manner  as  to  satisfy 
nind,  he  should  have  preferred  the  natural 
ublication,  and  have  given  that  to  the  world 
as  the  second  division  of  the  Work  was  de- 
efer  more  to  passing  events,  and  to  an  existing 
ings,  than  the  others  were  meant  to  do^  more 
i  exertion  was  naturally  bestowed  upon  it,  and 
rogress  made  here  than  in  the  rest  of  the 
id  as  this  part  does  not  depend  upon  the  pre- 
a  degree  which  will  materially  injure  its  own 
interest*  the  Author,  complying  wiih  the 
(treaties  of  some  valued  Friends,  presents  the 
pages  to  the  Public. 

ye  proper  to  state  whence  the  Poem,  of  which 
irsion  is  a  part,  derives  its  Title  of  Tbb 
—Several  years  ago,  when  the  Author  re- 
8  native  Mountains,  with  the  hope  of  being 
>  construct  a  literary  Work  that  might  live, 
^asonable  thing  that  he  should  take  a  review 
n  Mind,  and  examine  how  far  Nature  and 
had  qualified  him  for  such  employment  As 
to  this  preparation,  he  undertook  to  record, 
the  origin  and  progress  of  his  oWh  powers, 
le  was  acquainted  with  them.  That  Work, 
to  a  dear  Friend,  most  distinguished  for  his 
3  and  genius,  and  to  whom  the  Author's  In- 
ieeply  indebted,  has  been  long  finished ;  and 
of  the  investigation  which  gave  rise  to  it 
srmination  to  compose  a  philosophical  Poem, 
:  views  of  Man,  Nature,  and  Society ;  and  to 
d.  The  Recluse ;  as  having  for  its  principal 
B  sensations  and  opinions  of  a  Poet  living  in 
L — The  preparatory  Poem  is  biographical, 
icts  the  history  of  the  Author's  mind  to  the 
n  he  was  emboldened  to  hope  that  his  facul- 
sufficiently  matured  for  entering  upon  the 
hour  which  he  had  proposed  to  himself;  and 
/orks  have  the  same  kind  of  relation  to  each 
e  may  so  express  himself,  as  the  Ante-chapel 
body  of  a  Gothic  Church.    Continuing  this  \ 


alluskxi,  he  may  be  permitted  to  add,  that  his  minor 
Pieces,  which  have  been  long  before  the  Public,  when 
they  shall  be  properly  amnged  ;*  will  be  found  by  the 
attentive  Reader  to  have  aoch  coonectk»  with  the 
main  Work  as  may  give  them  claim  to  be  likened  to 
the  little  cells.  Oratories,  and  sepulchral  Recesses,  or- 
dinarily included  in  those  Edifices. 

The  Author  would  not  have  deemed  himself  Justi- 
fied in  saying,  upon  this  occasion,  so  much  of  per- 
formances eithfr  unfinished,  or  unpublished,  if  he  had 
not  thought  that  the  labour  bestowed  by  him  upcm 
what  he  has  heretofbre  and  now  laid  bef^  the  Pub- 
lic, entitled  him  to  candid  attentk»  for  such  a  state- 
ment  as  he  thinks  necessary  to  throw  light  upon  his 
endeavours  to  please,  and  he  would  hope,  to  benefit  his 
countrymen. — Nothing  fhrther  need  be  added,  than 
that  the  first  and  third  parts  of  The  Recluse  will  con- 
sist chiefiy  of  meditatbns  in  the  Author's  own  Peiw 
son ;  and  that  in  the  intermediate  part  (The  Excursion) 
the  intervention  of  Characters  speaking  is  employed, 
and  something  of  a  dramatic  form  adopted. 

It  is  not  the  Author's  intention  formally  to  announce 
a  system :  it  was  more  animating  to  him  to  proceed  in 
a  different  course ;  and  if  he  shall  succeed  in  conveying 
to  the  mind  clear  thoughts,  lively  images,  and  strong 
feelings,  the  Reader  will  have  no  difiiculty  in  extract- 
ing the  system  for  himself.  And  in  the  meantime  the 
following  passage,  taken  from  the  conclusion  of  the 
first  book  of  The  Recluse,  may  be  acceptable  as  a 
kind  of  Prospectus  of  the  design  and  scope  of  the 
whole  Poem. 

**  On  Man,  on  Nature,  and  on  Human  Life, 
Musing  in  Solitude,  I  oft  perceive 
Fair  trains  of  imagery  before  me  rise. 
Accompanied  by  feelings  of  delight 
Pure,  or  with  no  unpleasing  sadness  mixed ; 
And  I  am  conscious  of  affecting  thoughts 
And  dear  remembrances,  whose  presence  soothes 
Or  elevates  the  Mind,  intent  to  weigh 
The  good  and  evil  of  our  mortal  state. 
—  To  these  emotions,  whencesoe'er  they  come. 
Whether  from  breath  of  outward  circumstance. 
Or  from  the  Soul  —  an  impulse  to  herself, 


[*  See  Appendix  I.,  p.  641.  — H.  R.1 
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aVene. 

BranrJeur,  Beiuty,  Love,  and  Hope  — 
v  Fe«r  subdued  by  Faith ; 
tolatione  in  dialteat; 

plh,  and  intellectual  Power; 
nahj  eprcnd ; 
Is)  Mind  liist  keeps  her  own 

nenl,  puhject  there 
inly,  and  Ihe  law  Bupreme 
ence  ivliich  governs  all; 
licnce  let  me  find,  though  Tew !' 

rc  ^iaing  Ihu  he  uked,  the  Bard, 
—  Ufanit,  1  shall  need 
r  a  greater  Muie,  if  such 
li  or  dwell  id  highest  heaven  1 
rn  shadowy  ground,  must  sink 
ftlofl  ascending,  breathe  in  worlds 
n  of  heavens  is  bat  a  veiL 
i^rror,  single  or  in  bands, 
I  put  forth  in  personal  form  ; 
ia  thunder  and  the  choir 
ftngel)',  and  the  empyreal  throoefl  — 
lularmed.    Not  Chaoo,  ncA 
it  of  lowe«t  Erebua, 
Iblioder  VBcaocy  —  scooped  out 
>,  can  breed  such  fear  and  awe 
\»  oflen  when  we  look 
o  the  Mind  of  Alan, 

n  region  of  my  Song. 
I  living  Presence  of  tlie  earth, 
|e  nioet  fair  ideal  Forma 
if  delicate  Spirits  hath  composed 
materials  —  waits  upon  my  steps; 
s  before  mo  aa  I  move, 
lighbaur.    Paradise,  and  groves 
lunatQ  Fields  —  like  thoee  of  old 
f  Atlantic  Alain,  why  should  they  be 
ly  of  departed  things, 

raiog  intellect  of  Man, 
d  to  this  goodly  universe 

■oly  passion,  shall  lind  theiie 
ice  of  the  common  day. 
e  the  bttssfiil  hour  arrives, 
.0  lonely  peace,  the  tpousal  verse 
onsummation ;  —  and,  by  words 
f  nothing  more  than  what  we  are, 

lise  the  sensual  from  their  sleep 
It  and  the  vain 


To  noble  nptore* ;  while  mj  vnce  ] 
How  exquisitely  the  indif  idnal  Uin^ 
(And  the  progreasiva  powers  peihap 
Of  the  whole  species)  lo  the  eitenu 
Is  fitted  : — and  how  ezqaisitely,  tat 
Theme  this  hut  little  beard  of  amoi 
The  external  Worki  ia  fitted  to  the 
And  the  creatkm  (by  no  lower  otme 
Can  it  be  colled)  which  they  with  b 
Accomplish :  —  this  is  our  high  argt 
—  Such  grateful  haunts  fcregoiiig,  i 
Musi  turn  elsewhere  —  to  trmrel  m 
And  fellowships  of  men,  tad  see  ill 
Of  mnddinK  pasaione  mntimllf  infla 
Mutt  hear  Humanity  in  6elds  and  | 
Pipe  solitary  anguish ;  or  nuMt  baoi 
Brooding  above  the  fierce  coofUen 
Of  sorrow,  barricadoed  MCTmne 
Within  the  walla  of  Cities;  mny  tl 
Have  their  authentic  eomnMOt, — t 
Hearing,  1  be  not  dowocut  or  fbria 
— Descend,  prophetic  SpiritI  that  i 
The  human  Boul  of  univerm]  emrtli 
Dreaming  on  things  to  come  ;*  and 
A  metropolitan  Temple  in  the  beu 
Of  mighty  Poets;  npoo  me  bestow 
A  gift  of  genuine  insight ;  that  my 
With  star-like  virtue  in  lie  place  B 
Shedding  benignant  infliNnec,— « 
Itself,  from  all  malevolent  «Aet 
Of  those  mutations  that  extend  tba 
Throughout  the  nether  s(rii«n! — i 
1  mix  more  lowly  matter;  with  tite 
Cimtcniplated,  deMribe  the  Hind  aj 
Contemplating,  and  who,  and  what 
The  transitory  Being  that  beheld 
This  Vision,  —  when  and  where,  anc 
Be  not  this  labour  useless.  If  eoeli 
May  sort  with  hlgheit  objects,  then 
Whose  gracious  favour  is  the  priim 
Of  all  illumination,  may  my  Lib 
Express  the  image  of  a  better  time. 
More  wise  desires,  and  umpler  man 
My  heart  in  genuine  freedom :— Al 
He  with  me ;  —  so  shall  thy  nnftiliz 
Guide  and  support,  and  cheer  me  to 


-        (^ 
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THE    EXCURSION.  Tt/' 
/v^^ 

BOOK*THE    FIRST. 
THE   WANDERER. 


It 


ARGUMENT. 

mmmer  feranoQii— TTie  Author  retdMi  a  mined  Gottage  upon  •  Common,  and  tbero  naali  with  a  wwni 
the  Wandeiar,  of  whom  he  giveean  aeoovnt— The  Wanderer,  while  raedng  under  the  ihade  of  the  Trees 
■anoand  th«  Goiai«e^  relaiee  the  Ifirtoiy  of  ill  last  Inhabitant 


nunmer,  and  the  •an  had  moiutad  high : 
id  the  landieape  indistinctly  glared 
I  a  pale  steam ;  hot  all  the  northern  downs, 
»t  air  asoendingy  riiowed  far  off 
e  dappled  o^er  with  abadows  flung 
Mding  ckmds;  shadows  that  lay  in  spots 
ned  and  onmiif  ed,  with  steady  beams 
It  and  plenant  smshine  interpossd ; 
\  to  him  who  on  the  soft  cool  moss 
his  carelesi  limbs  along  the  front 
\  hoge  cave,  whose  rocky  ceiling  casts 
ht  of  its  own,  an  ample  shade, 
lie  Wren  warbles;  while  the  dreaming  Man, 
isciooa  of  the  soothing  melody, 
le-long  eye  looks  oat  upon  the  scene, 
T  of  that  impending  covert  thrown 
distance.    Other  kl  was  mine ; 
1  good  hope  that  aoon  I  ahoold  obtain 
!fbl  resting-place,  and  livelier  joy. 
bare  wide  Common  I  was  toiling 
igoid  steps  that  by  the  alippery  ground 
iffled ;  nor  coald  my  weak  arm  disperse 
t  of  insects  gathering  roond  my  ftce, 
r  with  me  as  I  paced  along. 

it  open  level  stood  a  Giove, 

hed-fbr  port  to  which  my  coarse  was  bound. 

I  came,  and  there,  amid  the  gloom 

ly  a  brotherhood  of  lofty  elms, 

]  a  roofless  Hut;  foar  naked  walls 

red  upon  each  other!  I  looked  round, 

ny  wiah  and  to  my  hope  espied 

xn  I  sought;  a  Man  of  reverend  age, 

t  and  bale,  fbr  travel  tmimpaired. 
8(1 


There  was  he  seen  upon  the  Cottage  bench. 
Recumbent  in  the  shade,  as  if  asleep ; 
An  iron-pointed  staff  lay  at  his  sida 

Him  had  I  marked  the  day  before — alon^ 

And  stationed  in  ti>e  public  way,  with  flu» 

Turned  toward  the  sun  then  setting,  while  that  staff 

Afibrded  to  the  Figure  of  the  Man 

Detained  for  contemplation  or  repose. 

Graceful  support ;  his  countenance  meanwhile 

Was  hidden  fh)m  my  view,  and  he  remained 

Unrecognised ;  but,  stricken  by  the  sight. 

With  slackened  footsteps  I  advanced,  and  stmn 

A  glad  congratulatkxi  we  exchanged 

At  such  unthoughtof  meeting.  —  For  the  night 

We  parted,  nothing  willingly ;  and  now 

He  by  appointment  waited  for  me  here. 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  these  clustering  e)m«. 

We  were  tried  Friends :  amid  a  pleemnt  vale. 

In  the  antique  market  village  where  were  pasted 

My  school-daya,  an  apartment  he  had  owned, 

To  which  at  intervals  the  Wanderer  drew. 

And  found  a  kind  of  home  or  harbour  there. 

He  loved  me ;  firom  a  swarm  of  rosy  Boys 

Singled  out  me,  as  he  in  sport  would  say. 

For  my  grave  looks— too  thoughtfiil  for  my  years. 

As  I  grew  up,  it  was  my  best  delight 

To  be  his  chosen  Comrade.    Many  a  time. 

On  holidaya,  we  rambled  through  the  woods : 

We  sate  —  we  walked;  he  pleased  me  with  report 

Of  things  which  he  had  seen ;  end  often  touched 

Abstrusest  matter,  reasonings  of  the  mind. 

Turned  iuward ;  or  at  my  request  would  sing 
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:tor  hit  native  hills; 
I  sweet  Bounds, 
erif  imbibed 
r,  bv  the  ore 
kIbuo,  difiuwd 
Idow-grDund,  in  time  of  drougbL 
d  his  pure  discourse: 
riper  daya  I  learned 
B  words,  and  to  rejoice 
Bf  bia  dif^nily! 

a  thai  are  sown 
Bwed  with  highest  gifts, 
TilEjr  divine; 
liplishineiit  of  Verie 
their  yoolh, 
acquire,  through  lack 
kirinj  aid  of  bcnka, 

U  afraid  of  shame) 
f  advanced,  been  led 

e  uuto  the  height 
lelvcs,  these  fnvoured  Beinjrs. 

It  their  time, 
h  they  possess  within, 
Hnthotight  of.     Strongest  minds 
m  the  noixy  world 
J  this  Man  had  not  left 
land  unproclaimed. 
filed  with  inward  light, 
a  had  he  lived, 
—  lar  09  he  was  known. 
b  of  his  eloquent  speech, 

|ar  his  loneliness, 

iS  thoughts  his  mind 
■11  here  record  in  verse; 
It  ctirresponil,  and  sink 
Bature  leads. 
Muses  shall  accept 
■teliberately  pleased, 

d  with  sacred  pntiae. 

^hol  he  was  born ; 
editary  Fann. 

Jlged  ground, 
imerniis  Oflspring,  dwelt ; 
I  ihoogh  exceeding  poor! 
f  all,  austere  and  grave, 
very  Children  tau?ht 
■rence  for  GoH'b  word, 
lainlained 
Biy  known  on  Engliiih  griuind. 

Ihe  Boy  of  whom  I  spesk, 

nn  the  Hills : 

1 1  and  the  perilous  days 
Bnter.  he  repniret). 


I  Equipped  «itfa  mtchel,  to  a  School,  Ua 
I  Sole  Building  no  a  mouotaiD's  dreamy  i 
!  Remote  from  Tiew  ot  Citj  apm,  or  aoi 
j  or  Minster  clock  1  Fna  Uut  bleak  1 
1  He,  many  an  eveDingv  to  bia  distut  bi 
In aolitude  returning,  Mw  the  H3li 
Grow  larger  in  the  darkncM,  «11  alooe 
.  Beheld  the  stara  come  out  above  bia  tu 
<  And  travelled  through  the  wood,  with 
I  To  whom  he  might  naifeM  the  tbingi 
So  the  fbandstiooB  of  bia  mind  wen  I 
In  nich  commanioo,  not  fiom  tomr  & 
'  While  jet  a  Cbild,  and  long  before  hi 
I  He  bad  perceived  the  preaeniM  and  lb 
I  Of  greatneea ;  and  deep  feeling!  had  i 
'  Great  objects  on  his  ound,  with  poctn 
I  And  colour  so  distinct,  that  on  hia  mil 
I  They  lay  like  substances,  and  almost  i 
,  To  haunt  the  bodily  tenae.  He  bad  r 
A  precious  gift :  (or,  as  he  grew  in  y* 
With  these  impreniona  would  he  still 
All  his  remembrances,  thou^ta,  ahapi 
'  And,  being  still  unsatisfied  with  augbl 
Of  dimmer  character,  he  thence  attai 
An  active  power  to  fasten  imagee 
[  irpon  his  brain ;  end  on  their  (Nctured 
'  Intensely  brooded,  even  till  they  acqn 
,  The  liveliness  of  dreams.  Nor  did  bi 
.  While  yet  a  Child,  with  a  Child's  eag 
Incessantly  to  turn  bis  ear  and  «]re 
I  On  all  things  which  the  moving  aeaao 
'  To  feed  such  appetite:  nor  this  alone 
'  Appeased  his  yearning :  —  in  the  aft«i 
1  Of  Boyhood,  many  an  hour  in  caves  fi 
And  'mid  the  hollow  depths  of  naked  i 
lie  sale,  and  even  in  their  fixed  lineoi 
Or  from  llie  power  of  a  peculiar  eye. 
Or  by  creative  feeling  overborne, 
i  Or  by  predominance  of  thought  opprei 
I  Even  in  Iheir  fixed  and  steady  lineami 
I  He  traced  an  ebbing  and  a  flowing  mi 
I  ExprPssicin  ever  varying! 
I  Thus  info 

'  He  had  small  need  of  books;  for  man; 
Traditionary,  round  the  mountains  hui 
And  many  a  Legend,  peopling  the  dai 
Nourished  Imagination  in  her  growth. 
And  gave  the  Uind  that  apprehensive 
I)y  which  she  is  made  quick  to  recogn 
The  moral  properties  and  acope  of  thi 
Rut  eagerly  he  read,  and  read  again, 
Whate'er  the  Minister's  old  Shelf  aap 
The  life  and  death  of  Martyrs,  who  at 
With  will  inflexible,  tboee  fearfiil  pen^ 
Triumphantly  displayed  in  records  left 
Of  Persecution,  and  tbe  Corenant— ' 
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ir6|  by  iQckj  iHip^  hid  Iwon  pfonfvod 

Baling  vdimie,  torn  tnd  iiiooiDplete» 

ft  hilf-told  the  firetenialartl  tele, 

»  of  GiftDtsi^  chraiide  of  Fiends, 

in  gunitore  of  wooden  cats 

!  and  nnooath ;  dire  fiLcet*  figures  dire, 

nee'd,  duurp-elbowedt  and  lean-ankled  too, 

mg  and  ghostly  sfaanks-^Mins  which  ooce  seen 

Averbeibigotten! 

In  his  heart. 
Fear  sate  thos,  a  cherished  visitant, 
inting  yet  the  pare  delight  of  lore 
id  difibsed*  or  by  the  breathing  air, 
le  silent  looks  of  happy  things, 
ing  ftom  the  nnivennl  fiice 
h  and  sky.    But  he  had  felt  the  power 
are,  and  already  was  prepared, 
ntense  conceptions,  to  receive 
the  lesson  deep  of  love  which  he, 
Nature,  by  whatever  means,  has  taught 
intensely,  cannot  but  receive. 

18  the  Boy — but  for  the  growing  Youth 
>ul  was  his,  when,  from  the  naked  top 
i  bold  headland,  he  beheld  tlie  sun 
,  and  bathe  the  world  in  light !    He  looked  — 
ind  earth,  the  solid  fhune  of  earth 
ean*s  liquid  masB,  beneath  him  lay 
less  and  deep  joy.    The  clouds  were  touched, 
their  silent  faces  did  he  read 
able  love.    Sound  needed  none, 
voice  of  joy ;  bis  spirit  drank 
ctacle :  sensation,  soul,  and  form 
ted  into  him ;  they  swallowed  up 
nal  being;  in  them  did  he  live, 
them  did  he  live ;  they  were  his  life, 
access  of  mind,  in  such  high  hour 
ation  from  the  living  God, 
t  was  not ;  in  enjoyment  it  expired, 
ks  he  breathed,  he  proffered  no  request ; 
JO  still  communion  that  transcends 
)erfect  offices  of  prayer  and  praise, 
d  was  a  thanksgiving  to  the  power 
ide  him ;  it  was  blessedness  and  love  I 

sman  on  the  lonely  mountain  tope, 
tercourse  was  his,  and  in  this  sort 
I  existence  oftentimes  possessed, 
how  beautiful,  how  bright  appeared 
itten  Promise  I    Early  had  he  learned 
rence  the  volume  that  displays 
stery,  the  lifb  which  cannot  die ; 
he  mountains  did  he  feel  his  faith, 
gs,  responsive  to  the  Writing,  there 
d  immortaUty,  revolving  life, 
satness  still  revolving;  infinite ; 
JUlaness  was  not;  the  least  of  things 


Seemed  infinhe ;  and  there  his  spirit  shaped 

Her  prospects,  nor  did  he  believe,  —  he  tow. 

What  wonder  if  bis  being  thus  became 

Sublime  and  comprehensive !    Low  desires. 

Low  thoughts  had  there  no  {dace ;  yet  was  his  heart 

Lowly ;  fiir  he  was  meek  in  gratitude. 

Oft  as  he  called  those  ecstasies  to  mind. 

And  whence  they  flowed ;  and  fhxn  them  he  acquired 

Wisdom,  which  works  thro*  patience ;  thence  he  learned 

In  oflprecurring  hours  of  sober  thought 

To  look  on  Nature  with  a  humble  heart. 

Self-questioned  where  it  did  not  understand. 

And  with  a  superstitioas  eye  of  love. 


So  passed  the  time ;  yet  to  the  nearest  Town 

He  duly  went  with  what  soiall  overplus 

His  earnings  might  supply,  and  brought  away 

The  Book  that  most  had  tempted  his  desires 

While  at  the  stall  he  read.    Among  the  hills 

He  gszed  upon  that  mighty  Orb  of  Song, 

The  divine  Milton.    Lore  of  different  kind. 

The  annual  savings  of  a  toilsome  lifb. 

His  School-inaster  supplied ;  books  that  explain 

The  purer  elements  of  truth  involved 

In  lines  and  numbers,  and,  by  charm  severe, 

(Especially  perceived  where  Nature  droops 

And  feeling  is  suppressed)  preserve  the  mind 

Busy  in  solitude  and  poverty. 

These  occupations  oftentimes  deceived 

The  listless  hours,  while  in  the  hollow  va^e. 

Hollow  and  green,  he  lay  on  the  green  turf 

In  pensive  idleness.    What  could  he  do, 

Thus  daily  thirsting,  in  that  lonesome  life, 

With  blind  endeavours?    Yet,  still  uppermost, 

Nature  was  at  his  heart  as  if  he  felt. 

Though  yet  he  knew  not  how,  a  wasting  power 

In  all  things  that  fh)m  her  sweet  influence   * 

Might  tend  to  wean  him.    Therefore  with  her  hues, 

Her  forms,  and  with  the  spirit  of  her  forms. 

He  clothed  the  nakedness  of  austere  truth. 

While  yet  he  lingered  in  the  rudiments 

Of  science,  and  among  her  simplest  laws, 

His  triangles  —  they  were  the  stars  of  heaven. 

The  silent  stars !    Oft  did  he  take  delight 

To  measure  the  altitude  of  some  tall  crag 

That  is  the  eagle*s  burth-place,  or  some  peak 

Familiar  with  forgotten  years,  that  shows 

Inscribed,  as  with  the  silence  of  the  thought, 

Upon  its  bleak  and  visionary  sides. 

The  history  of  many  a  winter  storm. 

Or  obscure  records  of  the  path  of  fire. 


And  thus  before  his  eighteenth  year  was  told. 
Accumulated  feelings  pressed  his  heart 
With  still  increasing  weight ;  he  was  o'erpowered 
By  Nature,  by  the  turbulence  subdued 
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Byateiy  and  hope, 

la  Univerw. 
it  the  winds  might  rage 

D  did  he  love 
\hc  conflict  and  the  sounda 
—  from  hia  intellect 
Bf  abstracted  thought 
nailing  otl  to  win 
lacanned  the  Isws  of  light 
Itx,  vhere  they  aend 
p  the  clearer  lir 
n  b;  tiie  sun 
tut  vainly  thus, 
HUB,  he  strove 
It  his  heart. 


ardent  thnught, 
uch  waating  to  amiat 
L  jet  gaining  more, 
^  of  his  Mul 
1,  hj  breathing  in  content 
ir  of  poverty, 
kvell  of  homel;  lif& 
y,  and  tried  restninta, 

o  select  the  course 
It  promised  best 
Ihf  maintenance. 
He  essayed  to  leach 
I  wandering  thoughts  were  then 
Ihc  Youth  resigned 


■pirit,  who  constrains 
[s  naked  rocks, 


It  clouds)  did  now  impel 
Y  abroad  with  hope, 

'i  philoaophical  worki  may  by  Ihew 
■irillianl  paiagnph  in  •  The  Fnend' : 
ifaney,  chiWhooii.  hoybood, 
Ig  ujian  Ihe  unlulding  inlellecl  fden- 

iiRimilitin*  >l paling  into  the  ipril 

—  afinu^fliuncBUedfbraDd 

r  hopes  (ilucked  like  bmuliful  wild 

Ibfl  tbat  border  Ihe  highH'ayi  ofaii- 

tg  fbrehrad:  ia  s  word,  ws 

le  n  a  leacber  of  truth  Itmnigh  joy 

iitreH  of  iha  faculliea  by  a 

uvemabla  and  voung  thoDghu ; 
|e  been  aod  hava  dona  mighty  Mr- 
il  lings  oT  Jife  whsD  youth  ia 
ooked.  01  fiirgonon." 
itfritad    Vo.lll  p.4«.— ttR.] 


— An  irkeoow  dnidger7  ■eema  it  to  pL 
Through  hot  and  diutj  waye,  or  peltio 
A  vagrant  Hercbant  bent  beneath  iui 
Yet  do  picb  Tnvellen  6nd  (heir  own 
And  their  hard  serriee,  deemed  debw 
Gained  merited  reapect  in  eimplei  tim 
When  Squire,  and  Priest,  utd  tbej  i 

dwelt 
In  matic  Miineetration — all  dependea 
Upon  the  Pasun'a  (oil  — nipplied  tb< 
Or  pleased  tbeir  &nciea  with  the  ware 
Not  ignorant  waa  the  Youth  tlwt  MiU 
Of  hie  adventuious  Conntrjnen  were 
By  petsereiwice  in  this  tr>«k  of  life 
To  competence  and  eaM; — Gw  hin  it 
Attmctiom  manifidd; — and  thiahe  d 
Hia  Parents  on  the  enterpriae  beabnre 
Their  farewell  benediction,  bat  with  h 
Foreboding  eviL  From  his  native  bill 
He  wandered  <bi  ;  mnch  did  be  aee  of 
Their  manners,  their  enjpymenta,  and 
Their  paaeitais  and  their  feelings ;  chii 
Essential  and  eternal  in  the  heart. 
That,  'mid  the  simpler  forms  of  nual  I 
Exist  more  simple  in  tbeir  elementiv 
And  speak  a  plainer  language.  In  tbi 
A  IcHie  Enthusiast,  aod  among  the  Seh 
Itinerant  in  this  labour,  he  had  paved 
The  better  pottioa  of  his  time ;  and  th 
Spontaneously  had  his  a^ticas  thrin 
Amid  the  bounties  of  the  year,  the  pe> 
And  liberty  of  Nature;  there  he  kept 
In  solitude  and  solitary  thoogbt 
Hia  mind  in  a  juet  equipoise  of  lova 
Serene  it  was,  unclouded  by  the  caree 
Of  ordinary  life ;  unvexed,  unwarped 
By  partial  bondage.  In  hb  steady  e«i 
No  pileoua  refolutiona  had  be  felt. 
No  w  ild  yarieties  of  joy  and  griefl 
Unoccupied  by  sorrow  of  its  own. 
Hie  heart  lay  open ;  and,  by  Nature  to 
And  constant  dispoaitioD  of  bis  tbougbi 
To  sympathy  with  Man,  he  was  alive 
To  all  that  was  enjoyed  where'er  he  w 
And  all  that  was  endured ;  for  in  himsi 
Happy,  and  ([uiet  in  his  cheerfolness. 
He  had  no  painful  pressure  Aom  withoi 
That  made  him  turn  aside  fittm  wretch 
With  eoward  feore.  He  conld  afford  ' 
With  those  whom  he  saw  saSbr.  Hei 
That  in  our  best  experience  he  was  ric 
And  in  the  wisdom  of  our  daily  Ufa 
For  hence,  minutely,  in  hia  variaiiB  rou 
He  had  observed  the  progresa  aod  deca 
Of  many  minds,  of  minda  and  bodiee  fa 
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ly  of  m&ay  FkmQiM; 
had  proepercd ;  how  they  were  o*eithrown 
I  or  mieelianee;  or  loeh  mismle 
e  onthiDlriiiflf  BUMteiB  of  the  earth 
the  nationi  groan. — This  active  coorae 
ed  till  proviaioQ  fer  his  wants 
obtained ;  —  the  Wanderer  then  resolved 
fie  remnant  of  his  dajs— 'untasked 
dlesB  eerviees — fhm  hardship  free. 
ig  laid  aside,  he  lived  at  ease : 
lie  loved  to  pace  the  public  roads 
m\d  paths;  and,  by  the  snmroer's  warmth 
•(ten  woold  he  leave  his  home 
ney  fiir,  revisiting  the  scenes 
lis  memory  were  most  endeared, 
in  health,  of  hopeful  spirits,  undamped 
ly-mindednesB  or  anxious  care ; 
it,  studious,  thoughtftil,  and  refreshed 
ledge  gathered  up  from  day  to  day ;  — 
1  he  lived  a  long  and  innocent  life. 

lish  Church,  both  on  himself  and  those 
lom  from  childhood  he  grew  up,  had  held 
ag  hand  of  her  purity ;  and  still 
:hed  him  with  an  unrelenting  eye. 
remembered  in  his  riper  age 
ititude,  and  reverential  thoughts. 
)e  native  vigour  of  his  mind, 
ibitual  wanderings  out  of  doors, 
inesB,  and  goodness,  and  kind  works, 
r,  in  docile  childhood  or  in  youth, 
imbibed  of  fear  or  darker  thought 
Ited  all  away  :  so  true  was  this, 
netimes  his  religion  seemed  to  me 
rht,  as  of  a  dreamer  in  the  woods  ; 
the  model  of  his  own  pure  heart 
his  belief  as  grace  divine  inspired, 
in  reason  dictated  with  awe. 
sorely  never  did  there  live  on  earth 
)f  kindlier  nature.    The  rough  sports 
sing  ways  of  Children  vexed  not  him ; 
nt  listener  was  he  to  the  tongue 
ulous  age ;  nor  did  the  sick  man*8  tale, 
ratemal  sympathy  addressed, 
reluctant  hearing. 

Plain  his  garb; 
might  suit  a  rustic  Sire,  prepared 
bath  duties;  yet  he  was  a  Man 
no  one  could  have  passed  without  remark, 
ind  nervous  was  his  gait ;  his  limbs 
whole  figure  breathed  intelligence. 
id  compressed  the  freshness  of  his  cheek 
irrower  cirele  of  deep  red, 
not  tamed  his  eye ;  that,  under  brows 
and  gny*  had  meanings  which  it  brought 
All  of  youth ;  which,  like  a  Being  made 


Of  many  Beings,  he  had  wondrous  skill 

To  blend  with  knowledge  of  the  years  to  come. 

Human,  or  such  as  lie  beyond  the  grave. 


So  was  He  framed ;  and  such  his  course  of  life 

Who  now,  with  no  Appendage  but  a  Stafl^ 

The  prized  memorial  of  relinquished  toils. 

Upon  that  Cottage  bench  reposed  his  limbs. 

Screened  from  the  sun.    Supine  ^e  Wanderer  lay- 

His  eyes  as  if  in  drowsiness  half  shut. 

The  shadows  of  the  breezy  elms  above 

Dappling  his  face.    He  had  not  heard  the  sound 

Of  my  approaching  steps,  and  in  the  shade 

Unnoticed  did  I  stand,  some  minutes*  space. 

At  length  I  hailed  him,  seeing  that  his  hat 

Was  moist  with  water-drops,  as  if  the  brim 

Had  newly  scooped  a  running  stream.    He  rose. 

And  ere  our  lively  greeting  into  peace 

Had  settled,  *«*Ti^'*  said  I,  "^  a  burning  day : 

My  lips  are  parched  with  thirst,  but  you,  it  seem^ 

Have  somewhere  (bund  relief.**    He,  at  the  word. 

Pointing  towards  a  sweet-briar,  bade  me  climb 

The  fence  where  that  aspiring  shrub  looked  out 

Upon  the  public  way.    It  was  a  plot 

Of  garden  ground  run  wild,  its  matted  weeds 

Marked  with  the  steps  of  those,  whom,  as  they  passed. 

The  gooseberry  trees  that  shot  in  long  lank  slips. 

Or  currants,  hanging  from  their  leatlesb  stems 

In  scanty  strings,  had  tempted  to  o*erleap 

The  broken  wall.     I  looked  around,  and  there. 

Where  two  tall  hedge-rows  of  thick  alder  boughs 

Joined  in  a  cold  damp  nook,  espied  a  Well 

Shrouded  with  willow-flowers  and  plumy  fern. 

My  Uiirst  I  slaked,  and  from  the  cheerless  spot 

Withdrawing,  straightway  to  the  shade  returned 

Where  sate  the  Old  Man  on  the  Cottage  bench ; 

And,  while,  beside  him,  with  uncovered  head, 

I  yet  was  standing,  freely  to  respire. 

And  cool  my  temples  in  the  fanning  air. 

Thus  did  he  speak.    **  I  see  around  me  here 

Things  which  you  cannot  see :  we  die,  my  Friend, 

Nor  we  alone,  but  that  which  each  man  loved 

And  prized  in  his  peculiar  nook  of  earth 

Dies  with  him,  or  is  changed ;  and  very  soon 

Even  of  the  good  is  no  memorial  left. 

—  The  Poets,  in  their  elegies  and  songs 

I^amenting  the  departed,  call  the  groves. 

They  call  upon  the  hills  and  streams  to  mourn. 

And  senseless  rocks ;  nor  idly ;  for  they  speak. 

In  these  their  invocations,  with  a  voice 

Obedient  to  the  strong  creative  power 

Of  human  passion.    Sympathies  there  are 

More  tranquil,  yet  perhaps  of  kindred  birth. 

That  steal  upon  the  meditative  mind. 

And  grow  with  thought    Beside  yon  Spring  I  strK)d« 

And  eyed  its  waters  till  we  seemed  to  feel 

One  sadness,  they  and  L    For  theva  i^ ' 

An* 
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Of  brotherhood  is  broken ;  time  has  been 

When,  every  day,  the  touch  of  human  hand 

Dislodged  the  natural  sleep  that  binds  them  up 

In  mortal  stillness ;  and  they  ministered 

To  human  comfort     Stooping  down  to  drink, 

Upon  the  slimy  foot-stone  1  espied 

The  useless  fragment  of  a  wooden  bowl. 

Green  with  the  moss  of  years,  and  subject  only 

To  the  soft  handling  of  the  Elements : 

There  let  the  relic  U^  —  fond  thought — vain  words! 

Forgive  them ;  —  never  —  never  did  my  steps 

Approach  this  door,  but  she  who  dwelt  within 

A  daughter's  welcome  gave  me,  and  I  loved  her 

As  my  own  child.     Oh,  Sir !  the  good  die  first. 

And  they  whose  hearts  are  dry  as  summer  dust 

Burn  to  the  socket     Many  a  Passenger 

Hath  blessed  poor  Margaret  for  her  gentle  looks. 

When  she  upheld  the  cool  refreshment  drawn 

From  that  forsaken  Spring :  and  no  one  came 

But  he  was  welcome ;  no  one  went  away 

But  that  it  seemed  she  loved  him.     She  is  dead. 

The  light  extinguished  of  her  lonely  Hut, 

The  Hut  itself  abandoned  to  decay, 

And  She  forgotten  in  the  quiet  grave ! 

'*  I  speak,**  continued  he,  '*  of  One  whose  stock 

Of  virtues  bloomed  beneath  this  lowly  roof. 

She  was  a  Woman  of  a  steady  mind, 

Tender  and  deep  in  her  excess  of  love. 

Not  speaking  much,  pleased  rather  with  the  joy 

Of  her  own  thoughts:  by  some  especial  care 

Her  temper  had  been  framed,  as  if  to  make 

A  Being  —  who  by  adding  love  to  peace 

Might  live  on  earth  a  life  of  happiness. 

Her  wedded  Partner  lacked  not  on  bis  side 

The  humble  worth  that  satisfied  her  heart: 

Frugal,  affectionate,  sober,  and  withal 

Keenly  industrious.     She  with  pride  would  tell 

That  he  was  oden  seated  at  his  loom. 

In  summer,  ere  the  Mower  was  abroad 

Among  the  dewy  grass,  —  in  early  spring. 

Ere  the  last  Star  had  vanished.  —  They  who  passed 

At  evening,  from  behind  the  garden  fence 

Might  hear  his  busy  spade,  which  he  would  ply, 

Afler  his  daily  work,  until  the  light 

Had  failed,  and  every  leaf  and  flower  were  lost 

In  the  dark  hedges.     So  their  days  were  spent 

In  peace  and  comfort;  and  a  pretty  Boy 

Was  their  best  hope,  —  next  to  the  God  in  Heaven. 

**  Not  twenty  years  ago,  but  you  I  think 
Can  scarcely  bear  it  now  in  mind,  there  came 
Two  blighting  seasons,  when  the  fields  were  left 
With  naif  a  harvest     It  pleased  Heaven  to  add 
A  worse  affliction  in  the  plague  of  war ; 
This  happy  LAnd  was  stricken  to  the  heart ! 
A  Wanderer  then  among  the  Cottages 
It  with  my  freight  of  winter  raiment,  saw 


The  hardships  of  that  aeasoo ;  maoy  rick 

Sank  down,  as  in  a  dremm,  among  the  poor; 

And  of  the  poor  did  maoy  ceaae  to  be, 

And  their  place  knew  them  not  Meanwhile,  Miffd 

Of  daily  comforts;  gladly  reconciled 

To  numerous  seU^enJala,  Margaret 

Went  struggling  on  through  thoee  oiUimifaiai  yeni 

With  cheerful  hope,  until  the  aeoond  aotamo, 

When  her  life's  Helpmate  on  a  sick-bed  lay. 

Smitten  with  perilous  fever.    In  disease 

He  lingered  long ;  and  when  his  strength  retonsd 

He  found  the  little  he  had  stored,  to  meet 

The  hour  of  accident  or  crippling  age. 

Was  all  consumed.    A  second  In&nt  now 

Was  added  to  the  troubles  of  a  time 

Laden,  for  them  and  all  of  their  degree. 

With  care  and  sorrow ;  shoals  of  ArtJaans 

From  ill  requited  labour  turned  adrift 

Sought  daily  bread  firom  public  charily. 

They,  and  their  wives  and  children — happier  6r 

Could  they  have  lived  as  do  the  little  birds 

That  peck  along  the  hedge-rows,  or  the  Kite 

That  makes  her  dwelling  on  the  mountain  Rods 

"  A  sad  reverse  it  was  for  Him  who  long 
Had  filled  with  plenty,  and  possessed  in  peace, 
This  lonely  Cottage.    At  his  door  he  stood. 
And  whistled  many  a  snatch  of  merry  tones 
That  had  no  mirth  in  them ;  or  with  his  knife 
Carved  uncouth  figures  on  the  heads  of  sticks— 
Then,  not  less  idly,  sought,  through  every  nook 
In  house  or  garden,  any  casual  work 
Of  use  or  ornament ;  and  with  a  strange, 
Amusing,  yet  uneasy  novelty. 
He  blended,  where  he  might,  the  various  tasb 
Of  summer,  autumn,  winter,  and  of  spring. 
But  this  endured  not ;  his  good  humour  soon 
Became  a  weight  in  which  no  pleasure  was: 
And  poverty  brought  on  a  petted  mood 
And  a  sore  temper :  day  by  day  he  drooped. 
And  he  would  leave  his  work  —  and  to  the  Ton 
Without  an  errand,  would  direct  his  steps, 
Or  wander  here  and  there  among  the  fields. 
One  while  he  would  speak  lightly  of  his  Babes, 
And  with  a  cruel  tongue :  at  other  times 
He  tossed  them  with  a  false  unnatural  joy : 
And  't  was  a  rueful  thing  to  see  the  looks 
Of  the  poor  innocent  children.     *  Every  smile,' 
Said  Margaret  to  me,  here  beneath  these  treeii 
•  Made  my  heart  bleed.' " 

At  this  the  Wanderer  fott^ 
And,  looking  up  to  those  enormons  EUms, 
He  said,  '*'T  is  now  the  hour  of  deepest  nooo.^ 
At  this  still  season  of  repoee  and  peace, 
This  hour  when  all  things  which  are  not  at  rert 
Are  cheerful ;  while  this  multitude  of  flies 
Is  filling  all  the  air  with  melody ; 
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lid  a  tetr  be  in  an  Old  Man's  eje^ 

M  we  tlmei  with  an  untoward  mind, 

le  weakneie  of  homani^ 

Dial  wiedoo  torn  oar  hearte  away, 

il  oomlbrt  ehnt  oar  eyee  and  ears, 

ing  on  dkiqiiiet,  time  dieUirb 

\  of  nature  with  oor  xeitle«  tbougfate?** 

with  eomewhil  of  a  eolemn  tooe : 
a  he  ended,  there  was  in  his  face 
J  cheeriblnesBi  a  look  so  mild, 
a  little  time  it  stole  away 
lection,  and  thai  simple  Tile 
om  my  mind  like  s  ibrgotten  sound. 
»  tri?isl  things  we  held  discourse, 
on  tasteless.    In  my  own  despite, 

of  that  poor  Woman  as  of  one 
liad  knownpand  loved.    He  had  reheamd 
sly  Tale  with  such  &miliar  power, 
h  an  actiTo  countenance,  an  eye 
that  the  things  of  which  be  spake 
resent ;  snd,  attention  now  relaxed, 
>lt  cbillness  crept  along  my  veins, 
id,  having  left  the  breezy  shade, 
iking  comfort  from  the  warmer  sun, 
not  cheered  me  ]oDg —  ere,  looking  round 
t  tranquil  Ruin,  I  returned, 
^  of  the  Old  Man  that,  for  my  sake, 

resume  his  story.  ^ 

He  replied, 
a  wantonness,  and  would  demand 
proof,  if  we  were  Men  whose  hearts 
d  vain  dalliance  with  the  misery 
he  dead ;  contented  thence  to  draw 
ttary  pleasure,  never  marked 
,  barren  of  all  future  good, 
tve  known  that  there  is  often  found 
111  thoughts,  and  always  might  be  found, 
to  virtue  friendly ;  were*t  not  so, 
samer  among  men,  indeed 
^reamer !    HT  is  a  romnnon  Tale, 
iry  sorrow  of  Man*s  life, 
silent  suffering,  hardly  clothed 
form. —  But  without  further  bidding 
ceed. 

**  WbQe  thus  it  &red  with  them, 
this  Cottage,  till  those  hapless  years, 
a  blessed  home,  it  was  my  chance 
in  a  Country  &r  reorate ; 

I  these  lofty  Elms  once  csore  appeared, 
isant  expectations  lured  me  on 

lat  Common !  — With  quick  step  I  reached 
hold,  lifted  with  light  hand  the  latch ; 

I I  entered  Margaret  looked  at  me 
bile ;  then  turned  her  head  away 

s^ — and,  sittioj^  down  upon  a  chair, 
tarly.    I  wist  not  whst  to  do^ 


Nor  how  to  speak  to  her.    Poor  Wretch  I  at  last 

She  roee  fVom  off  her  seat,  and  then,  —  O  Sir ! 

I  cannot  tett  how  she  pronounced  my  name :  — 

With  fervent  love,  and  with  a  ftice  of  grief 

Unutterably  helpless,  and  a  look 

That  seemed  to  cling  upon  me,  she  enquired 

If  I  had  seen  her  Husband.    As  she  spake  / 

A  strange  surprise  and  fbar  came  to  my  heart, 

Nor  had  I  power  to  answer  ere  she  told 

That  he  had  disappeared  —  not  two  months  gone. 

He  left  his  House :  two  wretched  dajrs  had  past. 

And  on  the  third,  as  wistfully  she  raised 

Her  head  fWxn  off  her  pillow,  to  look  forth, 

Like  one  in  trouble,  for  returning  light. 

Within  her  chamber-casement  she  espied 

A  folded  paper,  lying  as  if  placed 

To  meet  her  waking  eyes.    This  tremblingly 

She  opened  —  found  no  writing,  but  beheld 

Pieces  of  money  carefully  enclosed. 

Silver  snd  gold.  — '  I  shuddered  at  the  sight,* 

Said  Margaret, '  for  I  knew  it  was  his  hand 

Which  placed  it  there :  and  ere  that  day  was  ended. 

That  long  and  anxious  day !  I  learned  from  One 

Sent  hither  by  my  Husband  to  impart 

The  heavy  news, — that  he  had  joined  a  Troop 

Of  Soldiers,  going  to  a  distant  Land. 

—  He  left  roe  thus — he  could  not  gather  heart 

To  take  a  farewell  of  me ;  fbr  he  feared 

That  I  should  follow  with  my  Babes,  and  sink 

Beneath  the  misery  of  that  wandering  Life.* 

"  This  Tale  did  Margaret  tell  with  many  tears : 

And,  when  she  ended,  I  had  little  power 

To  give  her  comfort,  and  was  glad  to  take 

Such  words  of  hope  from  her  own  mouth  as  served 

To  cheer  us  both :  —  but  long  we  had  not  talked 

Ere  we  built  up  a  pile  of  better  thoughts, 

And  with  a  brighter  eye  she  looked  around 

As  if  she  had  been  shedding  tears  of  joy. 

We  parted. — ^*Twas  the  time  of  early  spring; 

I  left  her  busy  with  her  garden  tools ; 

And  well  remember,  o*er  that  fence  she  looked, 

;  And,  while  I  paced  along  the  foot-way  path, 
Called  out,  and  sent  a  blessing  after  me, 

j  With  tender  cheerfulness ;  and  with  a  voice 
That  seemed  the  very  sound  of  happy  thoughta 

"  I  roved  o*er  many  a  hill  and  many  a  dale. 

With  my  accustomed  load  ;  in  heat  and  cold. 

Through  many  a  wood,  and  many  an  open  ground. 

In  ijunahine  and  in  shade,  in  wet  and  fair. 

Drooping  or  blithe  of  heart,  as  might  befal ; 

My  best  companions  now  the  driving  winds. 

And  now  the  'trotting  brooks*  and  whispering  trees, 

And  now  the  music  of  my  own  sad  steps. 

With  many  a  short-lived  thought  that  passed  between. 

And  disappeared.  ^  I  joameyed  back  this  way. 
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When,  la  Uie  wannth  of  Midsummer,  the  wheat 

Was  yellow;  and  the  soft  and  bladed  grass, 

Springing  afresh,  had  o*er  the  hay-field  spread 

Its  tender  verdure.    At  the  door  arrived, 

I  found  that  she  was  absent    In  the  shade. 

Where  now  we  sit,  I  waited  her  return. 

Her  Cottage,  then  a  cheerful  Object,  wore 

Its  customary  look,  —  only,  it  seemed. 

The  honeysuckle,  crowding  round  the  porch. 

Hung  down  in  heavier  tufls :  and  that  bright  weed. 

The  yellow  stone-crop,  suffered  to  take  root 

Along  the  window*s  edge,  profusely  grew, 

Blinding  the  lower  panes.     I  turned  aside. 

And  strolled  into  her  garden.     It  appeared 

To  lag  behind  the  season,  and  had  lost 

Its  pride  of  neatness.     Daisy-flowers  and  thrift 

Had  broken  their  trim  lines,  and  straggled  o*er 

The  paths  they  used  to  deck :  —  Carnations,  once 

Prized  for  surpassing  beauty,  and  no  leas 

For  the  peculiar  pains  they  had  required. 

Declined  their  languid  head:},  wanting  support 

The  cumbrous  bind-weed,  with  its  wreaths  and  bells, 

Had  twined  about  her  two  small  rows  of  pease. 

And  dragged  them  to  the  earth.  —  Ere  this  an  hour 

Was  wasted.  —  Back  I  turned  my  restless  steps ; 

A  Stranger  passed ;  and,  guessing  whom  I  sought, 

He  said  that  she  was  used  to  ramble  far.  — 

The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  west ;  and  now 

I  sate  with  sad  impatience.     From  within 

Her  solitary  Infant  cried  aloud ; 

Then,  like  a  blast  that  dies  away  self-stilled. 

The  voice  was  silent     From  the  bench  I  rose ; 

But  neither  could  divert  nor  soothe  my  thoughts. 

The  spot,  though  fair,  was  very  desolate  — 

The  longer  I  remained  more  desolate : 

And,  looking  round  me,  now  I  first  observed 

The  corner  stones,  on  eitlier  side  the  porch. 

With  dull  red  stains  discoloured,  and  stuck  o*er 

With  tufts  and  hairs  of  wool,  as  if  the  Sheep, 

That  fed  upon  the  Common,  thither  came 

Familiarly ;  and  found  a  couching-place 

Even  at  her  threshold.     Deeper  shadows  fell 

From  these  tall  elms;  —  the  Cottage-clock  struck 

eight ;  — 
I  turned,  and  saw  her  distant  a  few  steps. 
Her  face  was  pale  and  thin  —  her  figure,  too. 
Was  changed.     As  slie  unlocked  the  door,  she  said, 
*  It  grieves  me  you  have  waited  here  so  long, 
But,  in  good  truth,  I  've  wandered  much  of  late. 
And,  sometimes  —  to  my  shame  I  speak  —  have  need 
Of  my  best  prayers  to  bring  me  back  again. 
While  on  the  board  she  spread  our  evening  meal. 
She  told  me  —  interrupting  not  the  work 
Which  gave  employment  to  her  listless  hands  — 
That  she  had  parted  with  her  elder  Child ; 
To  a  kind  master  on  a  distant  farm 
Now  happily  apprenticed.  —  *I  perceive 
You  look  at  me,  and  you  have  cause ;  to-day 


I  have  been  travelling  far;  and  naay  days 
About  the  fields  I  wander,  knowing  this 
Only,  that  what  I  seek  I  cannot  find; 
And  so  I  waste  my  time :  for  I  am  changed; 
And  to  myself,'  said  she, '  have  done  much  wroa^ 
And  to  this  helpless  Infiut    I  have  s^it 
Weeping,  and  weeping  have  I  waked ;  my  teup 
Have  fiowed  as  if  my  body  were  not  rach 
As  others  are ;  and  I  could  never  die. 
But  I  am  now  in  mind  and  m  my  heart 
More  easy ;  and  I  hope,*  aaid  iriie, '  that  God 
Will  give  me  patience  to  endure  the  things 
Which  I  behold  at  home.*    It  would  have  gntmi 
Your  very  soul  to  see  her ;  Sir,  I  feel 
The  story  linger  in  my  heart;  I  fear 
*T  is  long  and  tedious ;  but  my  spirit  clings 
To  that  poor  Woman : — so  ftmiliarly 
Do  I  perceive  her  manner,  and  her  look. 
And  presence,  and  so  deeply  do  I  feel 
Her  goodness,  that,  not  seldom,  in  my  walb 
A  momentary  trance  comes  over  me ; 
And  to  myself  I  seem  to  muse  on  One 
By  sorrow  laid  asleep ; — or  borne  away, 
A  human  being  destined  to  awake 
To  human  life,  or  something  very  near 
To  human  life,  when  he  shall  come  again 
For  wtiom  she  suffered.    Yes,  it  would  have  grievi 
Your  very  soul  to  see  her :  evermore 
Her  eyelids  drooped,  her  eyes  were  downward  cut 
And,  when  she  at  her  table  gave  me  food. 
She  did  not  look  at  me.    Her  voice  was  Vm, 
Her  body  was  subdued.     In  every  act 
Pertaining  to  her  bouse  afiairs,  appeared 
The  careless  stillness  of  a  thinking  mind 
Self-occupied ;  to  which  all  outward  things 
Are  like  an  idle  matter.     Still  she  sighed, 
But  yet  no  motion  of  the  breast  was  seen. 
No  heaving  of  the  heart     While  by  the  fire 
We  sate  together,  sighs  came  on  my  ear, 
I  knew  not  how,  and  hardly  whence  they  ctina 

"  Ere  my  departure,  to  her  care  I  gave, 
For  her  son's  use,  some  tokens  of  regard, 
Which  with  a  look  of  welcome  she  receired; 
And  I  exhorted  her  to  place  her  trust 
In  God*s  good  love,  and  seek  his  help  by  pny^* 
I  took  my  staff,  and  when  I  kissed  her  babe 
The  tears  stood  in  her  eye&    I  left  her  tbeo 
With  the  best  hope  and  comfort  I  could  gire; 
She  thanked  me  for  my  wish ;  —  but  for  my  hope 

Methought  she  did  not  thank  roe. 

"Iretnroed, 

And  took  my  rounds  along  this  road  agam 
Ere  on  its  sunny  bank  the  primrose  flower 
Peeped  forth,  to  give  an  earnest  of  the  Spriojir- 
I  found  her  sad  and  drooping ;  she  had  learned 
No  tidings  of  her  Husband ;  if  he  lived. 
She  knew  not  that  he  lived;  if  he  wuedeti 
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«r  not  1m  WM  dfltd.    She  ieamed  tha  Mine 
1  and  mppemnce ;  bat  her  Houm 
a  sleepf  btiid  of  negligmioa; 
r  was  neither  dry  nor  neat,  the  hearth 
dbrtloM,  and  her  amall  lot  of  books, 
in  the  Cottage  window,  heretofore 
n  piled  ap  againat  the  oovner  panes 
ly  ocder,  now,  with  straggling  leaves 
Uered  here  and  there,  open  or  shot, 
had  chanced  to  &1L    Her  in&nt  Babe 
n  its  Mother  caught  the  trick  of  grie( 
bed  among  its  playthingSi    Once  again 

towards  the  garden  gate,  and  saw,  * 
iinly  still,  that  poverty  and  grief 
9W  come  nearer  to  her:  weeds  de&ced 
dened  soil,  and  knots  of  withered  grass: 
es  there  appeared  of  clear  black  moald, 
ter  greenness ;  of  her  herbs  and  flowers, 
3d  the  better  part  were  gnawed  away 
pled  into  earth ;  a  chain  of  straw, 
bad  been  twined  aboot  the  slender  stem 
ang  apple-tree,'  lay  at  its  root, 
k  was  nibbled  loand  by  troant  Sheep, 
aret  stood  near,  her  Infant  in  her  arms, 
ting  that  my  eye  was  on  the  tree, 
[, '  I  fear  it  will  be  dead  and  gone 
ert  come  again.*    Towards  the  Hoose 
tr  we  retamed ;  and  she  enqnired 

any  hope : — but  for  her  Babe 
her  little  orphan  Boy,  she  said, 

no  wish  to  live,  that  she  must  die 
)w.    Yet  I  saw  the  idle  loom 
its  place ;  his  Sunday  garments  hung 
e  self-same  nail ;  his  very  staff 
idisturbed  behind  the  door.    And  when, 
[  December,  I  retraced  this  way, 
1  me  that  her  little  Babe  was  dead, 
)  was  left  alone.    She  now,  released 
3r  maternal  cares,  had  taken  up 
ployment  common  through  these  Wilds,  and 
ned, 
ling  hemp,  a  pittance  for  herself; 

this  end  had  hired  a  neighbour's  Boy  . 

her  needful  help.    That  very  time 
llingly  she  put  her  work  aside. 
Iked  with  me  along  the  miry  road, 
s  how  frr ;  and  in  such  piteous  sort 
y  heart  had  ached  to  hear  her,  begged 
beresoe'er  I  went,  I  still  would  ask 
.  whom  she  had  lost    We  parted  then  — 
il  parting;  for  from  that  time  forth 
ly  seasons  pass  ere  I  returned 
B  tract  again. 

*'Nine  tedious  years; 

leir  first  separation,  nine  long  years, 

jeered  in  unquiet  widowhood ; 
3V 


A  Wife  and  Wktow.    Needs  must  it  have  been 
Asorebeartpwasting!    I  have  heard,  my  Friend, 
That  in  yon  arbour  oftentimes  she  sate 
Alone,  through  half  the  vacant  Sabbath  day ; 
And,  if  a  dog  passed  by,  she  still  would  quit 
The  shade,  and  look  abroad.    On  t|)is  aid  Bench 
For  hours  she  sate;  and  evermore  bn  eye 
Was  busy  in  the  distance,  shaping  things 
That  made  her  heart  beat  quick    You  see  that  path. 
Now  ftiint,  —  the  grass  has  crept  o*er  its  gray  line ; 
There,  to  and  &0t  she  paced  through  many  a  day 
Of  the  warm  summer,  from  a  belt  of  herop^ 
That  girt  her  waist,  spinning  the  long-drawn  thread 
With  backward  stepoi    Yet  ever  as  there  passed 
A  man  whose  garments  showed  the  soldier's  red, 
Or  crippled  Mendicant  in  Sailor's  garb, 
The  little  Child  who  sate  to  turn  the  wheel 
Ceased  from  his  task;  and  she  with  fkltering  voice 
Made  many  a  fond  enquiry ;  and  when  they. 
Whose  presence  gave  no  comfort,  were  gone  by. 
Her  heart  was  still  more  sad.    And  by  yon  gate. 
That  bars  the  Traveller's  road,  she  often  stood. 
And  when  a  stranger  Horseman  came,  the  latch 
Would  lift,  and  in  his  fkce  look  wistfully ; 
Most  happy,  if;  ^fVom  aught  discovered  there 
Of  tender  feeling,  she  might  dare  repeat 
The  same  sad  question.    Meanwhile  her  poor  IJut 
Sank  to  decay :  for  he  was  gone,  whose  hand. 
At  the  first  nipping  of  October  frost. 
Closed  up  each  chink,  and  with  fi^esh  bands  of  straw 
Chequered  the  green-grown  thatch.    And  so  she  lived 
Through  the  long  winter,  reckless  and  alone ; 
Until  her  House  by  frost,  and  thaw,  and  rain, 
Was  sapped ;  and  while  she  slept,  the  nightly  damps 
Did  chill  her  breast ;  and  in  the  stormy  day 
Her  tattered  clothes  were  ruffled  by  the  wind ; 
Even  at  the  side  of  her  own  fire.     Yet  still 
She  loved  this  wretched  spot,  nor  would  for  worlds 
Have  parted  hence ;  and  still  that  length  of  rood. 
And  this  rude  bench,  one  torturing  hope  endeared. 
Fast  rooted  at  her  heart:  and  here,  ray  Friend, 
In  sickness  she  remained;  and  here  she  died, 
liast  human  tenant  of  these  ruined  Walls." 


The  Old  Man  ceased :  he  saw  that  I  was  moved  * 
From  that  low  Bench,  rising  instinctively 
I  turned  aside  in  weakness,  nor  had  power 
To  thank  him  for  the  Tale  which  he  had  told. 
I  stood,  and  leaning  o'er  the  Garden  wall. 
Reviewed  that  Woman's  sufferings ;  and  it  seemedl 
To  comfort  me  while  with  a  Brother's  love 
I  blessed  her — in  the  impotence  of  grief. 
At  length  towards  the  Cottage  I  returned 
Fondly,  —  and  traced,  with  interest  more  mild. 
That  secret  spirit  of  humanity 
Which,  'mid  the  calm  oblivious  tendencies 
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Of  nature,  'mid  her  plants,  and  weeds,  and  flowera, 

And  silent  overgrowings,  still  survived. 

The  Old  MaUf  noting  tliis,  resumed,  and  said, 

^  My  Friend !  enough  to  sorrow  you  have  given, 

The  purposes  of  wisdom  ask  no  more ; 

Be  wise  and  cheerfhl ;  and  no  longer  read 

The  forms  of  thmgs  with  an  unworthy  eye. 

She  sleeps  in  the  calm  earth,  and  peace  is  here. 

I  well  remember  that  those  very  plumes, 

Those  weeds,  and  the  high  spear-grass  on  that  wall, 

fiy  mist  and  silent  rain-drops  silvered  o*er. 

As  once  I  passed,  did  to  my  heart  convey 

So  still  an  image  of  tranquillity. 

So  calm  and  still,  and  looked  so  beautiful 

Amid  the  uneasy  thoughts  which  filled  my  mind, 

That  what  we  feel  d  sorrow  and  despanr 

From  ruin  and  fhxn  change,  and  all  the  grief 

The  passing  shows  of  Being  leave  behind, 


Appeared  an  idle  dream,  that  oooli  not  live 
Where  meditation  wa&    I  tamed  awq^, 
And  walked  along  my  road  in  happbesa* 

He  ceased.    Ere  long  the  mm  dedioing  shot 
A  slant  and  mellow  radianee,  which  begaa 
To  fall  upon  us,  while,  beneath  the  trsei^  . 
We  sate  on  that  low  Bench :  and  now  we  fcit, 
Admonished  thus,  the  sweet  hoar  eomiaf  oo. 
A  linnet  warbled  from  those  kStj  elms, 
A  thrush  sang  loud,  and  other  melodies, 
At  distance  heard,  peofded  the  milder  air. 
The  Old  Man  rose,  and,  with  a  aprigfatiy  miea 
Of  hopeful  preparation,  grasped  his  SfaiT: 
Together  casting  then  a  farewell  look 
Upon  those  silent  walls,  we  left  the  Shade; 
And,  ere  the  stars  were  visiUe,  had  reaefaei 
A  Village  Inn, — our  Evening  resting-pbea. 
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ARGUMENT. 

T^  Author  describes  his  travels  with  the  Wanderer,  whose  character  it  further  illustmted  —  Biorniny  i 
view  of  a  Village  Wake —  Wanderer's  account  of  a  Friend  whom  he  purposes  to  vi«t  —  View,  from  ao 
of  the  Valley  which  his  Friend  liad  chosen  for  his  retreat  —  feelings  of  the  Author  at  the  sight  of  it-^Sond  of 
Kinging  from  below — a  funeral  procession  —  Descent  into  the  Valley  —  Observaiioiis  drawn  fitNn  the  Wandocr  si 
sight  of  a  Book  accidentally  discovered  in  a  recess  in  the  Valley  —  Meeting  with  the  Wanderer's  fiiend,  the  SoiUvj 
—Wanderer's  description  of  the  mode  of  burial  in  this  mountainous  district  — Solitary  oontrasta  with  tl^ja,  tfastofiks 

Individual  carried  a  few  minutes  beibre  from  the  Cottage  —  Brief  conversation — The  Cottage  entered duuitiw 

of  the  Solitary's  apartment — repast  there  —  View  from  the  Window  of  two  mountain  sommils — and  the  Soiitvf^ 
description  of  the  Companionship  they  afibrd  him — account  of  the  departed  Iimiate  of  the  Cottage — desmplBBof 
a  grand  spectacle  upon  the  mountains,  with  its  efiect  upon  the  Solitary's  mind  — Quit  the  House. 


Iw  days  of  yore  how  fortunately  fared 

The  Minstrel !  wandering  on  from  Hall  to  Hall, 

Baronial  Court  or  Royal ;  cheered  with  gifts 

Munificent,  and  love,  and  Ladies'  praise ; 

Now  meeting  on  his  road  an  armed  Knight, 

Now  resting  with  a  Pilgrim  by  the  side 

Of  a  clear  brook;  —  beneath  an  Abbey's  roof 

One  evening  sumptuously  lodged ;  the  next 

Humbly  in  a  religious  Hospital ; 

Or  with  some  merry  Outlaws  of  the  wood ; 

Or  haply  shrouded  in  a  Hermit's  cell. 


Him,  sleeping  or  awake,  the  Robber  qiered ; 
He  walked  —  protected  from  the  sword  of  wir 
By  virtue  of  that  sacred  Instrament 
His  Harp,  suspended  at  the  Traveller's  side; 
His  dear  companion  wheresoe'er  he  went, 
Opening  from  I^and  to  Land  an  easy  way 
By  melody,  and  by  the  charm  of  veise. 
Yet  not  the  noblest  of  that  booonred  Race 
Drew  happier,  loftier,  more  empaarioned  thoofhti 
From  his  long  joumeyings  and  eventfid  life, 
Than  this  obscure  Itinerant  had  akiD 
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ranging  thiongh  the  tamer  ground 
•ur  oniroaginitiTe  daya; 
i  he  trod  the  earth  in  humblest  guiae 
with  hifl  burthen  and  hie  ataff ; 
when  free  to  move  with  lighter  pace. 

ider,  then,  if  I,  whose  fiivourite  School 
the  fields,  the  roads,  and  rural  lanes, 
this  Guide  with  reverential  love  1 
the  other  pleased,  we  now  pursued 
^7  —  beneath  fiivourable  skies. 
resoe*er  we  would,  he  was  a  light 
:  not  a  Hamlet  could  we  pass, 
louse,  that  did  not  yield  to  him 
inces ;  or  from  his  tongue  call  forth 
-beguiling  tale.    Nor  less  regard 
led  those  strains  of  apt  discourse, 
Lture*s  various  objects  might  inspire ; 
e  silence  of  his  face  I  read 
iwing  spirit    Birds  and  beasts, 
mte  fish  that  glances  in  the  stream, 
less  reptile  coiling  in  the  sun, 
ious  insect  hovering  in  the  air, 
lomestic,  and  the  household  dog, 
icious  mind  —  he  loved  them  all : 
its  acknowledging,  he  felt  for  all. 
icasion  given  me  to  perceive 
itilm  pleasures  of  the  pasturing  Herd 
cootemplatkm  soothed  his  walk ; 
loor  Brute's  condition,  finrced  to  run 
of  sufiering  in  the  public  road, 
3t !  all  too  often  smote  his  heart 
filing  pity.    Rich  in  love 
;  humanity,  he  was,  himself, 
Ifree  that  he  desired,  beloved, 
gs  and  smiles  we  met  with  all  day  long 
3  that  he  knew ;  we  took  our  seats 
L  cottage  hearth,  where  he  received 
me  of  an  Inmate  come  from  far. 
8  he  loth  to  enter  ragged  Huts, 
e  his  charity  was  blest ;  his  voice 
he  voice  of  an  experienced  Friend, 
times,  where  the  Poor  Man  held  dispute 
>wn  mind,  unable  to  subdue 
i  through  inaptnese  to  perceive 
stress  in  his  particular  lot; 
ing  resentment,  or  in  vain 
^  against  it,  wiUi  a  soul  perplexed, 
g  in  himself  no  steady  power 
lie  line  of  comfort  that  divides 
the  chastisement  of  Heaven 
njustice  of  our  brother  men ; 
ipeal  was  made  as  to  a  judge ; 
,  an  understanding  heart,  allayed 
bation ;  listened  to  the  plea ; 
be  dubious  point ;  and  sentence  gave 
3d,  80  applied,  that  it  was  heard 
ned  spirit  —  even  when  it  condemned. 


Such  interconne  I  witnened,  while  we  roved 
Now  as  his  choice  directed,  now  as  mine ; 
Or  both,  with  equal  readiness  of  will. 
Our  course  submitting  to  the  changeful  breeae 
Of  accident    But  when  the  rising  sun 
Had  three  times  called  us  to  renew  our  walk. 
My  Fellow-traveller,  with  earnest  voice. 
As  if  the  thought  were  but  a  moment  old. 
Claimed  absolute  dominion  for  the  day. 
We  started — and  he  led  towards  the  hills, 
Up  through  an  ample  vale,  with  higher  hills 
Before  us,  mountains  stem  and  desolate ; 
But,  in  the  majesty  of  distance,  now 
Set  ofi^  and  to  our  ken  appearing  fiiir 
Of  aspect,  with  aerial  softness  clad. 
And  beautified  with  morning's  purple  beams. 

The  Wealthy,  the  Luxurious,  by  the  stress 
Of  business  roused,  or  pleasure,  ere  their  time. 
May  roll  in  chariots,  or  provoke  the  hoofii 
Of  the  fleet  coursers  they  bestride,  to  raise 
From  earth  the  dust  of  morning,  slow  to  rise ; 
And  They,  if  blest  with  health  and  hearts  at  ease. 
Shall  lack  not  their  enjoyment :  —  but  how  faint 
Compared  with  ours !  who,  pacing  side  by  side. 
Could,  with  an  eye  of  leisure,  look  on  all 
That  we  beheld ;  and  lend  the  listening  sense 
To  every  grateful  sound  of  earth  and  air ; 
Pausing  at  will  — our  spirits  braced,  our  thoughts 
Pleasant  as  roses  hi  the  thickets  blown. 
And  pure  as  dew  bathing  their  crimson  leaves. 

Mount  slowly,  Sun !  that  we  may  journey  long. 
By  this  dark  hill  protected  firom  thy  beams ! 
Such  is  the  summer  Pilgrim's  firequent  wish ; 
But  quickly  from  among  our  morning  thoughts 
'T  was  chased  away :  for,  toward  the  western  side 
Of  the  broad  Vale,  casting  a  casual  glance, 
We  saw  a  throng  of  People ;  —  wherefore  met  ? 
Blithe  notes  of  music,  suddenly  let  loose 
On  the  thrilled  ear,  and  flags  uprising,  yield 
Prompt  answer :  they  proclaim  the  annual  Wake, 
Which  the  bright  season  favours.  —  Tabor  and  Pipe 
In  purpose  join  to  hasten  and  reprove 
The  laggard  Rustic ;  and  repay  with  boons 
Of  merriment  a  party-coloured  Knot, 
Already  formed  upon  the  Village  green. 
—  Beyond  the  limits  of  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  broad  hill,  glistened  upon  our  sight 
That  gay  Assemblage.    Round  them  and  above. 
Glitter,  with  dark  recesses  interposed. 
Casement,  and  cottage-roof,  and  stems  of  trees 
Half>veiled  in  vapoury  cloud,  the  silver  steam 
Of  dews  fast  melting  on  their  leafy  boughs 
By  the  strong  sunbeams  smitten.     Like  a  mast 
Of  gold,  the  Maypole  shines ;  as  if  the  rays 
Of  morning,  aided  by  exhalrog  dew, 
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With  grladaome  influence  could  re-animate 
The  &ded  garlands  dangling  from  its  sides. 

Said  If  "  The  music  and  the  sprightly  scene 
Invite  us ;  shall  we  quit  our  road,  and  join    . 
These  festive  matins  1'*— H»  replied,  ''Not  loth 
Here  would  I  linger,  and  with  you  partake, 
Not  one  hour  merely,  but  till  evening's  close, 
The  simple  pastimes  of  the  day  and  place. 
By  the  fleet  Racers,  ere  the  Sun  be  set. 
The  turf  of  yon  large  pasture  will  be  skimmed ; 
There,  too,  the  lusty  Wrestlers  shall  contend : 
But  know  we  not  that  he,  who  intermits 
The  appointed  task  and  duties  of  the  day. 
Untunes  full  oft  the  pleasures  of  the  day; 
Checking  the  finer  spirits  that  refuse 
To  flow,  when  purposes  are  lightly  changed  ? 
We  must  proceed  —  a  length  of  journey  yet 
Remains  untraced."    Then,  pointing  with  his  staff 
Raised  toward  those  craggy  summits,  his  intent 
He  thus  imparted. 

**  In  a  spot  that  lies 
Among  yon  mountain  fostnesses  concealed. 
You  will  receive,  before  the  hour  of  noon. 
Good  recompense,  I  hope,  for  this  day*s  toil — 
From  sight  of  One  who  lives  secluded  there. 
Lonesome  and  lost :  of  whom,  and  whose  past  life, 
(Not  to  forestall  such  knowledge  as  may  be 
More  faithfully  collected  from  himselQ 
This  brief  communication  shall  suffice. 


'*  Though  now  sojourning  there,  he,  like  myself. 

Sprang  from  a  stock  of  lowly  parentage 

Among  the  wilds  of  Scotland,  in  a  tract 

Where  many  a  sheltered  and  well-tended  plant 

Bears,  on  the  humblest  ground  of  social  life. 

Blossoms  of  piety  and  innocence. 

Such  grateful  promises  his  youth  displayed  : 

And,  having  shown  in  study  forward  zeal. 

He  to  the  Ministry  was  duly  called ; 

And  straight  incited  by  a  curious  mind 

Filled  with  vague  hopes,  he  undertook  the  charge 

Of  Chaplain  to  a  Military  Troop 

Cheered  by  the  Highland  Bagpipe,  as  they  marched 

In  plaided  vest,  —  his  Fellow-countrymen. 

This  Office  filling,  yet  by  native  power, 

And  force  of  native  inclination,  made 

An  intellectual  Ruler  in  the  haunts 

Of  social  vanity  —  he  walked  the  World, 

Gay,  and  afl^ecting  graceful  gaiety  ; 

Lax,  buoyant  —  less  a  Pastor  with  his  Flock 

Than  a  Soldier  among  Soldiers  —  lived  and  roamed 

Where  fortune  led :  — and  Fortune,  who  oft  proves 

The  careless  Wanderer's  Friend,  to  him  made  known 

A  blooming  Lady  —  a  conspicuous  Flower, 

Admured  for  beauty,  for  her  8weetne«  praised ; 


Whom  he  had  seiurihUitj  to  knre, 
Amlution  to  attempt,  and  skill  to 


''For  this  fair  Bride,  meet  rich  in  gifb  of  mini 
Nor  sparingly  endowed  with  worldly  wetlth, 
His  Office  he  relinquished ;  and  retired 
From  the  world's  notice  to  a  rural  Home. 
Youth's  season  yet  with  him  was  scarcely  put, 
And  she  was  in  youth's  prime.    How  full  their  js 
How  free  their  love !  nor  did  that  love  decay. 
Nor  joy  abate,  till,  pitiable  doom  ! 
In  the  short  course  of  one  nndreaded  year 
Death  blasted  alL  —  Death  suddenly  o'erthiew 
Two  lovely  Children — aU  that  they  possesKd! 
The  Mother  fbllowed :  —  miserably  bare 
The  one  Survivor  stood ;  he  wept«  be  prayed 
For  his  dismissal ;  day  and  night,  compelled 
By  pain  to  turn  his  thoughts  towards  the  giave^ 
And  face  the  regions  of  Eternity. 
An  uncomplaining  apathy  displaced 
This  anguish ;  and,  indiflerent  to  delight, 
To  aim  and  purpose,  he  consumed  his  days» 
To  private  interest  dead,  and  public  care. 
So  lived  be ;  so  he  might  have  died. 

''But  BOW, 

To  the  wide  world's  astonishment,  appeared 
A  glorious  opening,  the  unlooked-for  dawn. 
That  promised  everlasting  joy  to  France ! 
Her  voice  of  social  transport  reached  even  him! 
He  broke  from  his  contracted  bounds,  repaired 
To  the  great  City,  an  Emporium  then 
Of  golden  expectations,  and  receiving 
Freights  every  day  firom  a  new  world  of  hope. 
Thither  his  popular  talents  he  transferred; 
And,  from  the  Pulpit,  zealously  maintained 
The  cause  of  Christ  and  civil  liberty. 
As  one,  and  moving  to  one  glorioos  end. 
Intoxicating  service !  I  might  say 
A  happy  service ;  for  he  was  sincere 
As  vanity  and  fondness  for  applaose. 
And  new  and  shapeless  wishes,  would  aUow. 

"That  righteous  Cause  (such  power  hath  fntk 

bound, 
For  one  hostility,  in  friendly  league 
Ethereal  Natures  and  the  worst  of  Slaves; 
Was  served  by  rival  Advocates  that  came 
From  regions  opposite  as  heaven  and  helL 
One  courage  seemed  to  animate  them  all : 
And,  from  the  dazzling  conquests  daily  gained 
By  their  united  efforts,  there  arose 
A  proud  and  most  presumptuous  confidence 
In  the  transcendent  wisdom  of  the  age, 
And  her  discernment;  not  alone  in  rights, 
And  in  the  origin  and  bounds  of  power 
Social  and  temporal ;  but  in  laws  divine, 
Deduced  by  reason,  or  to  fiuth  refeded 
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reeninjf  trust  wm  rtind ;  and  fear 

alike  of  peraoo  and  of  thing. 

'om  this  union  apread,  whose  subtle  bane 

igest  did  not  easOy  escape ; 

what  wonder  I  took  a  mortal  taint 

11 1  trace  the  ehange»  how  bear  to  tell 

broke  fiiith  with  them  whom  he  had  laid 

I  dark  chamben^  with  a  Christian's  hope  1 

1  contempt  of  holy  writ 

degrees  upon  his  mind ;  and  hence 

I  that  Roman  Janus,  double>&ced ; 

pocrisy,  the  laughing,  gay 

y,  not  leagued  with  fear,  but  pride. 

rords  he  had  to  wheedle  simple  souls ; 

lisciples  of  the  inner  school, 

bm  was  old  servitude,  and  they 

!8t  whose  opinions  stooped  the  least 

a  restraints :  and  who  most  boldly  drew 

[>rognostications  from  a  creed, 

the  light  of  false  philosophy, 

ke  a  halo  round  a  misty  moon, 

^  its  circle  as  the  storms  advance. 

red  function  was  at  length  renounced ; 
y  day  and  every  place  enjoyed 
tackled  Layman's  natural  liberty ; 
nanners,  morals,  all  without  disguise, 
ivish  to  wrong  him ;  —  though  the  course 
« life  licentiously  displayed 
'ed  actions — planted  like  a  crown 
insolent  aspiring  brow 
HIS  notions —  worn  sb  open  signs 
lice  subdued  —  he  still  retained, 
1  abasement,  what  he  had  received 
are  —  an  intense  and  glowing  mind, 
■e,  when  humbled  Liberty  grew  weak, 
lal  sickness  on  her  face  appeared, 
red  objects  to  his  own  desire 
I  Lover's  passion.    Yet  his  moods 
vere  keen  as  those  of  better  men, 
ler — as  his  fortitude  was  less, 
ontinued,  when  worse  days  were  come, 
boot  his  sparkling  eloquence, 
[g  against  the  strange  reverse  with  zeal 
Mred  like  happiness ;  but,  in  despite 
is  outside  bravery,  within, 
iT  felt  encouragement  nor  hope : 
1  dignity,  and  strength  of  mind, 
.nting ;  and  simplicity  of  Life ; 
fence  for  himself;  and,  last  and  best, 
'  thoughts,  through  love  and  fear  of  Him 
tiose  sight  the  troubles  of  this  world 
as  billows  in  a  tossing  sea. 

iry  of  the  times  feding  away, 
idour,  which  had  given  a  festal  air 
iportance,  hallowed  it,  and  veiled 
own  aightv  —  this  gone,  he  forfeited 


All  joy  in  humsn  nature ;  was  consumed. 
And  vexed,  and  chafed,  by  levity  and  scorn. 
And  fruitless  indignation ;  galled  by  pride ; 
Made  desperate  by  contempt  of  Men  who  throve 
Before  his  sight  in  power  or  feme,  and  won. 
Without  desert,  what  he  iwired ;  weak  men, 
Too  weak  even  for  his  envy  or  his  hate  1 
Tormented  thus,  after  a  wandering  course 
Of  discontent,  and  inwardly  opprest 
With  malady  —  in  part,  I  fear,  provoked 
By  weariness  of  life,  he  fixed  his  Home, 
Or,  rather  say,  sate  down  by  very  chance. 
Among  these  rugged  hills;  where  now  he  dwells, 
And  wastes  the  sad  remainder  of  his  houra 
In  self-indulging  spleen,  that  doth  not  want 
Its  own  voluptuousness ;  —  on  this  resolved. 
With  this  content,  that  he  will  live  and  die 
Forgotten, — at  safe  distance  from  a  '  world 
Not  moving  to  his  mind.' " 

These  senous  woids 
Closed  the  preparatory  notices 
That  served  my  Fellow-traveller  to  beguile 
The  way,  while  we  advanced  up  that  wide  Vale. 
Diverging  now  (as  if  his  quest  had  been 
Some  secret  of  the  Mountains,  Cavern,  Fill 
Of  water — or  some  boastfel  Eminence, 
Renowned  for  splendid  prospect  far  and  wide) 
We  scaled,  without  a  track  to  ease  our  steps, 
A  steep  ascent ;  and  reached  a  dreary  plain, 
With  a  tumultuous  waste  of  huge  hill  tops 
Before  us ;  savage  region  !  which  I  paced 
Dispirited :  when,  all  at  once,  behold ! 
Beneath  our  feet,  a  little  lowly  Vale, 
A  lowly  Vale,  and  yet  uplifted  high 
Among  the  mountains ;  even  as  if  the  spot 
Had  been,  from  eldest  time  by  wish  of  theirs. 
So  placed,  to  be  shut  out  from  all  the  world ! 
Um-like  it  was  in  shape,  deep  as  an  Urn ;  , 

With  rocks  encompassed,  save  that  to  the  South 
Was  one  small  opening,  where  a  heath-clad  ridge 
Supplied  a  boundary  less  abrupt  and  close; 
A  quiet  treeless  nook,  with  two  green  fields, 
A  liquid  pool  that  glittered  in  the  sun. 
And  one  bare  Dwelling ;  one  Abode,  no  more ! 
It  seemed  the  home  of  poverty  and  toil, 
Thouffh  not  of  want:  the  little  fields,  made  green 
By  husbandry  of  many  thrifty  years. 
Paid  cheerful  tribute  to  the  moorland  House. 

There  crows  the  Cock,  single  in  his  domain : 

The  small  birds  find  in  spring  no  thicket  there 
To  shroud  them ;  only  from  the  neighbouring  Vales 
The  Cuckoo,  straggling  up  to  the  hill  tope, 
Shouleth  faint  tidings  of  some  gladder  place. 

Ah  !  what  a  sweet  Recess,  thought  I,  is  here » 
Instantly  throwing  down  my  limbs  at  ease 
Upon  a  bed  of  heath;  — fiill  many  a  spot 
Of  hidden  beauty  have  I  chanced  to 
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er  ona  likeihis; 
y  secure: 
la  green. 
(lialied  in  lUelf 
',s  Ihnt  life  rcquirea. 

were  this 
linlutl  scat, 
.e  breathing  world, 
;  peace  is  here 
a  by  Ihe  gate 
;  years  that  pfiM 
to  pay 
I  mortal  lile, 

tent  I  Isj 
I'omtade'B  aiiie, 
ri  out  tite  heart 
Bolornn  Voice, 
kilemn  sound, 
Inoumiul,  dec-p,  and  slow 
I  funeral  d  irge ! 
In  upon  the  Hut, 
liwhile  from  below 
litual  as  before ; 
1  recognise 
:    the   Grave   thy  tone   I 


-"Ood  n 


l|itly  breaking  (lilenci?, — 
I  peace  at  la«t I" 

e  holy  strains 

I'hind  Ihe  hut 

iiiFt,  with  which 
l)ong  the  eloping  i^ide 
la  Ihey  moved ; 
L  the  Men 
Inly  nllired  ! 

IB  advanced,  the  dirge 
s  tliat  ensued 
I  I  said,  "  You  spake, 
in  that  these  rites 

nlrude." — "1  did  so, 
y  learn  the  trulb: 
e  One  else, 
s  perfonned ; 
I  Solitude." 

I  descent 

Lnd  from  crag  to  crag, 
;  and,  as  the  lut 


or  that  o&^lopiag  Outlet,  dmppeaMi 
I,  more  impatient  in  my  downwud  c 
Had  landed  upon  Miy  gnand ;  ud  t 
.  Stood  waiting  tar  my  comiwle.  Whe 
'  An  object  that  enticed  nij  step*  aaid 
A  naiTow,  winding  Entry  opened  oat 
Into  a  platform — that  lay,  abeepAld- 
Enclosed  between  an  nprigfit  masa  o 
,  And  one  old  ntoaa-grown  waU;  —  aea 
And  ftncifijl !  For,  wber«  the  nek  a; 
'  Met  in  an  angle,  hung  a  pentlioDM, 
By  thrusting  two  rade  Btavea  into  tb 
I  And  overlayiag  Ibem  with  tnoimtam 
To  weatfaer-fend  a  little  tnrUailt  k 
Whereon  a  fiill-grown  man  tnigfat  nM 
I  The  burning  sunshine,  or  a  tranrient  i 
,  But  the  wbole  plainly  wrooglit  by  Cbi 
I  Whose  skill  had  thronged  th«  floor  wi 
I  Of  baby-houtes,  cnrioualy  arranged ; 
!  Nor  wanting  omaments  i^  walks  bet 
With  mimic  trees  inserted  in  tbe  ti 
1  And  ^rdens  interposed.  Pleased  w 
'  I  could  not  choose  bnt  beckoo  to  my  ( 
I  Who,  entering,  round  him  threw  a  ea 
'  Impatient  to  pass  on,  when  I  excUin 
"  Lo !  what  is  here  7"  and,  stooping  d 
I  A  Book,  that,  in  the  midst  of  atones  a 
I  And  wreck  of  party-coloured  earthea 
I  Aptly  disposed,  had  lent  its  help  to  n. 
'  One  of  those  petty  stmclnree.  "Giai 
'  The  Wanderer  cried,  "  it  cannot  bat  1 
I  And  lie  is  pone !"  The  Book,  which 
Had  opened  of  itself  (lor  it  was  awo 
,  With  searching  damp,  and  seemin^j 
To  the  injurious  elements  exposed 
I  From  week  to  week.)  1  found  to  be 
I  In  tlie  French  Tongue,  a  Novel  of ' 
I  Ilia  fiimous  Optimist  "  Unhappy  Mi 
I  Exclaimed  my  Friend  r  "  here  then  hi 
I  Retreat  within  retreat,  «  sheltering-i 
I  Within  how  deep  a  shelter  !  He  ha 
Evet)  to  the  last,  of  genuine  tendeni 
And  loved  the  haants  of  children :  be. 
Pleasing  and  pleased,  he  shared  their 
Or  sate  companionless;  and  here  th* 
Left  and  forgotten  in  bis  careless  wi 
Must  by  the  Cottage  Children  have  b> 
Heaven  bless  them,  and  their  incooeid 
To  what  odd  puipoee  have  the  Darlinf 
This  sad  Memorial  of  their  hapless  Fr 

"Sfe,"  said  I,  "most  doth  it  surpriae, 
!  Such  Book  in  such  a  place !" — "  A  Boi 
He  answered,  "  to  the  Person  suited  is 
Though  little  suited  to  snrroaadiag  thi 
"Tis  strange,  I^|MM|tf  ■tn'Ve'  sti 
.T«aM  Iba  U^       ^1 '*'  **•"" 
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>  poor  Shapheid,  ftr  firam  all  thb  wodd ! 
yat  enrand  luUh  been  Uuowa  aweyt 
theee  intimatione  I  ftrebode, 
diall  I  be — lea  §»  my  «lie  than  youn; 
t  of  all  ftr  Him  who  is  no  more.** 

Lbe  Book  was  in  the  Old  Man's  band ; 
oootinued,  glancing  on  the  leaves 
f  scorn ;  ^  The  Lover,**  said  he,  "  doomed 
vhen  hope  hath  &iled  him — whom  no  depth 
;y  is  deep  enough  to  hide, 
his  bracelet  or  his  lock  of  hair, 
is  joy  to  him.    When  change  of  times 
imoned  Elings  to  scaffi>lds,  do  but  give 
iful  Servant,  who  most  hide  his  head 
th  in  whatsoever  nook  he  may, 
ef  sprinkled  with  his  Master's  blood, 

00  hath  his  comforter.    How  poor, 
dl  poverty  how  destitute, 

t  Man  have  been  left,  who,  hither  driven, 
'  seeking,  could  yet  bring  with  him 
r  relique,  and  no  better  stay, 
s  dull  product  of  a  Scoffer's  pen, 
onceits  discharging  ftom  a  heart 

1  by  impious  pride !  —  I  did  not  fear 
Ml  with  this  journey ;"  —  mildly  said 
"able  Friend,  as  forth  we  stepped 
iresence  of  the  cheerful  light  — 

ive  knowledge  that  you  do  not  shrink 
ring  spectacles;  —  but  let  us  on." 

ing,  on  he  went,  and  at  the  word 

d,  till  he  made  a  sudden  stand: 

Q  view,  approaching  through  a  gate 

aed  from  the  enclosure  of  green  fields 

rough  uncultivated  ground, 

le  Man  whom  he  had  fancied  dead ! 

rom  his  deportment,  mien,  and  dress, 

:ould  be  no  other ;  a  pale  face, 

id  meagre  person,  in  a  garb 

jC,  dull  and  faded  like  himself! 

IS  not,  though  distant  but  few  steps ; 

as  busy,  dealing,  from  a  store 

»road  leaf  carried,  choicest  strings 

pe  currants;  gift  by  which  he  strove, 

ermixture  of  endearing  words, 

3  a  Child,  who  walked  beside  him,  weeping 

^onsolate.  —  "  They  to  the  Grave 

ing  him,  my  little  One,"  he  said, 

dark  pit ;  but  he  will  feel  no  pain ; 

is  at  rest,  his  soul  in  Heaven." 

rht  have  followed — but  my  honoured  Friend 
upon  the  Speaker  with  a  frank 
ial  greeting.  —  Vivid  was  the  light 
bed  and  sparkled  from  the  Other's  eyes; 
Jl  fire:  the  sickness  from  his  fiice 


Passed  like  a  fimcy  that  is  swvpt  away ; 

Hands  jomed  he  with  his  Visitant, — a  grasps 

An  eager  grasp;  and  many  moments'  space. 

When  the  first  glow  of  pleaanre  was  no  more, 

And  much  of  what  had  vanished  was  returned. 

An  amicable  mile  retained  the  life 

Which  it  had  unexpectedly  raeeif  ed. 

Upon  his  hollow  cheeL    "  How  kind,**  he  said, 

**  Nor  oould  your  coming  have  been  better  timed ; 

For  this,  yon  see,  is  in  our  narrow  world 

A  day  of  sorrow.    I  have  here  a  Charge,** 

And  speaking  thus,  he  patted  tenderly    . 

The  sun-burnt  forehead  of  the  weeping  Child  — 

"  A  little  Mourner,  whom  it  is  my  task 

To  comfort; — but  how  came  Yet  —  if  yon  track 

(Which  doth  at  once  befiiend  ns  and  betray) 

Conducted  hither  your  most  welcome  feet. 

Ye  could  not  miss  the  Funeral  Train  —  they  yet 

Have  scarcely  disappeared.**    «*  This  blooming  Child,** 

Said  the  Old  Man,  '^  is  of  an  age  to  weep 

At  any  grave  or  solemn  spectacle. 

Inly  distressed  or  overpowered  with  awe. 

He  knows  not  why ; — but  he,  perchance,  this  day 

Is  shedding  Orphan*s  teara;  and  you  yourself 

Must  have  sustained  a  loss.**  — **  The  hand  of  Death," 

He  answered,  "  has  been  here ;  but  could  not  well 

Have  fallen  more  lightly,  if  it  had  not  fallen 

Upon  myself** — The  Other  left  these  words 

Unnoticed,  thus  continuing.— 

"From  yon  Crag, 
Down  whose  steep  sides  we  dropped  into  the  vole, 
We  heard  the  hymn  they  sang — a  solemn  sound 
Heard  any  where,  but  in  a  place  like  this 
'T  is  more  than  human !    Many  precious  rites 
And  customs  of  our  rural  ancestry 
Are  gone,  or  stealing  from  us;  this,  I  hope, 
Will  last  for  ever.    Often  have  I  stopped 
When  on  my  way,  I  could  not  choose  but  stop, 
So  much  I  felt  the  awflilness  of  Life, 
In  that  one  moment  when  the  Corse  is  lifted 
In  silence,  with  a  hush  of  decency. 
Then  from  the  threshold  moves  with  song  of  peace. 
And  confidential  yearnings,  to  its  home. 
Its  final  home  in  earth.     What  traveller —  who  — 
(How  far  soe'er  a  Stranger)  does  not  own 
The  bond  of  brotherhood,  when  he  sees  them  go, 
A  mute  Procession  on  the  houseless  road ; 
Or  passing  by  some  single  tenement 
Or  clustered  dwellings,  where  again  they  raise 
The  monitory  voice  1    But  most  of  all 
It  touches,  it  confirms,  and  elevates. 
Then,  when  the  Body,  soon  to  be  consigned 
Ashes  to  atthcs,  dust  bequeathed  to  dust, 
Is  raised  from  the  church-aisle,  and  forward  borne 
j  Upon  tlie  shouldera  of  the  next  in  love, 
The  nearest  in  affection  or  in  blood ; 
Yea,  by  the. very  Moumen  who  had  knelt 
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slid 

1  hc&d^ 
t<  Pialmin's  mournrul  plaint, 
itLire  Hhich  declarM 
e  nlinll  nil  be  changed! 
e  likewise  msj'  h«ve  aecn  — 
|-  BrotKera  tide  by  aide, 

ing  tlie  verted  Priciit, 

>'n»!lp88  Woifrllt, 

shrink,  and  undc-r  wliicb 
e  lowatda  t)ii>  ^ravo 
',  n-iiii  their  tirm 
suJTors  moU 
lifdly  perhaps 

nilaiinted  eye ! 
live  Bud  die  lilie  these, 
with  Bijcli  Borrow  mourned !" 

I  Iicnco  itwlay,"  replied 
rcn^ic  sniile 
niiiyt  Im>  ilpemed,  I  fear, 

^itliout  eiich  p.>mp 

II  pivnn 
^i(  fortiludp. 

h  ]ie  lived,  and  mark! 
>urn  his  one  tibort  hoiir, 
cniily  tribute!  yet, 
>itv<:  ttic  sisht  of  men, 
liim  upon  Uicir  care, 
1  the  dcecrt  tiillif 
r  il."     At  this 
li  to  speak,  aiul  said, 
all  a  bind 
n  inch  a  place 
Inethinkj,  lote  si^rht 
■'•TwaB  not  for  love," 
irith  a  careleM  roice  — 
(ilhf^r  have  I  found 
e  power  of  *peccb, 
e  OS  ia  here, 
la  to  change 
iry  fiist  reeoke." 
rclesa  sort,  he  nid 
,  —  "  Pity  't  is 
lide  you  to  this  houae 
luld  you  have  seen 
a  Solitude, 
Ihollowed  out  to  be 


matter  this! 
remembrance  too 
zeklous  fViend 
s  life,  I  novr 
pec;  undeletrcd 
1  puri!  courac. 


'  And  that  leapect  and  tielereoca  whkl 
j  May  birly  cUim,  by  niggard  age  eoi 
'  In  what  she  ?aliiea  moBt — the  lore  i 
{  And  hia  fi«il  creature  Man; —  but  ye  i 

I  talk — and  ye  are  atanding  in  tbeio 

WithoDt  r 


Baying  this. 
Towards  the  Cottage ;  —  botaely  was 
And,  to  my  fe«lug,  era  we  rsMhod  th 
Had  alnioat  a  fbrbtdding  nekediMM; 
Irf>s8  fair,  I  grant,  ereo  painfally  laaa 
Than  it  appeared  when  fhan  the  bertl 
We  had  looked  down  upco  iL  All  wi 
Ah  left  by  the  departed  company. 
Was  silent ;  and  the  aolitat;  clock 
Ticked,  as  t  thought,  with  melancholj 
Following  our  Guide,  we  clorab  the  a 
And  reached  a  small  apartment  dark  i 
\Vhich  waa  no  sooner  entered  than  oa 
Said  gaily,  "  This  is  toy  doontn,  my  c 
My  hermits^  my  cabin,  —  what  yon 
1  love  il  better  than  a  snail  hia  booae. 
But  now  Ye  shall  be  feasted  with  oar 
So,  with  more  ardour  than  an  unripe  | 
!  Left  one  day  niistreaa  of  her  mother** 
He  went  about  his  hospitable  task. 
My  eyes  were  busy,  and  my  thoughia 
And  pleased  I  looked  upon  my  gray-hi 
As  if  to  thank  him  i  he  returned  that 
Chi.<ercd,  plainly,  and  yet  serious.  V 
Had  wp  around  us!  scattered  was  the 
And,  in  like  sort,  chair,  window-seal,  i 
With  books,  map«,  fossils,  withered  pit 
I  And  tufts  of  mountain  moss:  mechaai 
I  IjAy  intermixed  with  scraps  of  paper, 
!  Scribbled  with  verse:  a  broken  anglri 
!  And  shattered  telescope,  together  link 
I  By  cobwebs,  stood  within  a  dusty  nooi 
And  instruments  of  music,  some  half- 
SiHne  in  disgrace,  hung  dangling  Atmi 
'  —  But  rpeedily  the  promise  was  fulfill 
I  A  feast  before  us,  sikI  a  courteous  Has 
Invitine  us  in  glee  to  sit  and  eat 
A  napkin,  white  aa  fiiam  of  that  rougl 
By  which  it  bad  been  bleached,  o'ersp 
And  was  itself  half-covered  with  a  loi 
Of  dainties,  —  oaten  bread,  curd,  chee 
And  cakes  of  butler  curiously  embcMse 
Butter  that  bad  imbibed  fnxn  meadow- 
A  golden  hue,  delicate  ta  their  own. 
Faintly  reflected  in  a  Imgering  strea 
I  Nor  lacked,  fbr  more  delight  on  that  a 
;  Our  Table,  small  parade  of  garden  ft 
And  whortle-berriea  from  the  raonDtai] 
I  The  Child,  who  long  ere  this  had  atilli 
I  Waa  now  a  heIp|MM4taCdnifbrter, 
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d»  a  willing  PBg6»  as  he  was  bid, 
\g  toour  need, 

Infp^iial  mood, 
oar  paslonl  banquet  thua  we  nte 
the  window  of  that  little  Cell, 
lot,  ever  and  anon,  forbear 
3  an  upward  look  on  two  hoge  Peaks, 
1  some  other  vale  peered  into  this, 
iisty  Twina,^  exclaimed  our  boat,  **  if  here 
our  lot  to  dwell,  would  aoon  become 
ed  Companiona.  —  Many  are  the  notes 
1  hia  tuneful  course,  the  wind  draws  forth 
cs,  woods,  caverns,  heaths,  and  dashing  shores ; 
those  lofty  Brethren  bear  their  part 
Id  concert — chiefly  when  the  storm 
h ;  then  all  the  upper  air  they  fill 
ring  aound,  that  ceases  not  to  flow, 
ke,  along  the  level  of  the  blast, 
r  current;  theirs,  too,  is  the  song 
3  and  headlong  flood  that  seldom  fails ; 
le  grim  and  breathless  hour  of  noon, 
that  I  have  heard  them  echo  back 
der*s  greeting :  —  nor  have  Nature's  laws 
I  ungifled  with  a  power  to  yield 
finer  tone ;  a  harmony, 
ill  it,  though  it  be  the  hand 
e,  though  there  be  no  voice ;  —  the  clouds, 
» the  shadows,  light  of  golden  suns, 
if  moonlight,  all  come  thither — touch, 
!  an  answer — thither  come,  and  shape 
ge  not  unwelcome  to  sick  hearts 
spirits :  —  there  the  sun  himself, 
ilm  close  of  summer's  longest  day, 
substantial  Orb ;  —  between  those  heights 
le  top  of  either  pinnacle, 
^nly  than  elsewhere  in  night's  blue  vault, 
he  Stars,  as  of  their  station  proud. 
I  are  not  busier  in  the  mind  of  man 
mute  Agents  stirring  there :  —  alone 
[  sit  and  watch.  — 

A  fall  of  voice, 
i  like  the  Nightingale's  last  note, 
cely  closed  this  high-wrought  Rhapsody, 

inviting  smile  the  Wanderer  said, 
r  the  Tale  with  which  you  threatened  us !" 
1  the  threat  escaped  me  unawares ; 
le  tale  tire  you,  let  this  challenge  stand 
ixcaae.    Dissevered  from  mankind, 
ir  eyes  and  thoughts  we  must  have  seemed 
)  looked  down  upon  us  from  the  crag, 

of  a  stormy  mountain  sea, 

not  so ;  —  perpetually  we  touch 

i  vulgar  ordinance  of  the  world, 

whom  this  our  Cottage  hath  to-day 

shed,  lived  dependent  for  his  bread 

)  laWb  of  poblic  charity. 
8W 


The  HousewiftB,  tempted  by  mch  slender  gains 
As  might  from  that  occasion  be  distilled. 
Opened,  as  she  before  had  done  for  me. 
Her  doors  to  admit  this  homeless  Pensioner; 
The  portion  gave  of  coarse  but  wholesome  flue 
Which  appetite  required — a  blind  dull  nook 
Such  as  she  had  —  the  kennel  of  his  rest! 
This,  in  itself  not  ill,  would  yet  have  been 
Hi  borne  in  earlier  life,  but  his  was  now 
The  still  contentedness  of  seventy  years. 
Calm  did  he  sit  beneath  the  wide-spread  tree 
Of  his  old  age ;  and  yet  less  calm  and  meek. 
Willingly  meek  or  venerably  calm. 
Than  slow  and  torpid ;  paying  in  this  wise 
A  penalty,  if  penalty  it  were, 
For  spendthrift  feats,  excesses  of  his  prime. 
I  loved  the  Old  Man,  for  I  pitied  him ! 
A  task  it  was,  I  own,  to  hold  discourse 
With  one  so  slow  in  gathering  up  his  thoaghti^ 
But  he  was  a  cheap  pleasure  to  my  eyes ; 
Mild,  inofibnsive,  ready  in  hie  way. 
And  helpful  to  his  utmost  power :  and  there 
Our  Housewife  knew  full  well  what  she  possessed ! 
He  was  her  Vassal  of  all  labour,  tilled 
Her  garden,  from  the  pasture  fetched  her  Kine ; 
And,  one  among  the  orderly  array 
Of  Hay-makers,  beneath  the  burning  sun 
Maintained  his  place ;  or  heedfully  pursued 
His  course,  on  errands  bound,  to  other  vales. 
Leading  sometimes  an  inexperienced  Child, 
Too  young  for  any  profitable  task. 
So  moved  he  like  a  Shadow  that  performed 
Substantial  service.     Mark  me  now,  and  learn 
For  what  reward !    The  Moon  her  monthly  round 
Hath  not  completed  since  our  Dame,  the  Queen 
Of  this  one  cottage  and  this  lonely  dale, 
Into  my  little  sanctuary  rushed  — 
Voice  to  a  rueful  treble  humanized. 
And  features  in  deplorable  dismay.  — 
I  treat  the  matter  lightly,  but,  alas ! 
It  is  roost  serious :  persevering  rain 
Had  Allien  in  torrents ;  all  the  mountain  tops 
Were  hidden,  and  black  vapours  coursed  their  sides; 
This  had  I  seen,  and  saw ;  but,  till  ahe  spake. 
Was  wholly  ignorant  that  my  ancient  Friend, 
Who  at  her  bidding,  early  and  alone. 
Had  clomb  aloft  to  delve  the  moorland  turf 
For  winter  fuel,  to  his  noontide  meal 
Returned  not,  and  now,  haply,  on  the  Heights 
I^y  at  the  mercy  of  this  raging  storm. 
'  Inhuman  V  —  said  I,  *  was  an  Old  Man's  life 
Not  worth  the  trouble  of  a  thought  1  — alas ! 
This  notice  comes  too  late.'    With  joy  I  saw 
Her  Husband  enter  ^flrom  a  distant  Vale. 
We  sallied  forth  together;  found  the  tools 
Which  the  neglected  Veteran  had  dropped. 
But  through  all  quarters  looked  for  him  in  vaht 
,  We  shouted — but  no  answer  I   Darkness  fell 
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Withoat  remission  of  the  blast  or  shower, 

And  fears  for  oar  own  safety  drove  us  home. 

I,  who  weep  little,  did,  I  will  confess, 

The  moment  I  was  seated  here  alone, 

Honour  my  little  Cell  with  some  few  tears 

Which  anger  and  resentment  could  not  dry. 

All  night  the  storm  endured  ;  and,  soon  as  help 

Had  been  collected  from  the  neighbouring  Vale, 

With  morning  we  renewed  our  quest :  the  wind 

Was  fallen,  the  rain  abated,  but  the  hills 

Lay  shrouded  in  impenetrable  mist ; 

And  long  and  hopelessly  we  sought  in  vain. 

Till,  chancing  on  that  lofty  ridge  to  pass 

A  heap  of  ruin,  almost  without  walls. 

And  wholly  without  roof,  (the  bleached  remains 

Of  a  small  Chapel,  where,  in  ancient  time. 

The  Peasants  of  these  lonely  valleys  used 

To  meet  for  worship  on  that  central  height)  — 

We  there  espied  the  Object  of  our  search. 

Lying  full  three  parts  buried  among  tufls 

Of  heath-plant,  under  and  above  him  strewn. 

To  baffle,  as  he  might,  the  watery  storm : 

And  there  we  found  him  breathing  peaceably. 

Snug  as  a  child  that  hides  itself  in  sport 

*Mid  a  green  hay-cock  in  a  sunny  field. 

We  spake  —  he  made  reply,  but  would  not  stir 

At  our  entreaty ;  less  from  want  of  power 

Than  apprehension  and  bewildering  thoughta 

So  was  he  lifted  gently  from  the  ground. 

And  with  their  fVeight  the  Shepherds  homeward  moved 

Through  the  dull  mist,  I  following — when  a  step, 

A  single  step,  that  freed  me  from  the  skirts 

Of  the  blind  vapour,  opened  to  my  view 

Glory  beyond  all  glory  ever  seen 

By  waking  sense  or  by  the  dreaming  soul ! 

The  appearance,  instantaneously  disclosed. 

Was  of  a  mighty  City  —  boldly  say 

A  wilderness  of  building,  sinking  far 

And  self-withdrawn  into  a  wondrous  depth. 

Far  sinking  into  splendour — without  end ! 

Fabric  it  seemed  of  diamond  and  of  gold. 

With  alabaster  domes,  and  silver  spires. 

And  blazing  terrace  upon  terrace,  high 

Uplifted ;  here,  serene  pavilions  bright. 

In  avenues  disposed ;  there  towers  begirt 

With  battlements  that  on  their  restless  fronts 

Bore  stars  —  illumination  of  all  gems! 

By  earthly  nature  had  the  effect  been  wrought 

Upon  the  dark  materials  of  the  storm 

Now  pacified ;  on  them,  and  on  the  coves 

And  mountain-steeps  and  summits,  whereunto 

The  vapours  had  receded,  taking  there 

Their  station  under  a  cerulean  sky. 


Oh,  't  was  an  unimaginable  mght ! 
Clouds,  mists,  streams,  watery  rocks  and  emeimld 
Clouds  of  all  tincture,  rocks  and  sapphire  sky. 
Confused,  commingled,  matually  inflamed. 
Molten  together,  and  composing  thus, 
Each  lost  in  each,  that  marvellous  array 
Of  temple,  palace,  citadel,  and  huge 
Fantastic  pomp  of  structure  withoat  name, 
In  fleecy  folds  voluminous,  enwrapped. 
Right  in  the  midst,  where  interspace  appeared 
Of  open  court,  an  object  like  a  throne 
Beneath  a  shining  canopy  of  state 
Stood  fixed ;  and  fixed  resemblances  were  seen 
To  implements  of  ordinary  use. 
But  vast  in  size,  in  substance  glorified ; 
Such  as  by  Hebrew  Prophets  were  beheld 
In  vision  —  forms  uncouth  of  mightiest  power 
For  admiration  and  mysterious  awe. 
Below  me  was  the  earth ;  this  little  Vale 
Lay  low  beneath  my  feet;  ^twas  visiUe — 
I  saw  not,  but  I  felt  that  it  was  there. 
That  which  I  saio  was  the  revealed  abode 
Of  spirits  in  beatitude :  my  heart 
Swelled  in  my  breast  —  *  I  have  been  dead,*  I  m 
*  And  now  I  live !  Oh !  wherefore  do  I  live  V 
And  with  that  pang  I  prayed  to  be  no  more!^ 
—  But  I  forget  our  Charge,  as  utterly 
I  then  forgot  him :  —  there  I  stood  and  gated; 
The  apparition  &ded  not  away. 
And  I  descended.  —  Having  reached  the  HooH^ 
I  found  its  rescued  Inmate  safely  lodged, ' 
And  in  serene  possession  of  himself; 
!  Beside  a  genial  fire ;  that  seemed  to  spread 
I  A  gleam  of  comfort  o*er  his  pallid  fiice. 
I  Great  show  of  joy  the  Housewife  made,  and  tnl; 

,  Was  glad  to  find  her  conscience  set  at  ease; 

I 

'  And  not  less  glad,  for  sake  of  her  good  nanH", 
That  the  poor  Sufi^erer  had  escaped  with  life. 
But,  though  he  seemed  at  first  to  have  receii'sJ 

I  No  harm,  and  uncomplaining  as  before 
Went  through  his  usual  tasks,  a  silent  cbaiure 
Soon  showed  itself;  he  lingered  three  short  weeb 

And  from  the  Cottage  hath  been  borne  to^ij. 

I 

"  So  ends  my  dolorous  Tale,  and  glad  I  am 
That  it  is  ended.*'    At  these  words  he  turned— 
And,  with  blithe  air  of  open  fellowship, 
Brought  from  the  Cupboard  wine  and  stouter  cM 
Like  one  who  would  be  merry.     Seeing  this, 
My  gray-haired  Friend  said  courteously — **Ntj,i 
You  have  regaled  us  as  a  Hermit  ought; 
Now  let  us  forth  into  the  sun  !**  —  Our  Host 
Rose,  though  reluctantly,  and  forth  we  went 
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BOOK   THE   THIRD 


DESPONDENCY. 


ARGUMENT. 

in  the  ValUy — Anochef  ReoMi  in  it  entered  and  deeeribed  —  Wanderer*!  fwwmionf —  Solituy'i  eidlad 
le  oigecta  —  Contrait  between  theae  —  Deapondency  of  the  Solitaiy  gently  repfored — ConTemlion  ex- 
le  Solitaiy'a  peat  and  preaent  opinkxia  and  ieelioga,  till  he  enteia  upon  hia  own  Hiatoiy  at  length — Hia 
»lidty— affictiona— dqection— rouaed  by  the  French  ReTolution — Dinppointment  and  diigoat — Voy- 
eri^ — diaappoinfment  and  diignat  ponrae  him— hit  return — Hii  languor  and  depreawn  of  mind,  fiom 
ith  m  the  great  trotba  of  Religion,  and  want  of  con6denoe  in  tho  Tiitue  of  M^tikin^^ 


jc— a  litUe  tinkling  Rill  — 
ons,  wheeling  on  the  wing, 
gitation^  round  the  crest 
their  airy  Citadel  — 
11  of  these  the  pensive  ear 
in  the  silence  that  ensued, 
the  Cottage-threshold  we  had  passed, 
lin  that  lonesome  Valley,  stood 
Death  the  concave  of  a  blue 
sky.  —  Anon !  exclaimed  our  Host, 
dispersing  with  the  taunt 
liscontent  which  on  his  brow 
—  "  Ye  have  left  my  cell,  —  but  see 
ems  you  in  with  friendly  arms  ! 
Ip  ye  are  my  Prisoners  stilL 
r  shall  I  lead  you  ?  —  how  contrive, 
limoniously  endowed, 
hours,  which  yet  remain,  may  reap 
Qse  of  knowledge  or  delight?** 
ad  he  looked,  as  if  perplexed ; 
i  those  doubts,  my  gray-haired  Friend 
we  take  this  pathway  for  our  guide  ?  — 
els,  as  if,  in  summer  heats, 
It  been  fashioned  by  the  flock 
]ge  seeking  at  the  root 
few-tree ;  whose  protruded  boughs 
^er  bosom  of  the  crag, 
le  draws  her  meagre  sustenance, 
lodbus  shelter  may  we  rest, 
this  Streamlet  to  his  source ; 
98  with  an  earthly  sound, 
IS  may  bring  us  to  the  spot 
crowned  with  flowerets  and  green  herbs, 


The  mountain  Infant  to  the  son  oomes  forth. 
Like  human  Life  from  darkness.**  —  A  quick  turn 
Through  a  strait  passage  of  encumbered  ground. 
Proved  that  such  hope  was  vain : — for  now  we  stood 
Shut  out  from  iNX)epect  of  the  open  Vale, 
And  saw  the  water,  that  composed  this  Rill, 
Descending,  disembodied,  and  diffused 
0*er  the  smooth  surface  of  an  ample  Crag, 
Lofty,  and  steep,  and  naked  as  a  Tower. 
All  further  progress  here  was  barred ;  —  And  who, 
Thought  I,  if  master  of  a  vacant  hour. 
Here  would  not  linger,  willingly  detained  ? 
Whether  to  such  wild  objects  he  were  led 
When  copious  rains  have  magnified  the  stream 
Into  a  loud  and  white-robed  Waterfall, 
Or  introduced  at  this  more  quiet  time. 

Upon  a  semicirque  of  turf-clad  ground. 

The  hidden  nook  discovered  to  our  view 

A  mass  of  rock,  resembling,  as  it  lay 

Right  at  the  foot  of  that  moist  precipice, 

A  stranded  Ship,  with  keel  upturned,  —  that  rests 

Fearless  of  winds  and  waves.    Three  several  Stones 

Stood  near,  of  smaller  size,  and  not  unlike 

To  monumental  pillars:  and  from  these 

Some  little  space  disjoined,  a  pair  were  seen. 

That  with  united  shoulders  bore  aloft 

A  Fragment,  like  an  Altar,  flat  and  smooth : 

Barren  the  tablet,  yet  thereon  appeared 

A  tall  and  shining  Holly,  that  had  found 

A  hospitable  chink,  and  stood  upright, 

As  if  inserted  by  some  human  hand  • 

In  mockery,  to  wither  in  the  sun, 
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t  before  t  breese, 

{itt  no  breeze  did  now 
low  ippcnred  no  trace 
r  Uiat  descended, 
I  ftatrier  of  Bleep  rock, 
ike  a  breath  of  air, 
eetn,  snd  hardly  seen, 
■aai  of  1  ciyslal  lake. 

r  Sages  built, 

my  !"— Praise  to  this  c^ct 
Old  Maa'e  reverend  lip; 
iJirncd.  ind  said, 
'  fsmilmr  privileife, 
wealth  whicli  is  your  own. 
ml  Ktonet,  methinkR,  I  see 
>s  iiiipresa  that  belongs 
°iinl  wcifk :  they  bear 
I  of  povtet  intelligent, 
!n.|lj-  wiim  BWiy. 
t'ler  faced  the  wind, 
i-iidcr  Shrub  looks  forth 
'l>-pl.-.ci?!     And  I  own, 

liofr  of  Man, 

Liirr  nrm  than  now  prevails, 
>i  il.'sceiMis  into  the  gulf 
rid  lo  !  while  in  tliis  Strait 
■  thy  nliovo  my  hosd 

i;1l>ui1s  lo  occupy, 
ul  rnihtT  »n  Abyss 
ii;:  Slnrs  abidt^; 
!i.  itiid   boundless  depth,  miglit 

»k  fiir  tliem  by  day. 
!  from  the  stately  towers, 

i.iiiH  )iuiid  of  human  art 

.,  tlint  liare  fiir  thee 
nine  auil  find  •  Lod^ 

n'swri  fiir  holier  peace,— 
iiirv  TIhmi,  through  height  < 

nter  Truth  shall  lead; 
d-i.' "■<-»,  until  the  scale 
p  iVaiure  disappear, 


^■■titti's  of  the  fcene; 
itini  lonely  Vtta 
I  tliiw  f\mke  — 


I  -I* 

Hereafter,  not  eMa^iv  aelf-rei 
I  If  fioin  mj  poor  Retinnent  jt 
Lcaring  thii  Nook  nnviaitad:  I 
Your  unexpected  presence  bid 
Uy  cpirits,  that  they  were  heni 
And,  like  an  udent  Hunter,  1 
Or,  shall  I  eay! — disdained,  thi 
At  my  own  door.  Tbe  shapes  I 
And  their  imngement,  dcabtlei 
The  sport  of  Natare,  aided  Iqr  h 
Rudely  to  mock  the  works  of  I0 
And  hence,  thi*  upright  Shaft  ol 
Front  FVocy,  willing  to  set  off 
By  sounding  Titles,  bath  acqou 
Of  Poinpey's  Pillar;  that  I  gn 
My  Tliebaa  Obelisk;  and,  then 
A  Dniid  Cromlech  1  —  thus  I  1 
The  aotiquariaa  bunKmr,  and  ■ 
To  skim  along  the  surfices  of 
Beguiling  harmlessly  the  liMlei 
But  if  the  spirit  be  opprened  1 
Of  instability,  revolt,  decay. 
And  change,  and  emptiness,  thei 
And  her  blind  helper  Chance,  dc 
To  quicken,  and  to  aggrarate — 
Pity  and  scorn,  and  melaachdy 
Not  loss  than  that  huge  PUe  (th 
Of  mortal  power  nnquestioaably 
Whose  boory  Disdem  of  penden 
Confines  the  ehrill-foiced  wbiriH 
'  Eililyin};  witbin  its  vast  circomf 
lUn  ir^aruin's  nuked  plain;  — tbi 
j  Of  K^rypt,  unBubierted,  undissd 
Or  Syriii's  marble  Ruins  tower 
I  Above  the  sandy  Desnrt,  in  the 
or  sun  or  moon.  —  Forgive  me. 
That  an  appearance  which  hath 
To  an  exalted  pitch  (the  self-san 
Different  effect  producing)  is  fo 
Frauglil  rather  with  depressKHi 
Though  shame  it  were,  oguld  I  E 
By  the  reflection  of  your  pleaiur 
Yet  happier  in  my  judgment,  en 
Willi  your  hrigbt  tranaports  ftirl 
The  wandering  Herbalist,  —  wbi 
Prom  vain,  and,  that  worse  evil. 
Casts,  if  he  ever  chance  lo  ent 
Upon  these  uncouth  Forms  a  s] 
Of  Iransitory  interest,  and  peepi 
For  some  rare  Floweret  of  the  fa 
Of  craggy  Ibuntab  i  what  he  ho| 
Or  learns,  at  least,  that 't  is  not  t 
Then,  keen  and  eager,  as  ■  fine-i 
By  soul-engrossing  instinct  drive 
Through  wood  or  open  fiehl,  the 
Departi^  intmyuDa  his  onwui 
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ir*wuidiiei^  to  46601 1, 

,  (yoa  wmj  tnc6  hum  oft 

t  activity  hu  l6ft 

id  pathways, though,  thank  Hoavea! 

6port8  not  of  his  hand) 

et  hammer  smites  the  edge 

•r  prominent  slone,  disfoised 

or  cnisted  o*er  fay  Nature 

wths — detaehing  by  the  stroke 

— to  resolfe  liis  doubts; 

idy  answer  satisfied, 

ises  by  some  barbarous  name, 

r  from  the  ftagments  picks 

laply  interveined 

ineral,  or  should  crystal  cube 

-and  thinks  himself  enriched, 

abtiess  wiser,  than  before ! 

icb  to  his  pursuit, 

both  from  hill  to  hUl 

e  them,  speed  from  clime  to  clime ; 

-no  pain  is  in  tbeir  sport** 

iterposing,  **  One  is  near, 

ossess  in  your  esteem 

II  of  envy.    May  I  name, 

hat  fair-faced  Cottage-boy  1 

ipil  of  the  lowest  Form, 

Jce  in  the  School  of  Art ! 

)d  from  the  open  Glen, 

oticed,  busily  engaged, 

lands,  —  in  mending  the  defects 

:  of  a  leaky  dam, 

g  this  penurious  stream 

mill  (that  new-made  plaything) 

the  happiest  he  of  all  !** 

nswered  the  desponding  Man, 
he  is,  he  might  remain  ! 
Imagination  high 
?  what  profits  all  that  Earth, 

Vault,  is  suffered  to  put  forth 
urement,  for  the  Soul 
d  track  of  life,  and  soar 
a  yielding  element 
;  far  as  she  can  go 
space ;  if  neither  in  the  one, 

region,  nor  in  aught 
ming  o*er  the  map  of  things, 
nd  these  penetrable  bounds, 
ce  can  be  heard ;  if  nowhere 
consummate  good, 
ve  virtue,  by  the  search 
—  a  better  sanctuary 
orrow,  than  the  senseless  grave  !** 

y4iaired  Wanderer  mildly  said, 
h  W6  60  lataly  overheard. 


To  that  same  Child,  addranng  t«oderly 
The  Consolatioos  of  a  hopeful  mindl 
'  His  body  is  at  reBi^  hii  mnd  in  JUmpsii.' 
These  were  your  words ;  and,  verily,  methioks 
Wisdom  is  ofl4imes  nearer  when  we  stoop 
Than  when  we  soar.**  — 


The  Other,  not  displessed. 
Promptly  replied — **  My  notion  is  the  same. 
And  I,  without  reluctance,  could  decline 
All  act  of  Inquisition  whence  we  rise^ 
And  what,  when  breath  hath  ceased,  we  may  become. 
Here  are  we,  m  a  bright  and  breathing  World  — 
Our  origin,  what  matters  it  ?    In  lack 
Of  worthier  explanation,  say  at  ooce 
With  the  American  (a  thought  which  suits 
The  place  where  now  we  stand)  that  certain  Men 
Leapt  out  together  from  a  rocky  Cave; 
And  these  were  the  first  Parents  of  Mankind : 
Or,  if  a  diflTerent  unage  be  recalled 
By  the  warm  sunshine,  and  the  jocund  voice 
Of  insects — chuping  out  their  careless  lives 
On  these  sofl  beds  of  thyme-besprinkled  turf. 
Choose,  with  the  gay  Athenian,  a  conceit 
As  sound — blithe  race !  whose  mantles  were  bedecked 
With  golden  Grashoppers,  in  sign  that  they 
Had  sprung,  like  those  bright  creatures,  from  the  soil 
Whereon  their  endless  generatkms  dwelt 
But  stop !  —  these  theoretic  fancies  jar 
On  serious  minds ;  then,  as  the  Hindoos  draw 
Their  holy  Ganges  from  a  skiey  fount. 
Even  so  deduce  the  Stream  of  human  Life 
From  seats  of  power  divine ;  and  hope,  or  trust. 
That  our  Existence  winds  her  stately  course 
Beneath  the  Sun,  like  Ganges,  to  make  part 
Of  a  living  Ocean ;  or,  to  sink  engulfed. 
Like  Niger,  in  impenetrable  sands 
And  utter  darkness :  thought  which  may  be  faced. 
Though  comfortless !  —  Not  of  myself  I  speak ; 
Such  acquiescence  neither  doth  imply. 
In  me,  a  meekly-bending  spirit — soothed 
By  natural  piety  ;  nor  a  lofty  mind. 
By  philosophic  discipline  prepared 
For  calm  subjection  to  acknowledged  law ; 
Pleased  to  have  been,  contented  not  to  be. 
Such  palms  I  boast  not ;  —  no !  to  me,  who  find. 
Reviewing  my  past  way,  much  to  condemn. 
Little  to  praise,  and  nothing  to  regret 
(Save  some  remembrances  of  drearo-like  joys 
That  scarcely  seem  to  have  belonged  to  me) 
If  I  must  take  my  choice  between  the  pair 
That  rule  alternately  the  weary  hours, 
Night  is  than  Day  more  acceptable ;  sleep 
Doth,  in  my  estimate  of  good,  appear 
A  better  state  than  waking;  death  than  aleep: 
Feelingly  sweet  is  stillness  after  storm. 
Though  under  covert  of  the  wormy  gromid  I 
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Gtice  to  nifwlf. 

Her^lf,  ■  DrMQwr  of  a  tmir 

time?,  when  I  wu  fre« 

A  Dreamer  yet  toon  spirhlca 

nr  of  human  kind, 

Yes.  shall  the  fine  imnnDiliM 

jal  g»mc  puriued 

Establlab  aotnider  titles  of  esK 

.  from  wuph  lo  cheat 

Fat  Her,  who  (all  too  timid  tai 

but  by  loTC  of  truth 

Fat  onset,  for  rematance  too  h 

l>y  intense  delight 

Too  weak  for  saflerin;,  and  far 

vherover  thoiiBhl  couU  feed) 

Placed  among  flowefy  gudena, 

luae  {loo  dull  or  nice. 

>-uch  tiipy  then  appeared, 

Of  soft  Epicureans,  tsnght— i 

iklcra  at  the  beat) 

The  ends  of  being  would  secu 

f  human  life,  perceive 

The  crown  of  wisdom  —  to  ykl 

ihcir  bouIb  are  tied 

cK;k ;  nor  dUl  e'er. 

Tranquillity  lo  aU  things:     Oi 

(mperviona  ahadee,  that  hang 

I  cried,  "  more  worthy  of  legu 

liber  wc  are  bound. 

Who,  for  the  nke  of  Menier  qi 

enjoy  the  vitil  beams 

The  Stoic's  heart  ag&inat  the  i 

—  DeiticH  that  float 

Of  admiration,  and  all  sense  i 

J i rite,  I  could  muee 

t  time  we  have  been  told 

His  Countenance  gave  ooUca  tl 

and  glotiou?  faFullieB, 

Accorded  little  with  bis  pnsu 

aiion  be  content. 

1  ceased,  and  he  resumed.  —  " : 

epining  not  to  Iroad 

SI  ifrht,  if  you  will,  the  ninm*  ; 

li  of  enrlhly  care. 

The  ejtd  of  those,  who  did,  by 

As  the  prime  object  of  a  wise  ] 

lumn  '—let  your  chilling  breath 

Security  from  shock  of  acciden 

ire  from  the  mead,  and  strip 

Release  from  feet;  and  cheriA< 

ila  (^ccn  atlire,  — 

For  their  own  aakes,  as  moiUl  1 

clouds  to  fury  rouao 

And  only  reasonable  felicity. 

—  Your  desolatinE  away,' 

^Vhat  motive  drew,  what  impol 

o  rodners  eheds  on  me. 

Through  a  long  course  of  later 

our  rase  I  find. 

The  Hermit  to  his  Cell  in  fbr«ai 

lioauty,  in  this  change 

Or  what  detained  him,  till  hii  c 

and  from  sad  lo  piy, 

Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  t 

"Iff'     How  benign. 

FB.-.t  anchored  in  the  desert?  — 

on  and  delight. 

e  desirable  and  fair 

r  llie  Golden  Age ; 

Prosperity  subverted,  maddeninf 

tbling  that  prevails 

Friendship  betrayed,  affection  ni 

iinallered  sties, 

leve  with  despair,  or  grief  in  ^ 

ear  in  constant  quiet  bound, 

It,  and  day  aerene  as  day !' 

ua  record !  —  Age,  we  know. 

For  bdependent  happiness;  era 

itudc  is  apt 

The  central  feeling  of  all  hap; 

ilege  of  Age. 

Nut  OS  a  refuge  from  distrev  i 

find  surely  with  a  hope 

A  breathing-lime,  Tacation,  or  i 

■nt  — let  us  hence!" 

But  for  its  absolute  self;  a  life 
Slahilily  without  regret  or  fear 

>t.  and  still  more  loth 

That  hath  been,  is,  and  shall  be  • 

ir  present  theme. 

Such  the  reward  he  songfat;  and 

HijTeeing,  Sir,  with  yours. 

There,  where  on  few  eiteraal  th 

ire  farther;— for,  if  smiles 

Was  set,  and  those  his  own  ;  or, 

le  jiiBt  reward 

Subsisting  under  Nature's  atewi 

"ouBly  employed 

■  What  Other  yearning  was  the  i 

nd  recast  the  world. 

Philosophy  be  itrled, 

A«ria1,  ^Ja^V  MluM  Vi 
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,  «iMeo»d  from  a&i^ 
«  FeUowilupt --- Winl  kit  Hikb 
iniliDCt  of  npoMb 
)rooiifiniiad  trrnqniUi^t 
twftid;  homUe,  jet mibliiiM.: «- 
)  hope  tad  neoMiy  are  tt  one ; 
d  imchuiged;  the  homui  Sool 
lelf-nile;  and  heaveo  raraaled 
in  that  qoietnew  I 

r  scheme:— thriee  happj  be  who  gained 
[Meed  I    Andv'— though  the  same  were 

,  perhaps  oibCained  by  none, — 

itteinpt,.and  Ibr  the  pahis  emplojedy 

mit  censure^  aland  redeteed 

lalified  disdaUiy  that  once 

sen  cast  upon  them«  by  my  Voiee 

*  decisioos  from  the  seat 

nth :  -^ that  scniples  not  to  solve 

)tennme  qnestionsi  by  the  rales 

eed  judgment,  ever  prone 

ng  frith ;  and  is  inflamed, 

»  demand  from  real  lifr 

t  and  sdfrnng— to  provoke 

'  dreadfhl  when  it  comes, 

stion  be  the  foe,  or  gnilt ! 

wrth,  I  rested,  in  that  stage 

one  to  which  ihese  thoughts  advert, 

lative  energies;  forgetting 

B  a  condition  which  required 

or  fortitude — a  calm 

ntude;  which,  if  the  like 

ented  to  my  view  elsewhere, 

9ven  been  tempted  to  despise. 

a  was  serene  was  also  bright ; 

piness  with  joy  o^erflowiDg, 

—  oh !  that  memory  should  survive 
word  —  with  rapture !    Nature's  boon, 
I  inspiration,  happiness 
lies  can  teach,  or  fancy  feign ; 

possessions  are  abused 
nrized  according  to  their  worth. 
t  worth  1  what  good  is  given  to  Men 
in  the  gilded  clouds  of  heaven  1 
re  lasting  than  a  vernal  flower? 
e  general  plaint  of  human  kind 
id  mutually  addressed 
all,  fbr  wisdom's  sake : — This  truth 
nonnces  from  his  holy  seat : 

with  garlands  in  the  summer  grove, 

it  to  his  pensive  lyre. 

final  resting-place  be  gained, 

ictioas  may  arise  by  doom 

lifb,  compelling  us  to  grieve 

perities  of  love  and  joy 

mittad,  oA-times,  to  endure 

m  at  cBoe  east  down  for  ever. 


Ohl  tremble,  Ye,  lo  mhon  hath 

A  course  of  daya  composing  happy  moothi^ 

And  they  as  happy  yean;  the  present  still 

So  like  the  past,  and  both  an  firm  a  fdedge 

Of  a  congenial  fiitnre,  that  the  wheels 

Of  pleasore  move  without  the  aid  of  hope: 

For  Mutability  is  Natmre's  bane; 

And  slighted  Hope  wUi  be  avenged ;  and,  when 

Ye  need  her  frvoors^  Ye  ahall  find  her  not; 

But  in  her  stead — fear— donbt — and  agony  f* 

This  was  the  bitter  language  of  the  heart: 

But,  while  he  spake,  look,  geetore,  tone  of  voiee, 

Though  discomposed  and  vehement,  were  audi 

As  skill  and  graeefhl  Nature  might  suggest 

To  a  Proficient  of  the  tragic  scene 

Standing  before  the  multitude,  beset 

With  dark  events.    Desirons  to  divert 

Or  stem  the  current  of  the  Speaker^  thooghts^ 

We  signified  a  wish  to  leave  that  Plaee 

Of  stillness  and  dose  privacy,  a  nook 

That  seemed  fbr  seltomminatkm  made, 

Or,  for  confession,  in  the  sinner's  need. 

Hidden  finom  all  Men's  view.    To  oar  attempt 

He  yielded  not;  but  pointing  to  a  dope 

Of  mossy  turf  defended  fimn  the  sun. 

And,  on  that  cooch  inviting  us  to  rest. 

Full  on  that  tender-hearted  Man  he  torned 

A  serious  eye,  and  thus  his  speech  renewed. 

'*  You  never  saw,  your  eyes  did  never  look 

On  the  bright  Form  of  Her  whom  once  I  loved :  — 

Her  silver  voice  was  heard  upon  the  earth, 

A  sound  unknown  to  you ;  else,  honoured  Friend  I 

Your  heart  had  borne  a  pitiable  share 

Of  what  I  suflered,  when  I  wept  that  loss. 

And  sufibr  now,  not  seldom,  firom  the  thought 

That  I  remember,  and  can  weep  no  more.  — 

Stripped  as  I  am  of  all  the  golden  fimit 

Of  self-esteem ;  and  by  the  cutting  blasts 

Of  self-reproach  familiarly  assailed; 

I  would  not  yet  be  of  such  wintry  bareness 

But  that  some  leaf  of  your  regard  should  hang 

Upon  my  naked  branches :  — lively  thoughts 

Give  birth,  full  often,  to  unguarded  words ; 

I  grieve  that,  in  your  presence,  from  my  tongue 

Too  much  of  frailty  hath  already  dropped; 

But  that  too  much  demands  still  more. 

"Yon  know. 
Revered  Compatriot ;— and  to  you,  kmd  Sur, 
(Not  to  be  deemed  a  Stranger,  as  you  come 
Following  the  guidance  of  these  welcome  ffeet 
To  our  secluded  Vale)  it  may  be  told. 
That  my  demerits  did  not  sue  in  vain 
To  One  on  whose  mild  radiance  many  gazed 
With  hope,  and  all  with  pleasure.    This  feir  Bride, 
In  the  devotedness  of  yoothfbl  I/nre, 
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lis,  ind  tho  choir 
llhe  nalil  roor. 
Bud  familitr  sighu 

f  gently  weig-hinf  down 

|tionfi,  but  DO  more 

Llidence  subliine 
lupon)  —  tills  Bride, 
land  bpautiful,  1  led 
Isunny  Bay, 

iwly  brpaks, 
I  innocently  breather, 

B  Flicltered  Hold, 
Iging  tlio  Boil 
—  A*  our  alpps 
d  Abode  —  out  chosen  Seat  - 
>r  kindly  bed, 
^rlle,  decknl  with  flowen, 
welcome  us ! 
g  Myrtle's  neig'hbourhood, 
lirting  no  regard, 
lie  Holly  and  tlie  Yew, 

■d  tlicy  would  onite 

o  endear  the  houn 
I  that  pleoivnt  plsce. 
Iks  upon  tho)>e  lonely  Downs, 
Bck,  how  marked,  how  worn 
ftlneen  fern  and  gorse 

s,  evidence  we«  none: 
aily  hiunl, 
fcted  earth. 


;fl  feet  nii^ht  m 


BVandcrers,  we  behold 
Bhe  Day  ditTuse 
^ct  of  sea  and  land 

ir  desires, 
|indless.  —  From  those  Heights 

o  sylvan  Combs; 
^nctrabte  shade, 

\s  aide  by  aide, 
lid  knowled^  in  our  hearts 
^  all  the  day  was  ours.' 

V  Partner  to  resi^ 
p'reedom  of  that  lire, 
—  To  my  hope, 
ly  lender  Mate  became 
■f  mnternil  bondii; 
re  left  to  me  alone. 
n  follies  past; 
lager  escaped 
\  inwardly  retrace 
s  and  thou};htle»i  guilt, 
ritlinut  shame  pursued, 
luld  think  of.  and  could  thank 
fie  spirit  wai  to  dm 


Rule  and  reatrauit — mj  Gnaidian- 
That  earthly  Proridence,  wboae  go 
Wilhin  a  port  of  rest  hwl  lodged  m 
Safe  fnND  temptation,  and  (hm  du> 
Strains  followed  of  acknowledgmei 
To  an  Auihorily  eDthnmed  abore 
The  reach  of  aif^ht;  iroa)  whom,  ai 
Proceed  all  viaible  niniaten  of  gm 
That  walk  the  earth  —  Father  (^  fa 

I  Father,  and  Kins',  and  Judge,  adon 
Thefe  acta  of  miod,  and  memory,  a 
And  apirit  —  interrupted  and  ralici 
By  obHTvaiiooa  ttaiksient  aa  the  gl 

'  Of  flying  aunbeama,  or  to  the  OQtw 
Cleaving  with  power  inhercDt  and 
As  the  mute  iaaect  fixed  upon  the 

1  On  wliose  soft  leavea  it  bangs,  and 
Prawa  imperceptibly  iii  iioarialune 
Endeared  my  waoderinga;  and  tbt 
And  Infant's  amile  awaited  my  ret 

"In  privacy  we  dwelt — a  wedded 
Companions  daily,  often  all  day  loi 
Not  placed  by  fortune  within  eaaj 
or  various  iniercourse,  not  wiatiin) 
Beyond  the  allowance  of  our  own  i 
,  The  Twain  within  our  happy  cotta 
j  Inmnles,  and  heir*  of  out  united  lo 
I  Graced  mutually  by  diSerence  of  i 
By  the  endearing  namea  of  natnn 
And  wild  no  wider  interval  of  tin 
Between  their  several  birtlis  than  ■ 
To  establish  aomething  of  a  leadi 
Yrt  lell  them  joined  by  sympathy 
EijuiiIk  in  pleasure,  fellows  in  piira 
On  lliew  )wo  pillais  rested  as  in 
Our  solitude 

"  Ii  soothes  me  to  I 
Your  courtesy  withholds  not  from  o 
'  Attentive  audience.  But,  oh !  gen 
.  Aa  limes  of  quiet  and  unbroken  pel 
j  Though,  f»r  a  Nation,  timea  of  blei 
Give  back  bint  echoea  from  the  HI 
So,  In  the  imperfect  aouncls  of  Ihia 
Drpressrd  I  hear,  how  &ithle«  is  I 
^^'llich  tlioae  most  blisTuI  days  revi 
What  special  record  can,  or  need,  1 
To  rules  and  habits,  whereby  niucti 
But  all  within  the  sphere  of  little  t 
I  Of  humble,  thoufh,  to  ua,  importan 
'  And  precious  intereslsl  Smoothlj 
I  Advance,  not  swerring  fiom  the  pu 
Her  annual,  her  diurnal  ronnd  aliki 
I  Maintained  with  bithful  care.  An 
I  The  worst  effects  that  our  cooditia 
If  you  imagine  chaogea  abwl/  «i 
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lied  for,  aometimee  noticed  with  a 

er  of  good  or  lovely  they  might  bring) 

*  regret,  finr  the  familiar  good, 

elineea  endeared— which  they  removed. 

years  of  occupation  undisturbed 
bed  aeemingly  a  right  to  hold 
ppinesB ;  and  use  and  habit  gave 
t  an  alien  spirit  had  acquired 
Qonial  sanctity.    And  thus, 
oughts  and  wishes  bounded  to  this  world, 
ind  breathed ;  most  grateful,  if  to  enjoy 
t  repining  or  desire  for  more 
irent  lot,  or  change  to  higher  sphere 
Kcept  some  impulses  of  pride 
» determined  object,  though  upheld 
ries  with  suitable  support) 
iteflil,  if  in  such  wise  to  enjoy 
r  of  gratitude  for  what  we  have ; 
.How,  most  thankless.  — ^^But,  at  once, 
me  dark  seat  of  &tal  Power  was  urged 

that  shattered  alL  — Our  blooming  Girl, 
in  the  gripe  of  Death,  with  such  brief  time 
fgle  in  as  scarcely  would  allow  ' 

ek  to  change  its  colour,  was  conveyed 

to  regions  inaccessible 
iieight,  or  depth,  admits  not  the  approach 
2f  Man,  though  longing  to  pursue. 
I  even  as  brief  a  warning  —  and  how  soon, 
bat  short  interval  of  time  between, 
e  yet  to  think  of —  our  last  prop, 
py  life*8  only  remaining  stay  — 
)ther  followed ;  and  was  seen  no  more ! 

18  a  frozen  Lake  when  ruthless  Winds 
rcely,  agitating  earth  and  sky, 
ther  now  remained ;  as  if  in  her, 

the  lowest  region  of  the  soul, 
n  erewhile  unsettled  and  disturbed, 
.ond  visitation  had  no  power 
e ;  but  only  to  bind  up  and  seal ; 
•stablish  thankfulness  of  heart 
en*s  determinations,  ever  just 
nence  on  which  her  spirit  stood, 
IS  unable  to  attain.     Immense 
:e  that  severed  us !      But,  as  the  sight 
licates  with  Heaven*8  ethereal  orbs 
ably  distant ;  so,  I  felt 
isolation  may  descend  from  far ; 
at  is  intercourse,  and  union,  too,) 
)vercome  with  speechless  gratitude, 
th  a  holier  love  inspired,  I  looked 
—  at  once  superior  to  my  woes 
tner  of  my  loss. — O  heavy  change ! 
I  o*er  this  clear  Luminary  crept 
[y ; — the  immortal  and  divine 
to  mortal  reflux ;  her  pure  Glory, 

the  pinnacle  of  worldly  state 

3  /k 


Wretched  Ambition  drops  astounded,  fell 

Into  a  gulf  obscure  of  silent  grie( 

And  keen  heart-anguish — of  itself  ashamed. 

Yet  obstinately  cherishing  itself: 

And,  so  consumed.  She  melted  from  my  arms; 

And  left  me,  on  this  earth,  disconsolate. 

^  What  followed  cannot  be  reviewed  in  thought ; 

Much  less,  retraced  in  worda    If  She,  d[  life 

Blameless,  so  intimate  with  love  and  joy 

And  all  the  tender  motions  of  the  Soul, 

Had  been  supplanted,  could  I  hope  to  stand  — 

Infirm,  dependent,  and  now  destitute  1 

I  called  on  dreams  and  visions,  to  discloee 

That  which  is  veiled  from  waking  thought;  conjured 

Eternity,  as  men  constrain  a  Ghost 

To  appear  and  answer ;  to  the  grave  I  spake 

Imploringly ;  —  looked  up,  and  asked  the  Heavens 

If  Angels  traversed  their  cerulean  floors. 

If  fixed  or  wandering  Star  could  tidings  yield 

Of  the  departed  Spirit — what  Abode 

It  occupies  —  what  consciousness  retains 

Of  former  loves  and  interests.    Then  my  Soul 

Turned  inward,  — to  examine  of  what  stuflT 

Time's  fetters  are  composed ;  and  Life  was  put 

To  inquisition,  long  and  profitless! 

By  pain  of  heart — now  checked — and  now  impelled— 

The  intellectual  Power,  through  words  and  things. 

Went  sounding  on,  a  dim  and  perilous  way ! 

And  from  those  transports,  and  these  toils  abstruse. 

Some  trace  am  I  enabled  to  retain 

Of  time,  else  lost; — existing  unto  me 

Only  by  records  in  myself  not  founds 

**  From  that  abstraction  I  was  roused,  — and  how  \  — 

Even  as  a  thoughtful  Shepherd  by  a  flash 

Of  lightning  startled  in  a  gloomy  cave 

Of  these  wild  hills.     For,  lo !  the  dread  Bastile, 

With  all  the  chambers  in  its  horrid  Towers, 

Fell  to  the  ground :  —  by  violence  o'erthrown 

Of  indignation ;  and  with  shouts  that  drowned 

The  crash  it  made  in  falling!     From  the  wreck 

A  golden  Palace  rose,  or  seemed  4o  rise, 

The  appointed  Scat  of  equitable  Law 

And  mild  paternal  Suny.     The  potent  shock 

I  felt :  the  transformation  I  perceived. 

As  marvellously  seized  as  in  that  moment 

When,  from  the  blind  mist  issuing,  1  beheld 

Glory  —  beyond  all  glory  ever  seen. 

Confusion  infinite  of  heaven  and  earth. 

Dazzling  the  soul.     Meanwhile,  prophetic  harp» 

In  every  grove  were  ringing, '  War  shall  cease;. 

*  Did  ye  not  hear  that  conquest  is  abjured  1 

*  Bring  garlands,  bring  forth  choicest  flowers,  to  deck 

*  The  Tree  of  Liberty.'  —  My  heart  rebounded ; 

My  melancholy  voice  the  chorus  joined ; 

—  *  Be  ioyfiil  all  ye  Nations,  in  all  Lands, 

49 
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*  Ye  that  ue  capable  of  Joy,  be  grlad ! 

'  Henceforth,  whatever  is  wantingr  to  yoarselves 
'  In  others  ye  shall  promptly  find ;  —  and  all, 

*  Enriched  by  mutaal  and  reflected  wealth, 

'  Shall  with  one  heart  honour  their  common  kind.* 

•*  Thus  was  I  reconverted  to  the  world ; 

Society  became  my  glittering  Bride, 

And  airy  hopes  my  Children.  —  From  the  depths 

Of  natural  passion,  seemingly  escaped, 

Mv  soul  difibsed  herself  in  wide  embrace 

Of  institutions,  and  the  forms  of  things ; 

As  they  exist,  in  mutable  array. 

Upon  life's  surface.    What,  though  in  my  veins 

There  flowed  no  Gallic  blood,  nor  had  I  breathed 

The  air  of  France,  not  less  than  (xallic  zeal 

Kindled  and  burnt  among  the  sapless  twigs 

Of  my  exhausted  heart    If  busy  Men 

In  sober  conclave  met,  to  weave  a  web 

Of  amity,  whose  living  threads  should  stretch 

Beyond  the  seas,  and  to  the  farthest  pole. 

There  did  I  sit,  assisting.    If,  with  noise 

And  acclamation,  crowds  in  open  air 

Expressed  the  tumult  of  their  minds,  my  voice 

There  mingled,  heard  or  not    The  powers  of  song 

I  left  not  uninvoked  ;  and,  in  still  groves. 

Where  mild  enthusiasts  tuned  a  pensive  lay 

Of  thanks  and  expectation,  in  accord 

With  their  belief,  I  sang  Satumian  Rule 

Returned,  —  a  progeny  of  golden  years 

Permitted  to  descend,  and  bless  mankind. 

— With  promises  the  Hebrew  Scriptures  teem : 

I  felt  the  invitation;  and  resumed 

A  long-suspended  office  in  the  House 

Of  public  worship,  where,  the  glowing  phrase 

Of  ancient  Inspiration  serving  me, 

I  promised  also,  —  with  undaunted  trust 

Foretold,  and  added  prayer  to  prophecy ; 

The  admiration  winning  of  the  crowd ; 

The  help  desiring  of  the  pure^ devout 

^'  Scorn  and  contempt  forbid  me  to  proceed  ! 
But  History,  Time's  slavish  Scribe,  will  tell 
How  rapidly  the  Zealots  of  the  cause 
Disbanded  —  or  in  hostile  ranks  appeared  ; 
Some,  tired  of  honest  service ;  these,  outdone, 
Disgusted,  therefore,  or  appalled,  by  aims 
Of  fiercer  Zealots  —  so  Confusion  reigned. 
And  the  more  faithful  were  compelled  to  exclaim. 
As  Bnitue  did  to  Virtue,  '  Liberty, 

*  I  worshipped  Thee,  and  find  thee  but  a  Shade  !' 

**  Such  recantation  had  for  me  no  charm. 

Nor  would  I  bend  to  it ;  who  should  have  grieved 

At  aughti  however  fair,  that  bore  the  mien 

Of  a  conclusion,  or  catastrophe. 

Whv  then  conceal,  that,  when  the  simply  good 


In  timid  Mlfishnen  withdrew,  I  tooght 
Other  support,  not  scmpalous  whenea  it  eanMi 
And,  by  what  compromise  it  stood,  not  nice  \ 
Enough  if  notions  seemed  to  be  high-pitched, 
And  qualities  determined.  —  Among  men 
So  charactered  did  I  maintam  a  strife 
Hopeless,  and  still  more  hopeless  every  boor; 
But,  in  the  process,  I  began  to  feel 
That,  if  the  emancipation  of  the  world 
Were  missed,  I  should  at  least  secure  my  own, 
And  be  in  part  compensated.    For  righfk, 
Widely  —  inveterately  usurped  npoo, 
I  spake  with  vehemence ;  and  promptly  seited 
Whate'er  Abstrution  furnished  for  my  needi^ 
Or  purposes;  nor  scrupled  to  proclaim. 
And  propagate,  by  liberty  of  life. 
Those  new  persuasions.    Not  that  I  rejoiced. 
Or  even  found  pleasure,  in  such  vagrant  course^ 
For  its  own  sake ;  but  fertheet  from  the  walk 
Which  I  had  trod  in  happiness  and  peace, 
Was  most  inviting  to  a  troubled  mind ; 
That,  in  a  struggling  and  distempered  world, 
Saw  a  seductive  image  of  herself. 
Yet,  mark  the  contradictions  of  which  Man 
Is  still  the  sport !    Here  Nature  was  my  goide^ 
The  Nature  of  the  dissolute ;  but  Thee, 

0  fostering  Nature  1   I  rejected — mfled 
At  others'  tears  in  pity ;  and  in  scorn 

At  those,  which  thy  soft  influence  sometime!  drev 
From  my  unguarded  heart — The  tranquil  dioni 
Of  Britain  circumscribed  me ;  else,  perhajs^ 

1  might  have  been  entangled  among  deeds, 
Which,  now,  as  infamous,  I  should  abhor  ^ 
Despise,  as  senseless :  for  my  spirit  relished 
Strangely  the  exasperation  of  that  Land, 
Which  turned  an  angry  beak  against  the  down 
Of  her  own  breast ;  confounded  into  hope 

Of  disencumbering  thus  her  fretful  winga. 

—  But  all  was  quieted  by  iron  bonds 
Of  military  sway.    The  shifting  aims, 
The  moral  interests,  the  creative  might. 
The  varied  functions  and  high  attributes 
Of  civil  Action,  yielded  to  a  Power 
Formal,  and  odious,  and  contemptible. 

—  In  Britain,  ruled  a  panic  dread  of  change; 
The  weak  were  praised,  rewarded,  and  adviDoed; 
And,  from  the  impulse  of  a  just  disdain, 

Once  more  did  I  retire  into  myselC 
There  feeling  no  contentment,  I  resolved 
To  fly,  for  safeguard,  to  some  foreign  shore, 
Remote  from  Europe ;  finom  her  blasted  hopes; 
Her  fields  of  carnage,  and  polluted  air. 

"  Fresh  blew  the  wind,  when  o'er  the  Atbntic  Mn 
The  Ship  went  gliding  with  her  thoughtleflscrev; 
And  who  among  them  but  an  Exile,  freed 
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Hxmtsiitt  indliflbreiiti  ploiflBd  to  nt 
the  boafly-emplqyed,  not  more 
ligmtioo  chftTged,  with  eenrice  Uzed» 
e  looee  pendant^  to  the  idle  wind 
e  tall  mast  ■tnuniiig:  —  bat,  jre  Powen 
and  eenae— nqnteriously  a]lied« 
r  let  the  Wretebedt  if  a  choice 
lim,  tnut  the  flreight  of  hie  dietreii 
ig  Toyage  on  the  silent  deep! 
)  a  Plague,  will  Memory  break  out; 
the  blank  and  sditiide  of  thingfli 
B  Spirit,  with  a  fever's  strength, 
oscience  prey. — Feebly  most  they  have  felt 
I  old  time,  attired  with  snakes  and  whips 
igefbl  FariesL    BeinUifvi  regards 
imed  on  me— the  ftee  of  her  I  loved ; 
ife  and  Mother,  pitifully  fixing 
reproaches^  insnpportable ! 
DOW  that  boasted  liberty  t  No  welcome 
iknown  Objects  I  received ;  and  those, 
and  fiunOiar,  which  the  vaulted  sky 
the  placid  clearness  of  the  night, 
!,  had  accusations  to  prefer 
my  peace.    Within  the  cabin  stood 
)lome — as  a  compass  fiir  the  soul  — 
I  among  the  Nations.    I  implored 
ance ;  hot  the  in&llible  support 
1  was  wanting.    Tell  me,  why  refused 
by  storms  annoyed  and  adverse  winds ; 
ed  with  correnla;  of  his  weakness  sick; 
endeavours  tired ;  and  by  bis  own, 
his  Natore*8,  ignorance,  dismayed ! 

wished-fbr  sight,  the  Western  World  appeared ; 
len  the  Ship  was  moored,  I  leaped  ashore 
ntly  —  resolved  to  be  a  Man, 
Bving  o*er  the  past  no  power,  would  live 
per  in  subjection  to  the  past, 
t)ject  mind  —  from  a  tyrannic  Lord 
'  penance,  fruitlessly  eodured. 
a  Fugitive,  whose  feet  have  cleared 
oundary,  which  his  FoUowcrs  may  not  cross 
mention  of  their  deadly  chase, 
ag  I  looked  round.  —  How  bright  the  Sun, 
omising  the  Breeze  !  Can  aught  produced 
)ld  World  compare,  thought  I,  for  power 
ijesty  with  this  gigantic  Stream, 
from  the  Desert  1  And  behold  a  City 
fouthful,  and  aspiring !  What  are  these 
or  I  to  them  t    As  much  at  least 
desires  that  they  should  be,  whom  winds 
Lves  have  wafted  to  this  distant  shore, 
condition  of  a  damaged  seed, 
fibres  cannot,  if  they  would,  take  root 
lay  I  roam  at  large ;  —  my  business  is, 
\g  at  laige,  to  observe,  and  not  to  feel ; 
letelbra,  not  to  act — convinced  that  all 


Which  bears  the  name  of  action,  howsoever 

Beginning,  ends  in  servitude — still  painfiil. 

And  mostly  profitless.    And,  sooth  to  say. 

On  nearer  view,  a  motley  spectacle 

Appeared,  of  high  pretenskms — nnreproved 

But  by  the  obstreperous  voice  of  higher  still; 

Big  Passions  strutting  on  a  petty  stage ; 

Which  a  detached  Spectator  may  regard 

Not  nnamused.  —  But  ridKule  demands 

Quick  change  of  objecta;  and,  to  laugh  alone. 

At  a  composing  distance  from  the  haunta 

Of  strife  and  folly, — though  it  be  a  treat 

As  choice  as  musing  Leisure  can  bestow ; 

Yet,  in  the  very  centre  of  the  crowd. 

To  keep  thp  secret  of  a  poignant  scorn, 

However  to  airy  Demons  suitable. 

Of  all  unsocial  courses,  is  least  fit 

For  the  gross  spirit  of  Mankind,  —  the  one 

That  soonest  frils  to  please,  and  quickliest  torm 

Into  vexation.  —  Let  us,  then,  I  said. 

Leave  this  unknit  Republic  to  the  scourge 

Of  her  own  passions ;  and  to  Regions  haste. 

Whose  shades  have  never  felt  the  encroaching  axe. 

Or  soil  endured  a  transfer  in  the  mart 

Of  dire  rapacity.    There,  Man  abides. 

Primeval  Nature's  Child.    A  Creature  weak 

In  combination,  (wherefore  else  driven  back 

So  far,  and  of  his  old  inheritance 

So  easily  deprived  ?)  but,  for  that  cause. 

More  dignified,  and  stronger  in  himself; 

Whether  to  act,  judge,  suffer,  or  enjoy. 

True,  the  Intelligence  of  social  Art 

Hath  overpowered  his  Forefathers,  and  soon 

Will  sweep  the  remnant  of  his  line  away ; 

But  contemplations,  worthier,  nobler  far 

Than  her  destructive  energies,  attend 

His  Independence,  when  along  the  side 

Of  Mississippi,  or  that  Northern  Stream* 

That  spreads  into  successive  seas,  he  walks ; 

Pleased  to  perceive  his  own  unshackled  life. 

And  his  innate  capacities  of  soul. 

There  imaged :  or,  when  having  gained  the  tofi 

Of  some  commanding  Eminence,  which  yet 

Intruder  neVr  beheld,  he  thence  surveys 

Regions  of  wood  and  wide  Savannah,  vast 

Expanse  of  unappropriated  earth. 

With  mind  that  sheds  a  light  on  what  he  sees; 

Free  as  the  Sun,  and  lonely  as  the  Sun, 

Pouring  above  his  head  ita  radiance  down 

Upon  a  living,  and  rejoicing  World ! 

"  So,  westward,  toward  the  unviolated  Woods 
I  bent  my  way ;  and,  roaming  far  and  wide, 
Failed  not  to  greet  the  merry  Mocking-bhd ; 
And,  while  the  melancholy  Muccawiss 
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■|Mnlon  in  the  Grove) 

with  the  aound; 
o(  human  great nc^ 
,  in  hia  aleiul,  appeDrcd 
1,  and  impure  ; 

llil  abjuct.  aliilh. 

n  I  —  Ve  have  heard 

Itein^  I  require, 
f  myself  have  lost, 
BnfTuidlr  1  Inok 
|or  iha  World, 

it  hsUi  been  mid:  — 
Ihcre  be  in  tne 
Bpecl:  for  I  exift  — 
mrorOeds.  — The  tenour 
f  reaxlil;  may  conreive 
l^aLcb  a  niouDUin  Brook 
'M  course,  and  Reen, 


Wilbio  the  depttw  of  'Om  ctptevm  ht 
Inverted  trees,  and  neb,  and  ubk  ■ 
And,  on  ill  ffUa^  anr&ce,  ipecks  of 
And  conglobated  bobUee  Dndi«olTed 
NumeiTNn  ■■  itwa ;  thu,  by  tbrni  on 
Betra.;  to  aigtit  Uw  motioa  (f  the  itr 
Else  imperceptible;  meutwbilei  »  b 
A  soflened  nxr,  ■  munanr ;  uid  tbe 
Though  soothing,  lod  the  little  floiti 
Though  beaolilul,  are  both  by  Nmtnr 
With  the  Mine  peonre  offie« ;  and  I 
Through  what  perplexing  Uqrnntha 
PrecipilatiMU,  and  untoward  ibaili 
The  eartb4)oni  Wanderer  bath  paM 
That  respite  o'er,  like  tmTenea  and 
Must  be  a^in  encotmtersd. — Soch 
Is  hutnin  Life ;  and  w  the  Spirit  tu 
In  the  best  qaiet  to  ita  coone  allow* 
And  Buch  is  mine, — save  only  for  a 
That  mjr  particular  current  aoon  wil 
The  unfttbomable  guir,  when  all  m 
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lured  by  )ha  tbrpgnin;  Nunlive — A  belief  in  a  lupetintendiag  PnitideDCfl  iIhi 

Hi-'Wondenr'a  ejnniliittan  — anuunl  of  hii  own  devolional  feeling  in  fdu 

fically  oTs  Urely  fiiiih  —  Ilrnre  inunodrnile  KirTaw — doubl  or  decpoDdeoce  n 

n  lo  ihe  Soliiaiy  —  Eihortaiion  —  Ilnw  mriced  —  Wanderer  applin  hb  da 

in  the  Soli  lory '■  mind — disppoin  [merit  rmm  [he  French  Renilutian  —  Sisl 

cvwlLyol'gialieiire  vid  liininidG  wi[ii  m>|in't  lathe  EOuneoffrmt  revotutkn* 

niKT — Rural  Sili[ii<le  fuvourolite  lo  knuivletlge  of  the  inrcriur  Crcaluna — Study 

inn[iun  [u  bodllv  eienion  and  ConiniuniDD  wllh  NnlDrs—  MoiUd  & 

I  lh«n  B|nihy —  Ajioihy  and  dF>[i[u[Hin  unkiiown  in  the  infiuicy  ofaociely — The 

-illuilratrd  in  ihs  Jcniih,  Pcrsiiui.  Bal>>'loniui.  Chaldean,  and  Greoan  Di 

Vatulcrrr  piiiiu  out  Ihe  influeniw  of  leligioui  and  imaginiujve  feriing  in  the 

vni  pmviit  and  poH  tunes  —  Theis  pHnriple*  lend  to  ncell  exploded  sn 

trhiiB  ihta  rlurcr,  and  nHiinuu  the  digniiie*  of  the  Imagiualioa  with  the  preaun 

■ophen — ^  Kenimmcnda  other  lighu  and  giiidta  —  Aveila  the  power  of  Ihe  Sou 

—  Rplily  —  Penonal  appeal — Happy  that  Ihe  iroaginalion  and  the  afln 

■lociual  •Uvi'T>'  whirh  the  ralculating  undemanding  k  apt  to  piodiiei  —  Eibani 

imiiiie  uiih  \biui¥  — Wanderer  concludea  with  •  leginnista  uniono 

hd  reuun  — EUtci  of  hi)  dJHoune— Evening— RalurDUttfaaCna^ 


list  limply  mie 
l.|UiMitly,  M  ith  airain* 


or  native  feeling,  giatefbl  to  our  mi 
And  douhtleas  yieldiii£  aoine  relief  I 
While  ve  Nte  listenii^  with  compa 
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not  fUlar  thoogli  the  lieirt  wh  moved, 
ndenraud— >. 

"One  edeqoate  eupport 
celemitiee  of  nMCtal  life 
oe  only ; —en  tMoied  belief 
)  prooeemi4]f  ow  fktei  howe*er 
istorbed,  m  oideied  by  e  Being 
ite  beneveleace  end  power ; 
Bveriaflting  purpoeee  embrace 
dents,  converting  tbem  to  gobd. 
iarts  of  engniah  Jbr  not  where  the  seat 
ring  hath  been  thoroughly  fiMrtified 
ieseence  in  the  Will  Bapreme 
e  and  for  Btemity ;  by  ihith, 
solute  in  God,  including  hope, 
defence  that  liee  in  boundless  love 
erfections ;  with  habitual  dr^ . 
t  unworthily  conceived^  endured 
itly  ;  ill-done,  or  left  undone, 
dishonour  of  his  holy  Name, 
our  Sonls,  and  safbguard  of  the  world! 
Thou  only  canst,  the  sick  of  heart; 
their  languid  spirits,  and  recall  . 

et  aflfections  unto  Thee  and  thine  f* 

9  we  issued  from  that  coVert  Nook, 
continued— lifting  op  his  eyes 
ren — **  How  beautiful  this  dome  of  sky, 
vast  hiUs,  in  fluctuation  fixed 
xHnroand,  how  awful !  Shall  the  Soul, 
and  rational,  report  of  Thee 
s  than  these  1  —  Be  mute  who  will,  who  can, 
ill  praise  thee  with  impassioned  voice : 
,  that  may  forget  thee  in  the  crowd, 
forget  thee  here ;  where  Thou  hast  built, 
own  glory,  in  the  wilderness ! 
t  thou  constitute  a  Priest  of  thine, 
a  Temple  as  we  now  behold 
for  thy  presence :  therefore,  am  I  bound 
hip,  here,  and  every  where — as  One 
oaed  to  ignorance,  though  forced  to  tread, 
lildhood  up^  the  ways  of  poverty ; 
ureflecting  ignorance  preserved, 
n  debasement  rescued.  —  By  thy  grace 
ticle  divine  remained  unquenched ; 
id  the  wild  weeds  of  a  nigged  soil, 
mty  caused  to  flourish  deathless  flowers 
aradiee  transplanted ;  wintry  age 
i;  the  frost  will  gather  round  my  heart; 
they  wither,  I  am  worse  than  dead ! 
s.  Labour,  when  the  worn-out  frame  requires 
al  sabliath ;  come,  disease  knd  want ; 
I  exclusion  through  decay  of  sense ; 
re  me  unabated  trust  in  Thee  — 
thy  favour,  to  the  end  of  life, 
me  with  ability  to  seek 
and  hope  among  eternal  things — 


Father  of  heaven  and  earth  I  and  I  am  rush 
And  will  possess  my  portion  in  content! 

**  And  what  are  things  Eternal  1  <—  Powers  depart,** 

The  gray-haired  Wanderer  steadfastly  replied. 

Answering  the  question  which  himself  had  aaked, 

**  Possessions  vanish,  and  opinions  change. 

And  Passions  hold  a  fluctuhting  heat: 

But,  by  the  storms  of  circumstance  unshaken. 

And  subject  neither  to  eclipse  nor  wane, 

Duty  exists;  —  immutably  survive, 

For  our  support,  the  measures  and  the  forms^ 

Which  an  abstract  Intelligence  svppliecr; 

Whose  kingdom  is,  where  Time  and  Space  are  not. 

Of  other  eonverse  which  mind,  eonl,  and  heart, 

Do  with  united  urgency,  require. 

What  more  that  may  not  perish  %  TIioq,  dread  Souroe, 

Prime,  self-existing  Cause  and  find  of  all. 

That,  in  the  scale  of  Being,  fill  their  [dace, 

Above  our  human  region,  or  below. 

Set  and  sustained ; — ^Thou — ^Who  didst  wrap  the  doud 

Of  Infancy  around  us,  that  ThyseIC 

Therein,  with  our  simplicity  a  while 

Mightest  hold,  on  earth,  communion  undisturbed— 

Who  from  the  anarchy  dt  dreaming  sleep. 

Or  from  its  death-like  void,  with  punctual  care^ 

And  touch  as  gentle  as  the  morning  light, 

Restorest  us,  daily,  to  the  powers  of  sense. 

And  reason's  steadfkst  rule  —  Thou,  Thou  alone 

Art  everlasting,  and  the  blessed  Spirits, 

Which  thou  includest,  as  the  Sea  her  Waves: 

For  adoration  thou  endur'st ;  endure 

For  consciousness  the  motions  of  thy  will ; 

For  apprehension  those  transcendent  truths 

Of  the  pure  Intellect,  that  stand  as  laws, 

(Submission  constituting  strength  and  power 

Even  to  thy  Being*s  infinite  majesty  ! 

This  Universe  shall  pass  away  — a  work 

Glorious !  because  the  shadow  of  thy  might, 

A  step,  or  link,  for  intercourse  with  Thee. 

Ah  !  if  the  time  must  come,  in  which  my  feet 

No  more  shall  stray  where  Meditation  leads. 

By  flowing  stream,  through  wood,  or  craggy  wild, 

Loved  haunts  like  these,  the  onimprisoned  Mind 

May  yet  have  scope  to  range  among  her  own. 

Her  thoughts,  her  images,  her  high  desires. 

If  the  dear  faculty  of  sight  should  fail. 

Still,  it  may  be  allowed  me  to  remember 

What  visionary  powers  of  eye  and  soul 

In  youth  were  mine ;  when,  stationed  on  the  top 

Of  some  huge  hill  —  expectant,  I  beheld 

The  Sun  rise  up,  fVom  distant  climes  returned 

Darkness  to  chase,  and  sleep,  and  bring  the  day 

His  bounteous  gift!  or  saw  him  toward  the  Deep 

Sink  —  with  a  retinue  of  flaming  Clouds 

Attended ;  then,  my  Spirit  was  entranced 

With  joy  exalted  to  beatitude; 

The  measure  of  my  soul  was  filled  with  bliss, 

4»e 
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And  holiest  love ;  as  earth,  sea,  air,  with  light, 
With  pomp,  with  glory,  with  magnificence! 

*'  Those  fervent  raptures  are  for  ever  flown ; 

And,  since  their  date,  my  Soul  hath  nndergooe 

Change  manifold,  for  better  or  for  worse : 

Yet  cease  I  not  to  struggle,  and  aspire 

Heavenward ;  and  chide  the  part  of  me  that  flags, 

Through  sinful  choice ;  or  dread  necessity, 

On  human  Nature  from  above  imposed. 

*T  is,  by  comparison,  an  easy  task'*' 

Earth  to  despise ;  but,  to  converse  with  Heaven  — > 

This  is  not  easy :  —  to  relinquish  all 

We  have,  or  hope,  of  happiness  and  joy. 

And  stand  in  freedom  loosened  from  this  world, 

I  deem  not  arduous :  —  but  must  needs  confess 

That  H  is  a  thing  impossible  to  frame 

Conceptions  equal  to  the  SouKs  desires ; 

And  the  most  difficult  of  tasks  to  keep 

Heights  which  the  soul  is  competent  to  gain. 

—  Man  is  of  dust:  ethereal  hopes  are  his. 
Which,  when  they  should  sustain  themselves  aloft. 
Want  due  consistence ;  like  a  pillar  of  smoke. 
That  with  majestic  energy  from  earth 

Rises ;  but,  having  reached  the  thinner  air. 

Melts,  and  dissolves,  and  is  no  longer  seen. 

From  this  infirmity  of  mortal  kind 

Sorrow  proceeds,  which  else  were  not ;  —  at  least, 

If  Grief  be  something  hallowed  and  ordained. 

If,  in  proportion*  it  be  just  and  meet. 

Through  this,  't  is  able  to  maintain  its  hold. 

In  that  excess  which  Conscience  disapproves. 

For  who  could  sink  and  settle  to  that  point 

Of  selfishness ;  so  senseless  who  could  be 

As  long  and  perse veringly  to  mourn 

For  any  Object  of  his  love,  removed 

From  this  unstable  world,  if  he  could  fix 

A  satisfying  view  upon  that  state 

Of  pure,  imperishable  blessedness, 

Which  reason  promises,  and  Holy  Writ 

Ensures  to  all  Believers  ?  —  Yet  mistrust 

Is  of  such  incapacity,  methinks. 

No  natural  branch ;  despondency  far  less. 

—  And,  if  there  be  whose  tender  frames  have  drooped 
Even  to  the  dust ;  apparently,  through  weight 

Of  anguish  unrelieved,  and  lack  of  power 
An  agonizing  sorrow  to  transmute. 
Infer  not  hence  a  hope  from  those  withheld 
When  wanted  most ;  a  confidence  impaired 
So  pitiably,  that,  having  ceased  to  see 
With  bodily  eyes,  they  are  borne  down  by  love 
Of  what  is  lost,  and  perish  through  regret 
Oh  !  no,  full  ofl  the  innocent  Sufferer  sees 
Too  clearly ;  feels  too  vividly ;  and  longs 

*  Soc,  upon  this  subject.  Baxter's  most  interesting  review  of 
his  own  opinions  and  sentiments  in  the  decline  of  life.  It  may 
be  fixind  (lately  reprinted)  in  Dr.  Wordsworth's  EcdesiaMicai 
BifljfropAy. 
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To  realise  the  Vimoo,  with  ioteMe 

And  over-constant  yearning — there— tkerelia 

The  ezcesB,  by  which  the  balance  is  destroyed. 

Too,  too  contracted  are  these  walls  of  flerii,  {^ 

This  vital  warmth  too  cold*  these  nnal  ocfai, 

Though  inconceifibly  endowed,  too  dim 

For  any  passion  of  the  soul  thai  leads 

To  ecstasy ;  and,  ail  the  crooked  paths 

Of  time  and  change  disdaining,  lakes  its  ooone 

Along  the  line  of  limitless  desirea 

I,  speaking  now  from  such  disorder  free. 

Nor  rapt,  nor  craving,  but  in  settled  peace, 

I  caimot  doubt  that  They  whom  yoa  depkie 

Are  glorified ;  or,  if  they  sleeps  ahall  wake 

From  sleep,  and  dwell  with  God  in  endless  )on, 

Hope,  below  this,  consists  not  with  belief 

In  mercy,  carried  infinite  degrees 

Beyond  the  tenderness  of  baman  hearts : 

Hope,  below  this,  consists  not  with  belief 

In  perfect  Wisdom,  guiding  mightiest  Power, 

That  finds  no  limits  but  her  own  pure  Will 

**  Here  then  we  rest :  not  fearing  for  oer  creed 

The  worst  that  human  reasoning  can  achieve, 

To  unsettle  or  perplex  it :  yet  with  pain 

AckiK>wledging,  and  grievous  self-reproach. 

That,  though  immovably  convinced,  we  want 

Zeal,  and  the  virtue  to  exist  by  &ith 

As  Soldiers  live  by  courage ;  as,  by  strength 

Of  heart,  the  Sailor  fights  with  roaring  seaa 

Alas !  the  endowment  of  immortal  Power 

Is  matched  unequally  with  custom,  time,t 

And  domineering  faculties  of  eense 

In  all ;  in  most  with  superadded  foes. 

Idle  temptations  —  open  vanities. 

Ephemeral  ofipring  of  the  unblushing  world; 

And,  in  the  private  regions  of  the  mind. 

Ill-governed  passions,  ranklings  of  despite, 

Immoderate  wishes,  pining  discontent, 

Distress  and  care.  What  then  remains ! — To  leek 

Those  helps,  for  his  occasions  ever  near, 

Who  lacks  not  will  to  use  thera ;  vowa^  reoewsi 

On  the  first  motion  of  a  holy  thought ; 

Vigils  of  contemplation ;  praise ;  and  prayer, 

A  Stream,  which,  from  the  fountain  of  the  beait 

Issuing,  however  feebly,  nowhere  flows 

Without  access  of  unexpected  strength. 

But,  above  all,  the  victory  is  noost  sore 

For  Him,  who,  seeking  fkith  by  virtue,  strives 

To  yield  entire  submission  to  the  law 

Of  Conscience ;  Conscience  reverenced  and  obeyei 

As  Ciod's  most  intimate  Presence  in  the  soal. 

And  his  most  perfect  Image  in  the  virorld. 

—  Endeavour  thus  to  live;  theee  roles  regard, 

These  helps  solicit;  a^d  a  steadfast  seat 

Shall  then  be  yours  among  the  happf  few 
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n  earth,  yet  bteethe  emffwtl  air« 

DorniDg.    For  your  DoUer  Part, 

ibered  of  her  mortal  ofaahM* 

18  qaeUed  and  troobte  chaaed  away; 

ich  degree  of  aadneoB  left 

tort  loDginga  of  inre  desire ; 

len  love,  rejoiciiig  aecretly 

ae  attnustioiia  of  the  Grave.**     y 

lis  Btrain,  the  venerable  Sage 
1  hiB  aapiratioiia,  and  annoanced 
Dts,  near  that  lonely  Houae  we  paced 
een-eward,  seemingly  preserved 
I  care  ftom  wreck  of  scattered  stones, 
icicachment  of  encircling  heath : 
!  bat,  for  reitenOed  steps, 
.  commodioos ;  as  a  stately  deck 
nd  firo  the  Mariner  is  used 

•  pastime,  talking  with  his  Mates, 
linking  of  far-distant  Friends, 
Ship  glides  before  a  steady  breeze, 
evailed  around  os:  and  the  Voice, 
,  was  capable  to  lift  the  sool 

rions  yet  more  tranqail.    But,  methought, 
rhose  fixed  despondency  had  given 
d  motive  to  that  strong  disconrse, 
praved  in  spirit  than  abashed ; 
from  admonition,  like  a  roan 
that  to  exhort,  is  to  reproach, 
be  diverted  ftom  his  aim, 
continued  —  ^  For  that  other  loss, 

*  confidence  in  social  Man, 
expected  transports  of  oar  Age 

high,  that  every  thought  —  which  looked 
3  temporal  destiny  of  the  Kind 
eemed  superfluous;  as,  no  cause 
xalted  confidence  could  e*er 
none  is  now  for  fixed  despair ; 
xtremes  are  equally  disowned 
;  if,  with  sharp  recoil,  from  one 
been  driven  for  as  its  opposite, 
hem  seek  the  point  whereon  to  build 
lectations.    So  doth  he  advise 
tsd  at  first  the  illusion ;  but  was  soon 
the  pedestal  of  pride  by  shocks 
iture  gently  gave,  in  woods  and  fields ; 
iroved  by  Providence,  thus  speaking 
ittentive  Children  of  the  World, 
rious  Generation !  what  new  powers 
tiave  been  conferred]  what  gifts,  withheld 
nr  Progenitors,  have  Ye  received, 
npense  of  new  desert  1  what  claim 
irepared  to  urge,  that  ray  decrees 
should  undergo  a  sudden  change ; 
weak  ftinctions  of  one  busy  day, 
ing  and  extirpating,  perform  ^ 
1  the  slowly-moving  Years  of  Time, 
air  united  force,  have  left  ondonel 


*  By  NaUue*s  gradual  proeeasea  be  taogfat ; 
'  By  Story  be  coofoanded !    Ye  as^ 

'  Rashly,  to  foil  onee  more;  and  that  folae  fruit, 

*  Which,  to  yoor  overweening  spirits,  jiMb 
'Hope  of  a  flight  celestial,  will  prodoee 

'  Misery  and  riiame.    Bat  Wisdom  of  her  sons 
*Shall  not  the  less,  though  late,  be  justified.' 
Such  timely  warning,"  said  the  Wanderer,  •*gave 
That  viskmary  Voice ;  and,  at  this  day. 
When  a  Tartarian  darkneev  overspreads 
The  groaning  natkms;  when  the  Impioui  role. 
By  will  or  by  estoblished  ordinance. 
Their  own  dire  agents,  and  constrain  the  Good 
ToactBwhksh  they  abhor;  though  I  bewail 
This  triumph,  yet  the  pity  of  my  heart 
Prevents  me  not  firom  owning,  that  the  law. 
By  which  Mankind  now  suflhrs,  is  most  just 
For  by  superior  energies;  more  strict 
AflSance  in  each  other;  foith  more  firm 
In  their  nnhalbwed  principles;  the  Bad 
Have  foirly  earned  a  victory  o'er  the  weak, 
The  vacillating,  inconsistent  Good. 
Therefore,  not  nneonsoled,  I  wait — in  hope 
To  see  the  moment,  when  the  righteous  Cause 
Shall  gain  Defenders  zealous  and  devout 
As  they  who  have  opposed  her;  in  whksh  Virtue 
Will,  to  her  eflbrts,  tolerate  no  bounds 
That  are  not  lofty  as  her  rights ;  aspiring 
By  impulse  of  her  own  ethereal  zeal 
That  Spirit  only  can  redeem  Mankind ; 
And  when  that  sacred  Spirit  shall  appear. 
Then  shall  our  triumph  be  complete  as  theirs. 
Yet,  should  this  confidence  prove  vain,  the  Wise 
Have  still  the  keeping  of  their  proper  peace ; 
Are  guardians  of  their  own  tranquillity. 
They  act,  or  they  recede,  observe,  and  feel ; 
•  Knowing  the  heart  of  Man  is  set  to  be 
The  centre  of  this  World,  about  the  which 
Those  revolutions  of  disturbances 
Still  roll ;  where  all  the  aspects  of  misery 
Predominate;  whose  strong  effects  are  such 
As  he  must  bear,  being  poweriess  to  redress ; 
And  that  unless  above  himself  he  can 
Erect  himself,  how  poor  a  thing  is  Man  t*  ♦ 

Happy  is  He  who  lives  to  understand  — 
Not  human  Nature  only,  but  explores 
All  Natures,— to  the  end  that  he  may  find 
The  law  that  governs  each;  and  where  begina 
The  union,  the  partition  where,  that  makea 
Kind  and  degree,  among  all  visible  Beings ; 
The  constitutions,  powers,  and  foculties. 
Which  they  inherit,  —  cannot  step  beyond,  — 
And  cannot  foil  beneath ;  that  do  assign 
To  every  Class  its  station  and  its  office. 
Through  all  the  mighty  Commonwealth  of  things; 
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Up  from  the  creepinff  plant  to  sovereign  Alan. 
Such  Cmiveree,  if  directed  by  a  meek* 
Sincere,  and  humble  Spirit,  teaches  love ; 
For  knowledge  is  delight ;  and  such  delight 
Breeds  love :  yet,  suited  as  it  rather  is 
To  thought  and  to  the  climbing  intellect. 
It  teaches  less  to  love,  than  to  adore ; 
If  that  be  not  indeed  the  highest  Love !" 

*'  Yet,**  said  I,  tempted  here  to  interpose, 
"  The  dignity  of  Life  is  not  impaired 
By  aught  that  innocently  satisfies 
The  humbler  cravings  of  the  heart;  and  He 
Is  a  still  happier  Man,  who,  for  those  heights 
Of  speculation  not  unfit,  descends ; 
And  such  benign  afiections  cultivates 
Among  the  inferior  Kinds ;  not  merely  those 
That  he  may  call  his  own,  and  which  depend. 
As  individual  objects  of  regard. 
Upon  his  care,  —  from  whom  he  also  looks 
For  signs  and  tokens  of  a  mutual  bond,  — 
But  others,  far  beyond  this  narrow  sphere. 
Whom,  for  the  very  sake  of  love,  he  lovea 
Nor  is  it  a  mean  praise  of  rural  life 
And  solitude,  that  they  do  favour  most. 
Most  frequently  call  forth,  and  best  sustain 
These  pure  sensations ;  that  can  penetrate 
The  obstreperous  City ;  on  the  barren  Seas 
Are  not  unfelt,  —  and  much  might  recommend. 
How  much  they  might  inspirit  and  endear. 
The  loneliness  of  this  sublime  Retreat  !** 

**  Yes,''  said  the  Sage,  resuming  the  discourse 
Again  directed  to  his  downcast  Friend, 
*'  If,  with  the  froward  will  and  grovelling  soul 
Of  Man  offended,  liberty  is  here, 
And  invitation  every  hour  renewed. 
To  mark  their  placid  state,  who  never  heard 
Of  a  command  which  they  have  power  to  break. 
Or  rule  which  they  are  tempted  to  transgress; 
These,  with  a  soothed  or  elevated  heart. 
May  we  behold ;  their  knowledge  register ; 
Observe  their  ways ;  and,  free  from  envy,  find 
Complacence  there:  —  but  wherefore  this  to  Youl 
I  guess  that,  welcome  to  your  lonely  hearth. 
The  Redbreast  feeds  in  winter  from  your  hand ; 
A  box,  perchance,  is  from  your  casement  hung 
For  the  small  Wren  to  build  in ;  —  not  in  vain. 
The  barriers  disregarding  that  surround 
This  deep  Abiding-place,  before  your  sight 
Mounts  on  the  breeze  the  Butterfly  —  and  soars, 
Small  Creature  as  she  is,  from  earth's  bright  flowers 
Into  the  dewy  clouds.     Ambition  reigns 
Ih  the  waste  wilderness :  the  Soul  ascends 
Towards  her  native  firmament  of  heaven. 
When  the  fresh  Eacfle,  in  the  month  of  May, 
Upborne,  at  evening,  on  replenished  wing. 
This  shaded  valley  leaves,  —  and  leaves  the  dark 


Empurpled  hills, — ooospieaoasly  renewing 
A  proud  commnnicatioD  with  the  son 
liow  sunk  beneath  the  horizon !  —  List !  —I  heu^ 
From  yon  huge  breast  of  rock,  a  solemn  bleit; 
Sent  forth  as  if  it  were  the  Monntain's  voice, 
As  if  the  visible  Mountain  made  the  cry. 
Again !  —  The  efibct  apon  the  soul  was  sncli 
As  he  expressed ;  fh>m  out  the  mountam's  hei!t 
The  solemn  bleat  appeared  to  issue,  startling 
The  blank  air — for  the  region  all  around 
Stood  silent,  empty  of  all  shape  of  life; 
—  It  was  a  Lamb  —  left  somewhere  to  itself^ 
The  plaintive  Spirit  of  the  Solitude !« 
He  paused,  as  if  unwilling  to  proceed. 
Through  consciousness  that  silence  in  aach  phee 
Was  best,  —  the  most  affecting  eloquence: 
But  soon  his  thoughts  returned  upon  tbemselvci^ 
And,  in  soft  tone  of  speecH,  he  tbos  resomed. 

'*  Ah !  if  the  heart,  too  confidently  raised, 

Perchance  too  lightly  occupied,  or  lolled 

Too  easily,  despise  or  overlook 

The  vassalage  that  binds  her  to  the  earth, 

Her  sad  dependence  upon  time,  and  all 

The  trepklations  of  mortality. 

What  place  so  destitute  and  void — bat  there 

The  little  Flower  her  vanity  shall  cheek 

The  trailing  Worm  reprove  her  thoagfatleii  pride' 

"  These  craggy  regions,  these  chaotic  wikb 
I  Does  that  benignity  pervade,  that  warms 

The  Mole  contented  with  her  darksome  wilk 
,  In  the  cold  ground ;  and  to  the  Emmet  gives 
j  Her  foresight,  and  intelligence  that  makes 
I  The  tiny  Creatures  strong  by  social  league; 
,  Supports  the  generations,  multiplies 

Their  tribes,  till  we  behold  a  spacious  plaio 
I  Or  grassy  bottom,  all,  with  little  hills  — 
I  Their  labour  —  covered,  as  a  Lake  with  waves; 

Thousands  of  Cities,  in  the  desert  place 

;  Buiit  up  of  life,  and  food,  and  means  of  life! 

I 

;  Nor  wanting  here,  to  entertain  the  thought, 
,  Creatures  that  in  communities  exist. 
Less,  as  might  seem,  for  general  guardiaoflhip 
Or  through  dependence  upon  mutual  aid, 
Than  by  participation  of  delight 
And  a  strict  love  of  fellowship,  combined. 
What  other  spirit  can  it  be  that  prompts 
The  gilded  summer  Flics  to  mix  and  weave 
Their  sports  together  in  the  solar  beam. 
Or  in  the  gloom  of  twilight  hum  their  joy! 
More  obviously,  the  self-same  influence  rules 
The  Feathered  kinds ;  the  Fieldfiu%*s  pensive  M* 
The  cawing  Rooks,  and  Sea-mews  from  a&r. 
Hovering  above  these  inland  Solitudes, 
By  the  rough  wind  unscattered,  at  whose  call 
Their  voyage  was  begun :  nor  is  its  power 
Unfelt  among  the  sedentary  Fowl 
That  seek  yon  Pool,  and  there  prolong  their  M 
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^vd  nleot  congrev;  or  (ogiMfaer  nmoi 
~'-M.t.ke  ftight ;  whQe  with  their  el*ng  the  air  resonDdo. 
•^^nd,  Dier  all,  in  that  ethereal  vsolt, 
V-<  the  iDutG  company  of  changeful  clouds; 

Bright  appuitioii  eoddenlj  pat  fortti 

"  -»»  Rainbow,  sniling  on  the  feded  etorm ; 
Ic  mild  aaoeniblsfre  of  the  Btarr;  heavena ; 
i  Ibe  great  Suu,  earth't  aniversal  Lord ! 

*  bouDtifiil  is  Nature !  he  ^all  And 
0  seeks  not ;  and  to  him,  who  hath  not  asked, 
eanire  shall  be  dealt     Three  sabbath^js 
re\f  told,  since,  on  a  service  bent 
Of  mmn  bamanitj,  Yoa  etemb  Iboae  Heighti ; 
^■rt  whM  •  zmmXkna  and  hMmily  Show 
""VVas  to  jonr  n^t  rafcalad  I  the  Swaina  moved  00, 
;  foa  lingered,  »iid  perceived. 
rymnlMiipnin; 
^dkpwtgSQient  afibrdi 
a  Spleen  m  gralafiil  feeat 
^IhaM  iM^  iXMKxmcii^  ep  7011T  own  deeert. 
'^m  jodfe  nthwikfullf ;  diatempered  nervei 
AAet  tke  dicNightr:  the  laagoor  ot  tba  Frame 
Jtmfnmmi  the  SouPi  ngmr,    Qnit  joar  Coach  — 
ClHf*  mOL  n  feodl^  to  foar  nwodj  Cell ; 
Nor  kt  the  balltnrad  Powert^  that  ahed  ftom  heaven 
BifllneM  and  reat,  wifb  dMapproriag  ef  e 
link  down  upon  joor  taper,  throogh  a  watch 
Of  midDi^it  hoan^  aMeoamobty  twinkling 
h  tfaia  deep  Hdlow,  like  a  aallen  ilu 
Otaalf  ivllaelad  in  *  hxiel;  pool 
IVke  eoongv,  and  withdraw  joatsetf  Irom  w«ji 
That  nn  not  parallel  to  Natare'e  coarae. 
ftiie  with  the  Lark  !  ;(ur  Matim  ahal]  lAtain 
Qra«e,  be  their  compogition  what  it  maj. 
If  but  with  here  peifbrmed ;  climb  once  again, 
Climb  ever;  day,  those  ramparts;  meet  the  breexe 
Tjpon  their  tope,  —  adventuroni  as  a  Bee 
1'bat  from  your  garden  thither  soars,  to  feed 
%)k  new-blown  heath ;  let  yon  commsndinir  rock 
Se  yoor  frequented  Watch-tower ;  roll  the  stone 
In  thander  down  the  mountaios :  with  all  your  might 
Chase  the  wild  Coat;  and,  if  the  bold  rpd  Deer 
Tlj  to  these  harbours,  driven  b;  hoand  and  bom 
Load  echdng,  add  joor  speed  to  the  pursuit : 
S(^  wearied  to  your  Hut  eJiall  joa  return, 
And  sink  at  evening  into  sound  repose." 

The  Solitary  lifted  toward  the  hills 

A  kindling  eye;  — poetic  feelings  rushed 

Into  mj  bosom,  whence  these  wcxda  broke  forth : 

"Oh!  what  a  joy  it  were,  in  vigorous  health, 

To  have  a  Body  (this  our  vital  frame 

With  riirinking  sensibility  endoed, 

And  all  the  nice  regards  of  fledi  and  hluod) 

And  to  the  elenents  agrrendsr  it 

Aa  if  it  ««n  »  8i»iit — How  divine. 


To  roam  at  large  among  unpeoplsd  gitm 
And  moantainoua  retitemeots,  only  trod 
By  devious  footsteps;  regions  conaecrtts 
To  oldest  time  I  and,  reckless  of  the  atom 
That  keeps  Uie  raven  quiet  in  her  nesti 
Bo  as  a  Presence  or  a  motion — one 
Among  the  many  there;  and,  while  the  Hista 
Flying,  and  rainy  Vapoars,  call  out  Shapes 
And  Phantoms  from  the  crags  and  solid  earth 
As  fast  SB  a  Musician  scatters  sounds 
Out  of  an  ioBtrument;  and,  while  the  Streami— 
(As  at  a  first  creation  and  in  hasta 
To  exercise  their  untried  faculties) 
Deecending  from  the  region  of  the  Clooda, 
And  starting  inm  the  hollows  of  the  earth 
More  multitudinous  every  moment,  rend 
Their  way  befiwe  them — what  a  joy  to  nam 
An  equal  among  mightiest  Energies; 
And  haply  sometimes  with  artienlate  voice, 
Amid  the  deafening  tumult,  scarcely  heard 
By  him  that  utten  it,  exclaim  aloud, 
'  Be  this  continued  so  from  day  to  day, 
Nor  let  the  fierce  commotion  have  an  end, 
Ruinous  though  it  be,  fh)m  month  to  month  P" 

"  Yea,"  said  the  Wanderer,  taking  ftom  mj  li(k 
The  strain  of  transport,  "  whosoe'er  in  yooth 
Has,  through  ambition  of  bis  soal,  given  way 
To  such  desires,  and  grasped  at  such  delight, 
i  Shall  feel  congenial  stirrings  late  and  long, 
I  In  spite  of  all  the  weakneae  that  life  brings, 
I  Its  cares  and  sorrows ;  he,  though  tanght  to  owi 
I  Tlie  trHnquilliiing  power  of  time,  shall  wake,      \ 
I  Wake  sometimes  to  a  noble  restlessness  — 
,  Loving  the  sports  which  once  he  gloried  in. 

;  "Compatriot,  Friend,  remote  are  Garry's  Hills, 
The  Streams  b,r  dtslant  of  your  native  Glen ; 
Yet  is  their  form  and  Image  here  expressed 
With  brotherly  reserablance.    Turn  your  steps 
Wherever  hacy  leads,  by  day,  by  night, 
Are  various  engines  working,  not  the  same 
As  those  by  which  your  soul  in  youth  was  moved. 
But  by  the  great  Artificer  endued 

'  With  no  inferior  power,    Yoa  dwell  alone; 

I  You  walk,  you  live,  you  speculate  alone ; 

I  Yet  doth  Remembraace,  like  a  sovereign  Prince^ 

I  For  yoa  a  stately  gallery  maintain 

I  Of  gay  or  tragic  pictare&    You  have  seen, 

I  Have  acted,  suOei^,  travelled  far,  observed 
With  no  incurious  eye ;  and  books  are  yours. 
Within  whose  silent  chamber*  treasure  lies 
Preserved  frotn  age  to  age ;  more  precious  ftr 
Than  that  accumulated  store  of  gold 
And  orient  gem^  which,  for  a  day  of  need, 
The  Sultan  hides  within  ancestral  tombs. 
These  boards  of  troth  you  can  unlock  at  will : 
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And  music  waits  opon  your  skilful  touch, 

Sounds  which  the  wandering  Shepherd  from  these 

Heights 
Hears,  and  forgets  his  purpose ;  —  furnished  thus, 
How  can  you  droop,  if  willing  to  be  raised  1 

"  A  piteous  lot  it  were  to  flee  from  Man  — 

Yet  not  rejoice  in  Nature.    He  —  whose  hours 

Are  by  domestic  Pleasures  uncaressed 

And  unenlivened ;  who  exists  whole  years 

Apart  from  benefits  received  or  done 

*Mid  the  transactions  of  the  bustling  crowd ; 

Who  neither  hears,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  hear. 

Of  the  world's  interests — such  a  One  hath  need 

Of  a  quick  fancy,  and  an  active  heart. 

That,  for  the  day's  consumption,  books  may  yield 

A  not  unwholesome  food,  and  earth  and  air 

Supply  his  morbid  humour  with  delight 

— Truth  has  her  pleasure-grounds,  her  haunts  of  ease 

And  easy  contemplation,  —  gay  parterres. 

And  labyrinthine  walks,  her  sunny  glades 

And  shady  groves  for  recreation  framed 

These  may  he  range,  if  willing  to  partake 

Their  soil  indulgences,  and  in  due  time 

May  issue  thence,  recruited  for  the  tasks 

And  course  of  service  Truth  requires  from  those 

Who  tend  her  Altars,  wait  upon  her  Throne, 

And  guard  her  Fortresses.     Who  thinks,  and  feels. 

And  recognises  ever  and  anon 

The  breeze  of  Nature  stirring  in  his  soul. 

Why  need  such  man  go  desperately  astray. 

And  nurse  '  the  dreadful  appetite  of  death  V 

If  tired  with  Systems  —  each  in  its  de^ee 

Substantial  —  and  all  crumbling  in  their  turn, 

Let  him  build  Systems  of  his  own,  and  smile 

At  the  fond  work  —  demolished  with  a  touch; 

If  unreligiouR,  let  him  be  at  once, 

Among  ten  thousand  Innocents,  enrolled 

A  Pupil  in  the  many-chambered  school. 

Where  Superstition  weaves  her  airy  dreams. 

"  Life's  Autumn  past,  I  stand  on  Winter's  verge. 

And  daily  lose  what  I  desire  to  keep : 

Yet  rather  would  I  instantly  decline 

To  the  traditionary  sympathies 

Of  a  most  rustic  ignorance,  and  take 

A  fearful  apprehension  from  the  owl 

Or  death-watch,  —  and  as  readily  rejoice. 

If  two  auspicious  magpies  crossed  my  way ; 

To  this  would  rather  bend  than  see  and  hear 

The  repetitions  wearisome  of  sense, 

Where  soul  is  dead,  and  feeling  hath  no  place ; 

Where  knowledge,  ill  begun  in  cold  remark 

On  outward  things,  with  formal  inference  ends: 

Or,  if  the  Mind  turn  inward,  'tis  perplexed. 

Lost  in  a  gloom  of  uninspired  research ; 

Meanwhile,  the  Heart  within  the  Heart,  the  scat 


Where  Peace  and  happy  CoiwcioiHneM  ^boM  dvdl 

On  its  own  axis  restlessly  revolTet, 

Yet  nowhere  finds  the  cfaeeriiifl^  light  of  troth. 

"  Upon  the  breast  of  new-created  Earth 

Man  walked ;  and  when  and  wbereaoe'er  he  wamL 

Alone  or  mated,  Solitude  was  not 

He  heard,  upon  the  wind,  the  articulate  Voice 

Of  God ;  and  Angels  to  his  sight  appeared. 

Crowning  the  glorious  hills  of  Paradise ; 

Or  through  the  groves  gliding  like  morning  mist 

Enkindled  by  the  sun.    He  sate — and  talked 

With  wingdd  Messengers;  who  daily  bronght 

To  his  small  Island  in  the  ethereal  deep 

Tidings  of  joy  and  love.  — From  these  pore  Beigh 

(Whether  of  actual  vision,  sensible 

To  sight  and  feeling,  or  that  in  this  sort 

Have  condescendingly  been  shadowed  forth 

Communications  spiritually  maintained. 

And  Intuitions  moral  and  divine) 

Fell  Human-kind  —  to  banishment  ooodemned 

That  flowing  years  repealed  not :  and  distrew 

And  grief  spread  wide ;  but  Man  escaped  the  doM 

Of  destitution ;  —  Solitude  was  not 

—  Jehovah — shapeless  Power  above  all  Powcfi, 
Single  and  one,  the  omnipresent  Gcxi, 

By  vocal  utterance,  or  blaxe  of  light. 
Or  cloud  of  darkness,  localized  in  heaven ; 
On  earth,  enshrined  within  the  wandering  ark; ' 
Or,  out  of  Sion,  thundering  from  his  throne 
Between  the  Cherubim  —  on  the  chosen  Rice 
Showered  miracles,  and  ceased  not  to  dispense 
Judgments,  that  filled  the  Land  from  age  to  age 
With  hope,  and  love,  and  gratitude,  and  fear; 
And  with  amazement  smote ;  — thereby  to  isGert 
His  scorned,  or  unacknowledged  Sovereignty. 
And  when  the  One,  inefl^ible  of  name. 
Of  nature  indivisible,  withdrew 
From  mortal  adoration  or  regard, 
'  Not  then  was  Deity  engulfed,  nor  Man, 
I  The  rational  Creature,  left,  to  feel  the  weight 
I  Of  his  own  reason,  without  sense  or  thought 
Of  higher  reason  and  a  purer  will. 
To  benefit  and  bless,  through  mightier  power: 

—  Whether  the  Persian  —  zealous  to  reject 
Altar  and  Image,  and  the  inclusive  walls 
And  roofs  of  Temples  built  by  human  hands— 
To  loftiest  heights  ascending,  from  their  tops, 
With  myrtle-wreathed  Tiara  on  his  brow. 
Presented  sacrifice  to  Moon  and  Stars, 

And  to  the  winds  and  Mother  Elements, 
And  the  whole  Circle  of  the  Heavens,  for  him 
A  sensitive  Existence,  and  a  God, 
With  lifted  hands  invoked,  and  songs  of  praise: 
Or,  less  reluctantly  to  hoods  of  Sense 
Yielding  his  Soul,  the  Babylonian  iimmed 
For  influence  undefined  a  personal  Shape; 
And,  from  the  Plain,  with  toil  immeosab  npraued 
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t  tiroes  plaoted  oo  the  top  of  Tower ; 
I  nightly  to  his  fplendid  Couch 
',  there  mi^t  rest;  upon  that  Height 
neoBf  difiuaed~-U>  overlook 
aphrates*  and  the  City  vast 
»ted  Wbrahippen^  fiir^tretched, 
»,  and  field,  and  garden,  interBpersed ; 
Ot  and  fix)d(iil  Region  for  support 
I  presBore  of  beleagnring  war. 

Shepherds,  ranging  trackless  fields, 
le  concave  of  unclouded  skies 
B  a  sea,  in  boundless  solitude, 

the  Polar  Star,  as  on  a  Guide 
ian  tS  their  course,  that  never  closed 
ist  eye.    The  Planetary  Five 
bmissive  reverence  they  beheld ; 
Tom  the  centre  of  their  sleeping  fiocks 
int  Mercuries,^  that  seemed  to  move 
hrough  Ether,  in  perpetual  round, 
id  resolutions  of  the  Gods ; 
eir  aspects,  signifying  works 
,urity,  to  man  revealed. 
Aginative  Ftcolty  was  Lord 
tions  natural;  and,  thus 
ose  Shepherds  made  report  of  Stars 
tion  passing  to  and  fro, 
le  orbs  of  ou^  apparent  sphere 
risible  counterpart,  adorned 
ering  Constellations,  under  earth, 
"om  all  approach  of  living  sight 
:  to  the  Dead ;  who,  so  they  deemed, 

celestial  Messengers  beheld 
its,  and  Judges  were  of  al]. 

ly  Grecian,  in  a  Land  of  hills, 
1  fertile  plains,  and  sounding  shores, 
ope  of  variegated  sky, 
commodious  place  for  every  God, 
eceived,  as  prodigally  brought, 
urrounding  Countries — at  the  choice 
mturera.    With  unrivalled  skill, 
bservation  fiimished  hints 
IS  fimcy,  did  his  hand  bestow 
Operations  a  fixed  shape; 
Jtone,  idolatrously  served, 
triumphant  o'er  this  pompous  show 
is  palpable  array  of  Sense, 
side  encountered;  in  despite 
BS  fictions  chanted  in  the  streets 
ing  Rhapsodists;  and  in  contempt 
ind  bold  denial  hourly  urged 
wrangling  Schools  —  a  spiRrr  hung, 
Etegion !  o'er  thy  Towns  and  Farms, 
d  Temples,  and  memorial  Tombs; 
itions  were  perceived ;  and  acts 
ality,  in  Nature's  course, 
d  by  mysteries,  that  were  felt 


As  bonds,  on  grave  Philosopher  imposed 

And  armed  Warrior;  and  in  every  grave 

A  gay  or  pensive  tendemees  prevailed, 

When  piety  more  awful  had  relaxed. 

— *'  Take,  running  River,  take  these  Locks  of  mine*— 

Thus  would  the  Votary  say  — '  this  severed  hair, 

*  My  vow  fiilfiUing,  do  I  here  present, 

'  Thankful  for  my  beloved  Child's  return. 
'  Thy  banks,  Cephisus,  he  again  hath  trod, 
'Thy  murmurs  heard;  and  drunk  the. crystal  lymph 
'  With  which  thou  dost  refiesh  the  thirsty  lip, 

*  And  moisten  all  day  long  these  flowery  fields !' 
And  doubtless,  sometimes,  when  the  hair  wta  shed 
Upon  the  flowing  stream,  a  thought  arose 

Of  Life  continuous,  Being  unimpaired; 
That  hath  been,  is,  and  where  it  was  and  is 
There  shall  enduire, — existence  unexposed 
To  the  blind  walk  of  mortal  accident; 
From  diminution  safe  and  weakening  age ; 
While  Man  grows  old,  and  dwindles,  and  decays; 
And  countleas  generations  of  Mankind 
Depart;  and  leave  no  vestige  where  they  trod. 

'*  We  live  by  admiration,  hope,  and  love ; 
And,  even  as  these  are  well  and  wisely  flxed, 
In  dignity  of  Being  we  ascend. 
But  what  is  error  1"  —  **  Answer  he  who  can  !*• 
The  Sceptic  somewhat  haughtily  exclaimed : 
^  Love,  Hope,  and  Admiration  —  are  they  not 
Mad  Fancy's  fiivourite  Vassals  1    Does  not  life 
Use  them,  fiill  ofl,  as  Pioneers  to  ruin, 
Guides  to  destruction  ?    Is  it  well  to  trust 
Imagination's  light  when  Reason's  fiiils, 
The  unguarded  taper  where  the  guarded  fiiints  ? 
—  Stoop  from  those  heights,  and  soberly  declare 
What  error  is ;  and,  of  our  errors,  which 
Doth  most  debase  the  mind ;  the  genuine  seats 
Of  power,  where  are  they  ?    Who  shall  regulate, 
With  truth,  the  scale  of  intellectual  rank?" 

**  Methinks,"  persuasively  the  Sage  replied, 
*'  That  for  this  arduous  office  You  possess 
Some  rare  advantages.     Your  early  days 
A  grateful  recollection  must  supply 
Of  much  exalted  good  by  Heaven  vouchsafed 
To  dignify  the  humblest  state.  —  Your  voice 
Hath,  in  my  hearing,  often  testified 
That  poor  Men's  Children,  they,  and  they  alone. 
By  their  condition  taught,  can  understand 
The  wisdom  of  the  prayer  that  daily  asks 
For  daily  bread.    A  consciousness  is  yours 
How  feelingly  religion  may  be  learned 
In  smoky  Cabins,  from  a  Mother's  Umgue— 
Heard  while  the  Dwelling  vibrates  to  the  din 
Of  the  contiguous  Torrent,  gathering  strength 
At  every  moment — and,  with  strength,  increase 
Of  fiiry ;  or,  while  Snow  is  at  the  door. 
Assaulting  and  defending,  and  the  Wind, 
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A  sigiitlesB  Labourer,  whietles  at  his  work  — 
Fearful,  but  resignation  tempers  fear, 
And  piety  is  sweet  jo  infant  minds. 

—  The  Shepherd  Lad,  who  in  the  sunshine  carves. 
On  the  green  turf,  a  dial  —  to  divide 

The  silent  hours;  and  who  to  that  report 

Can  portion  out  his  pleasures,  and  adapt 

His  round  of  pastoral  duties,  is  not  left 

With  less  intelligence  for  moral  things 

Of  gravest  import    Early  he  perceives. 

Within  himself  a  measure  and  a  rule, 

Which  to  the  Sun  of  Truth  he  can  apply, 

TImt  shines  for  him,  and  shines  for  all  Mankind. 

Experience  daily  fixing  his  regards 

On  Nature's  wants,  he  knows  how  few  they  are, 

And  where  they  lie,  how  answered  and  appeased. 

This  knowledge  ample  recompense  afibrds 

For  manifold  privations ;  he  refers 

His  notions  to  this  standard ;  on  this  rock 

Rests  his  desires;  and  hence,  in  after  life. 

Soul-strengthening  patience,  and  sublime  content 

Imagination  —  not  permitted  here 

To  waste  her  powers,  as  in  the  worldling's  mind, 

On  fickle  pleasures,  and  superfluous  cares. 

And  trivial  ostentation  —  is  left  free 

And  puissant  to  range  the  solemn  walks 

Of  time  and  nature,  girded  by  a  zone 

That,  while  it  binds,  invigorates  and  supports. 

Acknowledge,  then,  that  whether  by  the  side 

Of  his  poor  hut,  or  on  the  mountain  top. 

Or  in  the  cultured  field,  a  Man  so  bred 

(Take  from  him  what  you  will  upon  the  score 

Of  ignorance  or  illusion)  lives  and  breathes 

For  noble  purposes  of  mind :  his  hoart 

Beats  to  the  heroic  song  of  ancient  days ; 

His  eye  distinguishes,  his  soul  creates. 

And  those  Illusions,  which  excite  the  scorn 

Or  move  the  pity  of  unthinking  minds. 

Are  they  not  mainly  outward  Ministers 

Of  inward  Conscience  ?  with  whose  service  charged 

They  came  and  go,  appeared  and  disappear. 

Diverting  evil  purposes,  remorse 

Awakening,  chastening  an  intemperate  grief. 

Or  pride  of  heart  abating :  and,  whene'er 

For  less  important  ends  those  Phantoms  move. 

Who  would  forbid  them,  if  their  presence  serve, 

Among  wild  mountains  and  unpeopled  heaths. 

Filling  a  space,  else  vacant,  to  exalt 

The  forms  of  Nature,  and  enlarge  her  powers? 

"  Once  more  to  distant  Ages  of  the  world 
Let  us  revert,  and  place  before  our  thoughts 
The  face  which  rural  Solitude  might  wear 
To  the  unenlightened  Swains  of  pagan  Greece. 

—  In  that  fair  Clime,  the  lonely  Herdsman,  stretched 
On  the  soft  grass  through  half  a  summer's  day. 
With  music  lulled  his  indolent  repose : 

And,  in  some  fit  of  weariness  if  he, 


When  his  own  breath  was  silent,  ehanced  to  he 
A  distant  strain,  far  sweeter  than  the  soondf 
Which  his  poor  skill  could  make,  his  Fuicy  fel 
Even  firom  the  blazing  Chariot  of  the  San, 
A  beardless  Youth,  who  touched  a  golden  hitc^ 
And  filled  the  illumined  groves  with  Faviihrnw 
The  nightly  Hunter,  lifting  np  his  eyes 
Towards  the  crescent  Moon,  with  grateful  bear 
Called  on  the  lovely  wanderer  who  bestowed 
That  timely  light,  to  share  his  joyous  sport: 
And  hence,  a  beaming  Goddess  with  her  Nymp' 
Across  the  lawn  and  through  the  darksooie  gro 
(Not  unaccompanied  with  tuneful  notes 
By  echo  multiplied  finom  rock  or  cave) 
Swept  in  the  storm  of  chase,  as  Mooo  and  Slai 
Glance  rapidly  along  the  clouded  heaveo. 
When  winds  are  blowing  strong.  The  TraveDei 
His  thirst  from  Rill  or  gushing  Fount,  and  tfaial 
The  Naiad.  —  Sunbeams,  upon  distant  Hills 
Gliding  apace,  with  Shadows  in  their  train. 
Might,  with  small  help  from  fiuicy,  be  traotitni 
Into  fleet  Oreads  sporting  visibly. 
The  Zephyrs,  fiinning  as  they  passed,  their  vii^ 
Lacked  not,  for  love,  fair  Objects,  whom  thej  m 
With  gentle  whisper.     Withered  Boughs  gntan 
Stripped  of  their  leaves  and  twigs  by  boaiy  if^ 
From  depth  of  shaggy  covert  peeping  forth 
In  the  low  vale,  or  on  steep  mountain  side; 
And,  sometimes,  intermixed  with  stirring  horn 
Of  the  live  Deer,  or  Goat's  depending  beard,— 
These  were  the  lurking  Satyrs,  a  wild  brood 
Of  gamesome  Deities ;  or  Pan  himself. 
The  simple  Shepherd's  awe-inspiring  God.'" 
As  this  apt  strain  proceeded,  I  could  mark 
Its  kindly  influence,  o'er  the  yielding  brow 
Of  our  Companion,  gradually  diflTused; 
While,  listening,  he  had  paced  the  noiselea  tmi 
Like  one  whose  untired  ear  a  murmurini;  streui 
Detains;  but  tempted  now  to  interpose. 
He  with  a  smile  exclaimed  — 

Tiswellyoif 
At  a  safe  distance  from  our  native  Land, 
And  from  the  Mansions  where  our  youth  wutH) 
The  true  De:>ccndants  of  those  godly  Men 
;  Who  swept  from  Scotland,  in  a  flame  of  zeal, 
Shrino,  Altar,  Image,  and  the  massy  Piles 
That  harboured  them,  —  the  Souls  retaining  yet 
The  churlish  features  of  that  after  Race 
Who  fled  to  caves,  and  woods,  and  naked  rocki^ 
In  deadly  scorn  of  superstitious  rites. 
Or  what  their  scruples  construed  to  be  sack  -^ 
How,  think  you,  would  they  tolerate  this  schems 
Of  fine  propensities,  that  tends,  if  urged 
Far  as  it  might  be  urged,  to  sow  afresh 
The  weeds  of  Romish  Phantasy,  in  vain 
Uprooted ;  would  re-consecrate  our  Wells 
To  good  Saint  Fillan  and  to  &ir  Saint  Anoe: 
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f  btnkhniaiil  x^call  Sunt  GKlfls» 
in  with  tatekiy  loro 
Sdinboroogh  throned  on  engil 
tormtiooy  to  behold 
m  the  ahonhlen  of  hte  Prieeta» 
indin^  thrangfa  her  crowded  streets; 
nmded  bj  the  sober  Powers 
LDd  Philosophy,  end  Sense  !** 

blbwed^— **  Yoa  hsfe  turned  my  thoughts 

.ve  Progeniton,  who  rose 

itry  ¥rith  wsrlike  mind, 

from  Tain  observmnces,  to  Iqrk 

woods,  end  under  dismtl  rocl»« 
dielter,  oo?ering,  fire,  sod  food ; 
this  very  reason  that  they  felt, 
owledge,  wheresoe'er  they  moved, 
'resence,  oft-times  misooocelved ; 
^  dependence,  a  divine 
oTernmeat,  that  filled  their  hearts 
1  gratitude,  and  fear,  and  love ; 
$ir  fervent  lips  drew  hymns  of  praise, 

the  desert  rang.    Thoogh  favoured  less, 
I  these,  yet  such,  in  their  degree, 
lewildered  Pfeigans  of  old  tnne. 
own  poor  Natures  and  above 
;  were  humbly  thankful  for  the  good 
mrm  Sun  solicited  -^  and  Earth 
ere  gladsome, — and  their  moral  sense 
1  with  reverence  for  the  Gods ; 
I  hopes  that  overstepped  the  Grave. 

our  great  Discoverers,**  he  exclaimed, 
oice  triumphantly,  **  obtain 
ind  Reason  less  than  These  obtained, 
lisled  t    Shall  Men  for  whom  our  Age 
vers  of  vision  hath  prepared, 
le  world  without  and  world  within, 
the  blind  1    Ambitious  Souls ^> 
,  at  this  late  season,  hath  produced 
he  moving  spheres,  and  weigh 
in  the  hollow  of  their  hand ; 
[io  rather  dive  than  soar,  whose  pains 
the  elements,  or  analysed 
:  principle  —  shall  They  in  fact 
aded  Race?  and  what  avails 
heir  presumption  make  tliem  such  ? 
laughter  at  their  work  in  Heaven ! 
icient  Wisdom ;  go,  demand 
fature,  if  't  was  ever  meant 
lid  pry  far  off  yet  be  unraised  ; 
aid  pore,  and  dwindle  as  we  pore, 
objects  unremittingly 
ion  dead  and  spiritless; 
iding,  and  dividing  still, 
ill  grandeur,  still  unsatisOed 
Terse  attempt,  while  littleness 
ne  mors  little;  waging  thus 


An  impkyus  warfare  with  the  veiy  life 
Of  our  own  souls! — And  if  indeed  then  be 
An  all-pervading  Spirit,  npoo  whom 
Our  dark  foundations  rest,  oonki  He  design 
That  this  magnificent  efl^  of  Power, 
The  Earth  we  tread,  the  Sky  that  we  behold 
By  day,  and  all  the  pomp  which  night  reveals, 
That  these  -^  and  that  superk>r  Mysteiy 
Our  vital  Frames  so  fearfully  devised. 
And  the  dread  Soul  within  it— should  exist 
Only  to  be  examined,  pondered,  searched. 
Probed,  vexed,  and  critieised  1  -r-  Accuse  me  not 
Of  arrogance,  unknown  Wanderer  as  I  am, 
If,  having  walked  with  Nature  tbreesoore  yeai% 
And  offered,  &r  as  fifaiky  would  allow. 
My  heart  a  daily  sscrifioe  to  Truth, 
I  now  affirm  of  Nature  and  of  Tmth, 
Whom  I  have  served,  that  their  DnrniTT 
Revolts,  ofl!bnded  at  the  ways  of  Men 
Swayed  by  such  motives^  to  such  end  employed  * 
Philosophers,  who^  though  the  human  Soul 
Be  of  a  thousand  faculties  composed. 
And  twice  ten  thousand  interests,  do  yet  prixe 
This  Soul,  and  the  transcendent  Universe, 
No  more  than  as  a  Mirror  that  reflects 
To  proud  Self-love  her  own  intelligence ; 
That  One,  poor,  infinite  Object,  in  the  Abyss 
Of  infinite  foing,  twinkling  restlesdy ! 

"  Nor  higher  place  can  be  assigned  to  Him 

And  his  Compeers — the  laughing  Sage  of  France.  — 

Crowned  was  He,  if  my  Memory  do  not  err. 

With  laurel  planted  upon  hoary  hairs. 

In  sign  of  conquest  by  his  Wit  achieved. 

And  benefits  his  wisdom  had  conferred. 

His  tottering  Body  was  with  wreaths  of  flowers 

Opprest,  far  less  becoming  ornaments 

Than  Spring  ofl  twines  about  a  mouldering  Tree 

Yet  so  it  pleased  a  fond,  a  vain  old  Man, 

And  a  most  frivolous  People.     Him  I  mean 

Who  penned,  to  ridicule  confiding  Faith, 

This  sorry  Legend ;  which  by  chance  we  found 

Piled  in  a  nook,  through  malice,  as  might  seem. 

Among  more  innocent  rubbish.**  —  Speaking  thui^ 

With  a  brief  notice  when,  and  how,  and  where. 

We  had  espied  the  Book,  he  drew  it  forth ; 

And  courteously,  as  if  the  act  removed. 

At  once,  all  traces  firom  the  good  Man*s  heart 

Of  unbenign  aversion  or  contempt, 

Restored  it  to  its  owner.    ^  Gentle  Friend,** 

Herewith  he  grasped  the  Solitary's  hand, 

"You  have  known  better  Lights  and  Guides  than 

these  — 

Ah !  let  not  aught  amiss  within  dispose 

A  noble  mind  to  practise  on  herself. 

And  tempt  Opinion  to  support  the  wrongs 

Of  Passion :  whatsoe'er  be  felt  or  feared. 

From  higher  judgment-seats  make  no  appeal 

50 
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To  lower :  can  you  qaestion  that  the  Soul 

Inherits  an  allegfiance,  not  by  choice 

To  be  cast  off,  upon  an  oath  proposed 

By  each  new  upstart  Notion  1    In  the  porta 

Of  levity  no  refugee  can  be  found. 

No  shelter,  for  a  spirit  in  distress. 

He,  who  by  wilful  disesteero  of  life, 

And  proud  insensibility  to  hope, 

AffirontB  the  eye  of  Solitude,  shall  learn 

That  her  mild  nature  can  be  terrible ; 

That  neither  she  nor  Silence  lack  the  power 

To  avenge  their  own  insulted  Majesty. 

—  O  blest  seclusion !  when  the  Mind  admits 

The  law  of  duty ;  and  can  therefore  move 

Through  each  vicissitude  of  loss  and  gain. 

Linked  in  entire  complacence  with  her  choice ; 

When  Youth's  presumptuousness  is  mellowed  down. 

And  Manhood's  vain  anxiety  dismissed ; 

When  Wisdom  shows  her  seasonable  fruit. 

Upon  the  boughs  of  sheltering  Leisure  hung 

In  sober  plenty ;  when  the  spirit  stoops 

To  drink  with  gratitude  the  crystal  stream 

Of  unreproved  enjoyment ;  and  is  pleased 

To  muse, — and  be  saluted  by  the  air 

Of  meek  repentance,  wafting  wall-flower  scents 

From  out  the  crumbling  ruins  of  fallen  Pride 

And  chambers  of  Transgression,  now  forlorn. 

O,  calm  contented  days,  and  peaceful  nights ! 

Who,  when  such  good  can  be  obtained,  would  strive 

To  reconcile  his  Manhood  to  a  couch 

Soft,  as  may  seem,  but,  under  that  disguise, 

Stuffed  with  the  thorny  substance  of  the  past, 

For  fixed  annoyance ;  and  full  ofl  beset 

With  floating  dreams,  disconsolate  and  black, 

The  vapoury  phantoms  of  futurity  1 

"  Within  the  soul  a  Faculty  abides. 
That  with  interpositions,  which  would  hide 
And  darken,  so  can  deal,  that  they  become 
Contingencies  of  pomp ;  and  serve  to  exalt 
Her  native  brightness.    As  the  ample  Moon, 
In  the  deep  stillness  of  a  summer  Even 
Rising  behind  a  thick  and  lofly  grove, 
Burns  like  an  unconsuming  fire  of  light, 
In  the  green  trees ;  and,  kindling  on  all  sides 
Their  leafy  umbrage,  turns  the  dusky  veil 
Into  a  substance  glorious  as  her  own. 
Yea  with  her  own  incorporated,  by  power. 
Capacious  and  serene ;  like  power  abides 
In  Man's  celestial  Spirit ;  Virtue  thus 
Sets  forth  and  magnifies  herself;  thus  feeds 
A  calm,  a  beautiful,  and  silent  fire, 
I'Yom  the  encumbrances  of  mortal  life, 
From  error,  disappointment,  —  nay,  from  guilt 
And  sometimes,  so  relenting  Justice  wills, 
From  palpable  oppressions  of  Despair." 

The  Solitary  by  these  words  was  touched 
With  manifest  emotion,  and  exclaimed. 


"^  But  how  begin  1  ud  whence  1— the  MiM« 
Resolve  —  the  haughty  Monlist  would  say, 
This  single  act  is  all  that  we  demand. 
Alas !  such  wisdom  bids  a  Creature  fly 

•  • 

Whose  very  sorrow  is,  that  time  hath  shon 
His  natural  wmgs!  —  To  Friendship  let  hin ti 
For  succour;  but  peiliaps  he  sits  akoe 
On  stormy  waters,  in  a  little  Boat 
That  holds  but  him,  and  can  contain  no  moR! 
Religion  tells  of  amity  sublime 
Which  no  condition  can  preclude ;  of  One 
Who  sees  all  suflTering,  comprehends  all  wul^ 
All  weakness  fathoms,  can  supply  all  needs; 
But  is  that  bounty  abeolate  ?  —  His  gifts, 
Are  they  not  still,  in  some  degree,  rewirdi 
For  acts  of  service  1    Can  his  Love  extend 
To  hearts  that  own  not  Him  ?    Will  showers  tf 
When  in  the  sky  no  promise  may  be  seen, 
Fall  to  refiresh  a  parched  and  withered  land! 
Or  shall  the  groaning  Spirit  cast  her  kad 
At  the  Redeemer's  feetV 

In  mefhl  toM^ 
With  some  impatience  in  his  mien,  he  spake; 
Back  to  my  mind  rushed  all  that  had  been  mgB 
To  calm  the  Sufierer  when  his  story  dosed; 
I  looked  for  counsel  as  unbending  now; 
But  a  discriminating  sympathy 
Stooped  to  this  apt  repiy,^ 

''AsMenfiail 

Do,  in  the  constitution  of  their  Souls, 
Difier,  by  mystery  not  to  be  explained ; 
And  as  we  fall  by  various  ways,  and  sink 
'.  One  deeper  than  another,  self-condemned, 
j  Through  manifold  degrees  of  guilt  and  sbaiM^ 
So  manifold  and  various  are  the  ways 
Of  restoration,  fashioned  to  the  steps 
Of  all  infirmity,  and  tending  all 
To  the  same  point,  —  attainable  by  all; 
Peace  in  ourselves,  and  unioa  with  oar  God. 
For  you,  assuredly,  a  hopeful  road 
Lies  open :  we  have  heard  from  You  a  voice 
At  every  moment  softened  in  its  course 
By  tenderness  of  heart ;  have  seen  your  Eje, 
Even  like  an  Altar  lit  by  firo  from  Heaven, 
Kindle  before  us.  —  Your  discourse  tbie  daj, 
That,  like  the  fabled  Lethe,  wished  to  flow 
In  creeping  sadness,  through  oblivious  diades 
I  Of  death  and  night,  has  caught  at  every  ton 
The  colours  of  the  Sun.    Access  for  yoo 
Is  yet  preserved  to  principles  of  truth. 
Which  the  Imaginative  Will  uphdds 
In  seats  of  wisdom,  not  to  be  approached 
By  the  inferior  faculty  that  moulds. 
With  her  minute  and  speculative  pains, 
Opinion,  ever  changing !  — I  have  seen 
A  curious  Child,  who  dwelt  opoo  a  tiact 
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oand*  tppiyiaf  to  hk  fltr  - 
tioDs of  ft  tmootli-lipped  Qidl; 
I  dleDce  hoilied,  hii  very  wal 
snely;  tnd  his  ooanteiMiiee  ■ooo 
with  JQj ;  hr  nmrnniriiigi  fiom  within 
, — apporonftcadencael  whereby 
\  the  Monitor  expieMed 
inioa  with  its  native  Set.* 
Shell  the  Univene  itself 
of  Faith ;  and  there  ate  times, 
when  to  Yon  it  doth  impart 
dings  of  invisihle  things; 
low,  and  ever-doring  power; 
peace,  subsisting  at  the  heart 
gitation.    Here  yon  stand, 
worship,  when  yon  know  it  not ; 
I  the  intention  of  yonr  thought ; 
9  the  meaning  of  year  will. 
Iiave  felt,  and  may  not  cease  to  feeL 
f  Man  would  be  indeed  forlorn 
losions  of  the  reasoning  Power 
e  blind,  and  closed  the  passages 
ich  the  Ear  converses  with  the  heart 
3oul,  the  Being  of  yonr  Dfe, 
bock  of  awfbl  consciousness, 
I  season,  when  these  Idiy  Rocks 
proach  bring  down  the  unclouded  Sky, 
their  circumambient  walls ; 
iming  of  dimensions  vast, 
too  enormous  for  the  sound 
thems,  —  choral  song,  or  burst 
istmrnental  harmony, 
3  Eternal !    What  if  these 
»k  the  stillness  that  prevails 
lolemn  Nightingale  be  mute, 
Woodlark  here  did  never  chant 
Nature  fiiils  not  to  provide 
itterance.    The  whispering  Air 
tion  from  the  shadowy  heights, 
leases  of  the  caverned  rocks ; 
Is,  and  Waters  numberless, 
layligbt,  blend  their  notes 
1  Streams:  and  oflen,  at  the  hour 
brth  the  first  pale  Stars,  is  heard, 
ircuit  of  this  Fabric  huge, 
the  solitary  Raven,  flying 
concave  of  the  dark-blue  dome, 
iiance  above  all  power  of  sight  — 
!  with  echoes  from  afar 


'  Of  pearly  hue 


iDd  they  that  lustre  have  imbibed 

in*t  palace  iporch ;  where,  when  unyoked, 

ot>wheel  itands  midway  in  the  wave, 

e,  and  it  awakens ;  then  apply 

Bd  lips  to  your  attentive  ear, 

members  its  august  abodes, 

man  m  the  ocean  murmurs  there.** 

Landoe. H.  it] 


which 


Fbint-«nd  stiU  fidnter-^s  tte  cry. 

The  wanderer  aoeompanies  her  flight 

Through  the  calm  legiony  &des  opon  the  ear, 

Dimmishing  by  distance  till  it  seemed 

To  eifke^  yet  from  the  Ali^  is  canght  agaiut 

And  yet  again  reoovored ! 

*'Bnt  descending 
From  these  Imaginative  Heights,  that  yield 
Far-stretching  views  into  Eternity 
Acknowledge  that  to  l<^atare*s  homUer  power 
Your  cherished  sollenness  is  ferced  to  bend ' 
Even  here,  where  her  amenities  are  sown 
With  sparing  hand.    Then  trust  yourself  abroad 
To  range  her  blooming  bower%  and  spacious  fields^ 
Where  on  the  labours  of  the  happy  Throng 
She  smiles,  including  in  her  wide  embrace 
City,  and  Town,  and  Tow^,— and  Sea  with  Ships 
Sprinkled ;  —  be  our  Companion  while  we  track 
Her  rivers  populous  with  gliding  life ; 
While,  free  as  air,  o'er  printless  sands  we  maich* 
Or  pierce  the  gloom  of  her  majestic  woods; 
Roaming,  or  resting  under  gratefiil  shade 
Tn  peace  and  meditative  cheerfulness ; 
Where  living  Thmgs,  and  Things  inanimate. 
Do  speak,  at  Heaven's  command,  to  eye  and  eai^ 
And  speak  to  social  Reason's  inner  senses 
With  inarticulate  language. 

"Porthe  Man,    -^ 
Who,  in  this  spirit,  communes  with  the  Forms 
Of  Nature,  who  with  understanding  heart 
Doth  know  and  love  such  Objects  as  excite 
No  morbid  passions,  no  disquietude. 
No  vengeance,  and  no  hatred,  needs  must  feel 
The  joy  of  that  pure  principle  of  Love 
So  deeply,  that,  unsatisfied  with  aught 
Less  pure  and  exquisite,  he  cannot  choose 
But  seek  for  objects  of  a  kindred  love 
In  Fellow-natures  and  a  kindred  joy. 
Accordingly  he  by  degrees  perceives 
His  feelings  of  aversion  softened  down ;    - 
A  holy  tenderness  pervade  his  frame. 
His  sanity  of  reason  not  impaired. 
Say  rather,  all  his  thoughts  now  flowing  clear. 
From  a  clear  Fountain  flowing,  he  looks  roupd 
And  seeks  for  good ;  and  finds  the  good  he  seeks: 
Until  abhorrence  and  contempt  are  things 
He  only  knows  by  name ;  and,  if  he  hear. 
From  other  mouths,  the  language  which  they  speak. 
He  is  compassionate ;  and  has  no  thought. 
No  feeling,  which  can  overcome  his  love. 

**  And  further;  by  contempUting  these  Forms 
In  the  relations  which  they  bear  to  Man, 
He  shall  discern,  how,  through  the  various  means 
Which  silently  they  yield,  are  multiplied 
The  spiritual  Presences  of  absent  Things. 
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'  Iiiiiinicted,  tinie  will  come 
111)  iibject  but  miy  tetch 
1  to  their  mind* 

r  of  huTnin  joy. 

;iile  lit  thinir*  ipcak  of  Man, 

urriii;  and  ireneraj  laws, 

mil  leml  alike 

I,  ujlh  the  will,  cnnrcr 

hr  hlRMinsa  wide 

The  Irpht  of  l(We 
Tr..  t'Etim  lliPJr  Riept 
-n  •^tmll  be  conflrmed 
u'hich  Sense  i*  made 
■ml  purposp*. 
Il'liat  chanife  ■hnll  clothe 

lOf.    Science  then 

^lt'1nt ;  and  thpn, 
.    f  her  nume, 
.  .      ndlc  ;  hrr  dull  Eye, 
e  eljall  hang 

1  iiiiercai  to  watch 
■>,  and  gene  the  cause 

■f*-,  not  for  thii 

(■•',  must  be  foond 

|iiJuncc,  a  support 
"  Miml's  fjCKriiM  Power, 

I  Itoin^  that  we  are; 
1  tlin  Soul  of  Thinps 
rco;  and  while  iuspirod 
13  that  the  Will  ta  free. 
lOve,  as  if  impelled 

llung  the  path 
Wliate'er  we  see, 

|i  to  ft  ni  and  nurae 
II  calmer  scata 
riilse  to  loftier  hei^bta 
tdlecmal  soul." 

liint  c'loqitent  haran^e, 
Kur  in  c«itinuou8  stream: 
favoge  wildernen, 
ar?>'B  ftotu  bis  breast 


Into  the  hearing  of  UMmUed ' 
In  open  ciiele  eaaled  ioiidI,  an 
Aa  the  unbresithiiig  kir,  when  I 
Stira  in  the  inif[{ily  woodsL  —  S 
The  words  be  uttered  AmH  not 
For  the;  mnk  into  me — tlie  bi 
Of  One  whom  time  and  natuie 
Gracing  his  lao^nage  with  an' 
Which  hostile  spirits  aileotl;  i 
Of  One  accustomed  to  dedrea  I 
On  fruita^  pothered  &om  the  ' 
To  hopes  on  knowledge  and  ex 
Of  One  in  whom  pemaaioa  an 
Had  ripened  into  faith,  and  &it 
A  paraionale  iotuitioo  i  whence 
Though  bound  to  Earth  tj  tiei 
Froui  all  injurious  aervilude  wi 


The  Sun,  before  his  place  of  re 
Hud  yet  to  travel  ftr,  but  unto 
'  To  ua  who  stood  low  ia  that  ho 
i  1  Ic  had  became  invisible,  —  a  p 
Ixraving  behind  of  yellow  ladia 
'  t'pon  the  mountain  aides,  to  coi 
,  With  ample  shadows,  seemingl 
Than  thoae  resplendent  lights^  I 
A  diFpcDrntion  of  bia  evening'  p 
—  Adown  the  path  that  frnn  tb 
I  The  funeral  Train,  the  Shephei 
j  Were  seen  descendinfr;  —  fiwtli 
Our  little  Pajrc;  the  rustic  Paii 
And  in  the  3lalroD*B  aspect  ma] 
A  plain  ao^urance  that  the  won 
How  that  neglected  Pensioner 
Rcforc  hid  lime  into  a  quiet  gn' 
Hod  done  to  her  humanity  no  w 
,  But  we  are  kindly  welcomed  — 
j  With  oBtentatious  Mai.  —  Alooj 
,  Of  the  Emill  Cottaf^  in  the  Ion. 
,  A  frralefijl  Couch  waa  spread  fb 
Where,  in  the  guise  of  Alountai 
I  Stretched  upoit  fragrant  heath,  i 
or  far.oS'  torrents  charming  tiu 
'  And  to  tired  limbs  and  over-boa 
1  Inviting  sleep  and  soft  fbtgetfiili 
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ARGUMENT. 


VteeivaDtodM  Vallfly— Reflaetioni— Siglitofalafge  and  popokwn  Vato — SolilMy  cawenti  fo  go  ferwaid  — 
Vala  daicribed— The  pMlof^  Dwalling,  and  ■onw  acoonnt  of  him —The  Chnichyaid — Chnioh  and  UdoonMiili 
— Tba  flolilBiy  maringt  and  where— »Roaaed — In  tfie  Giurch-yaid  the  Solitary  oommnnieatei  the  thoaghn  whieh 
had  no&oAf  pawad  thioqghJiii  mind— Lofty  tone  of  tfie  Wanderer*!  dieooosn  of  yeateiday  adverted  to — Rite  of 
BapciMn»aod  <he  ptofemioiii  accompanying  it,  oontraited  wiA  the  real  ilate  of  human  life — Inoonikleney  oftfie 
heiC  men— Admowledgment  that  ptactice  Ihlli  ftr  hebw  the  iqjunctioni  of  dn^  aa  enrting  in  the  mind— beoetal 
eomplafait  ofa  fidling-off  in  the  Talae  of  life  after  the  time  of  yoatb— Outward  appearancei  of  content  and  happinem 
in  degree  iUuiTe — Vm/tar  approadiei —  Appeal  made  to  him  — Hie  aniwer — Wandererin  tympadiy  with  him  — 
SoggeHhm  Ifaat  the  leart  ambitaooi  Inqniren  may  be  moit  free  fhm  error— The  Ptator  li  derired  to  give  nme  For- 
tratli  of.  die  living  or  dead  fiom  hii  own  obeervationi  of  life  among  these  Moontaina— and  lor  what  pnrpote— Ptator 
conMnli— BfomUaia  Cottage— Excellent  qualitiee  of  iti  Inhabitanti — Solitary  eipwee  hii  plearare;  but  deniei 
the  pmiie  of  virtue  to  worth  of  iSbm  kind— Feelings  of  the  Priest  before  he  enters  npon  his  acooont  of  Peraoos 
imened  in  the  Chofebyakd— Graves  of  nnbaptiied  Inftnti— What  sensstions  they  exdto — Foneral  and  aspokfanl 
Ohasfvaneea,  vHience— Eoelesiastical  EBtablishmsoti,  whence  derived— Profemion  of  Belief  hi  die  doetdne  of 
ImsMitali^. 


■wcLL»  deep  Valley,  with  thy  one  rude  Honse, 
its  nnall  lot  of  life-sapporting  fields, 
gnardiaa  rocks !  —  Farewell,  attractive  Seat ! 
he  still  inflaz  of  the  morning  light 
0,  and  day's  pure  cheerfulness,  but  veiled 
n  human  observation,  as  if  yet 
leval  Forests  wrapped  thee  round  with  dark 
enetrahle  shade ;  once  more  farewell, 
estic  Circuit,  beautiful  Abyss, 
Vatore  destined  from  the  birth  of  things 
quietness  profound ! 

Upon  the  side 
liat  brown  Slope,  the  outlet  of  the  Vale, 
jfering  behind  my  Comrades,  thus  I  breathed 
uting  tribute  to  a  spot  that  seemed 
i  the  fixed  centre  of  a  troubled  World, 
now,  pursuing  leisurely  my  way, 
r  viun,  thought  I,  it  is  by  change  of  place 
leek  that  comfort  which  the  mind  denies; 
trial  and  temptation  oft  are  shunned 
lely :  and  by  such  tenure  do  we  hold 
I  Life's  possessioost  that  even  they  whose  flite 

ids  no  peculiar  leasoo  of  complaint 

8Z 


Might,  by  the  promise  that  is  here,  be  won 

To  steal  from  active  duties,  and  embrace 

Obscurity,  and  calm  forgetfulness. 

—  Knowledge,  methinks,  in  these  disordered 

Should  be  allowed  a  privilege  to  have 

Her  Anchorites,  like  Piety  of  old ; 

Men,  who,  from  faction  sacred,  and  unstained 

By  war,  might,  if  so  minded,  turn  aside 

Uncensured,  and  subsist,  a  scattered  few 

Living  to  Grod  and  Nature,  and  content 

With  that  communion.    Consecrated  be 

The  Spots  where  such  abide !    But  happier  sfeill 

The  Man,  whom,  fiirthermore,  a  hope  attends 

That  meditation  and  researoh  may  guide 

His  privacy  to  principles  and  powers 

Discovered  or  invented ;  or  set  forth, 

Through  his  acquaintance  with  the  ways  of  troth. 

In  lucid  order;  so  that,  when  his  course 

Is  run,  some  faithful  Eulogist  may  say, 

He  sought  not  praise,  and  praise  did  overlook 

His  unobtnisive  merit;  but  his  life. 

Sweet  to  himself,  was  exercised  in  good 

That  shall  survive  his  name  and  memory. 
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Acknowledgments  of  gratitode  sincere 
Accompanied  these  musings ;  —  fervent  thanks 
For  my  own  peaceful  lot  and  happy  choice ; 
A  choice  that  from  the  passions  of  the  world 
Withdrew,  and  fixed  me  in  a  still  retreat, 
Sheltered,  but  not  to  social  duties  lost* 
Secluded,  but  not  buried ;  and  with  song 
Cheering  my  days,  and  with  industrious  thought, 
With  ever-welcome  company  of  books. 
By  virtuous  friendship's  soul-sustaining  aid. 
And  with  the  blessings  of  domestic  love. 

Thus  occupied  in  mind  I  paced  along, 

Following  the  rugged  road,  by  sledge  or  wheel 

Worn  in  the  moorland,  till  I  overtook 

My  two  Associates,  in  the  morning  sunshine 

Halting  together  on  a  rocky  knoll. 

From  which  the  road  descended  rapidly 

To  the  green  meadows  of  another  Vale. 

Here  did  our  pensive  Host  put  forth  his  hand 
In  sign  of  fiu^well.    **  Nay,'*  the  Old  Man  said. 
'*  The  fragrant  Air  its  coolness  still  retains; 
The  Herds  and  Flocks  are  yet  abroad  to  crop 
The  dewy  grass ;  you  cannot  leave  us  now. 
We  must  not  part  at  this  inviting  hour." 
He  yielded,  though  reluctant;  for  his  Mind 
Instinctively  disposed  him  to  retire 
To  his  own  Covert ;  as  a  billow,  heaved 
Upon  the  beach,  rolls  back  into  the  Sea. 
— So  we  descend ;  and  winding  round  a  rock 
Attain  a  point  that  showed  the  Valley  —  stretched 
In  length  before  us;  and,  not  distant  far. 
Upon  a  rising  ground  a  gray  Church-tower, 
Whose  battlements  were  screened  by  tufled  trees. 
And,  towards  a  crystal  Mere,  that  lay  beyond 
Among  steep  hills  and  woods  embosomed,  flowed 
A  copious  Stream  with  boldly- winding  course; 
Here  traceable,  there  hidden  —  there  again 
To  sight  restored,  and  glittering  in  the  Sun. 
On  the  Stream's  bank,  and  everywhere,  appeared 
Fair  Dwellings,  single,  or  in  social  knots ; 
Some  scattered  o'er  the  level,  others  perched 
On  the  hill  sides,  a  cheerful  quiet  scene. 
Now  in  its  morning  purity  arrayed. 

■*•  As,  'mid  some  happy  Valley  of  the  Alps," 
Said  I,  "  once  happy,  ere  tyrannic  Power, 
Warrtonly  breaking  in  upon  the  Swiss, 
Destroyed  their  unoffending  Commonwealth, 
A  popular  equality  reigns  here, 
Save  for  one  House  of  State  beneath  whose  roof 
A  rural  Lord  might  dwell."  —  **No  feudal  pomp," 
Replied  our  Friend,  a  Chronicler  who  stood 
Where'er  he  moved  upon  familiar  ground, 
"  Nor  feudal  power  is  thero ;  but  there  abides. 
In  his  allotted  Home,  a  genuine  Priest, 
The  Shepherd  oT'his  Flock ;  or,  as  a  King 


Is  styled,  when  most  aflbctiooalely  pnised. 

The  Father  of  his  People.    Such  ti  be; 

And  rich  and  poor,  and  joang  and  old,  rejoice 

Under  his  spiritual  sway.    He  hath  vooehsafU 

To  me  some  portion  of  a  kind  regard ; 

And  lometbing  alsp  oThis  inner  mind 

Hath  he  imparted  —  but  I  speak  of  him 

As  he  is  known  to  all.    The  calm  delights 

Of  unambitious  piety  he  chose, 

And  learning's  solid  dignity ;  though  bom 

Of  knightly  race,  nor  wanting  powerful  frieadi 

Hither,  in  prime  of  manhood,  be  witbdrew 

From  academic  bowers.    He  loved  the  spot. 

Who  does  not  love  his  native  soil !  be  prixed 

The  ancient  rural  character,  composed 

Of  simple  manners,  feelings  unsuppresBed 

And  undisguised,  and  strong  and  serious  tbou^; 

A  character  reflected  in  himself, 

Willi  such  embellishment  as  well  beseems 

His  rank  and  sscred.  function.    This  deep  vale 

Winds  for  in  reaches  hidden  firom  our  eym, 

And  one,  a  turreted  manorial  Hall 

Adorns,  in  which  the  good's  Man*8  AncesCon 

Have  dwelt  through  ages —  Patrons  of  this  Cora 

To  them„  and  to  his  own  judicious  paini^ 

The  Vicar's  Dwelling,  and  the  whole  Domain, 

Owes  that  presiding  aspect  which  might  weQ 

Attract  your  notice ;  statelier  than  could  else 

Have  been  bestowed,  through  course  of  cannon  cbae 

On  an  nnwealthy  mountain  Benefice." 

This  said,  ofl  halting  we  pursued  oar  way ; 
Nor  reached  the  Village  Churchyard  till  the  no, 
Travelling  at  steadier  pace  than  ours,  had  risen 
Above  the  summits  of  the  highest  hills. 
And  round  our  path  darted  oppressive  besma 

As  chanced,  the  Portals  of  the  sacred  Pile 
Stood  open,  and  we  entered.     On  my  frame. 
At  such  transition  from  the  fervid  air, 
A  grateful  coolness  fell,  that  seemed  to  strike 
The  heart,  in  concert  with  that  temperate  awe 
And  natural  reverence,  which  the  Place  inspired. 
Not  raised  in  nice  proportions  was  the  Pile, 
But  large  and  massy ;  for  duration  built; 
With  pillars  crowded,  and  the  roof  upheld 
By  naked  raflers  intricately  crossed. 
Like  leafless  underboughs,  'mid  some  thick  gmve, 
Ail  withered  by  the  depth  of  shade  above. 
Admonitory  Texts  inscribed  the  walls, 
Each,  in  its  ornamental  scroll,  enclosed, 
Kach  also  crownod  with  winged  heads — a  pair 
Of  rudely-painted  Cherubim.     The  floor 
Of  nave  and  sisle,  in  unpretending  guise. 
Was  occupied  by  oaken  benches,  ranged 
In  seemly  rows ;  the  chancel  only  showed 
Some  inoflTensive  marks  of  earthly  slate 
And  vain  distinction.     A  capaciooi  pew 
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itnrav  €sk  iloid  mMi  wiUi  dn]Mrjr-  Ikiod  $ 
rble  Monaneali  trero  Imre  di8pky«d 
■g  tlM  ivvllf  {  and  oa  the  Hoar  braMtlr 
nu  iloiiev  sppeuwy  witli  MMmMM  ifffEvra 
/-worn  epiltidii^  tad  wiM  wit)i  mnll 
ling  eflfies  of  biui  inlaid, 
tribnte  by  Unae  traiiow  reeoidi  olannedy 
t  relnetanen  did  we  pay;  and  read 
inarj  chnMMe  of  biiCky 
11iance»  and  proaMtion— all 
in  do0t;  of  vprighil  Mafkbrnteai 
k)cton  streonona  fir  tbe  MotlMr  Chavobt 
iorrapted  Senaton^  alilBe 
:  mnd  People  trae.    A  bmen  pkla^ 
ly  deeiplMred,  told  of  One* 
MMine  of  eaitiily  hammt  wee  begm 
;y  of  page  among  the  TnJn 
eighth  Henry,  when  be  croaaed  the  aeaa 
J  atate  to  abow,  and  pn^re  bia  atrength 
anient,  npon  the  Fieidaof  Fkmnee. 
TaUet  legiatofed  tbe  death, 
iaed  the  gaUaat  bearing,  of  a  Knight 
the  eeapflgbta  of  the  aecond  C%ariea. 
is  brave  Knight  bia  Fkther  lay  entombed ; 
the  allent  language  giving  voice, 
-  how  in  bia  manbood^a  earlier-  day 
i  the  afflicUono  of  inteatine  War 
itfbl  Government  anbterted,  (bond 
f  aolace— that  he  had  eaponaed 
na  Lady  tenderiy  beloved 
benign  peHbctiona;  and  yet  more 
d  to  him,  for  this,  that  in  her  state 
ock  richly  crowned  with  Heaven's  regard, 
1  a  numerous  Issue  filled  his  House, 

» 

rove,  like  Plants,  uninjured  by  the  Storm 

d  their  Country  waste.    No  need  to  speak 

particular  notices  assigned 

\i  or  Maiden  gone  beibre  their  time, 

trons  and  unwedded  Sisters  old ; 

charity  and  goodness  were  rehearsed 

St  panegyric    **  These  dim  lines, 

oold  they  tell!**  said  I,  — but,  hom  the  task 

ling  out  that  faded  Narrative, 

hisper  soft  my  venerable  Friend 

lie ;  and,  looking  down  the  darksome  aisle, 

le  Tenant  of  the  lonely  Vale 

;  apart ;  with  curved  arm  reclined 

saptismal  Font;  his  pallid  face 

d,  as  if  his  mind  were  wrapt,  or  lost 

abstraction; — gracefully  he  stood, 

iblance  bearing  of  a  sculptured  Form 

ins  upon  a  monumental  Urn 

!,  from  mom  to  night,  from  year  to  year. 

n  that  poature  did  the  Sexton  rouse ; 
tered,  humming  careleaaly  a  tune, 
iticMi  haply  of  the  notea 


That  had  begniled  the  work  tnm  which  he  came, 

With  spade  and  mattock  o'er  hie  aboulder  bong, 

To  be  depoaited,  for  fbtoie  need, 

In  their  appointed  plaee.    The  pale  Reclnae 

Withdrew;  and  straight  we  followed,— to  a  spot 

Where  sun  and  ehade  were  intermixed;  for  there 

A  broad  Oak,  atretching  ibrth  ita  leafy  arma 

Ffx>m  an  adjoining  paetore,  overhung 

Small  apace  of  that  green  ehnrehyaid  with  a  light 

And  pleasant  awning.    On  the  moas-grown  wall 

My  ancient  Friend  and  I  together  took 

Our  seats;  and  thoe  the  Solitary  apake, 

Standing  before  na.    **  Did  you  note  the  mfea 

Of  that  self  solaced,  easy-hearted  t^nrl. 

Death's  Hirelhig.  who  aeoopa  oat  his  Neigbboni'a 

grave, 
Or  wraps  an  old  Acquaintanoe  op  in  clay, 
As  unconcerned  as  when  he  planta  a  trpel 
I  was  abruptly  sammonedliy  bia  voice 
From  some  aflfocting  imagee  and  thonghta^ 
And  from  the  company  of  aeriova  wordai 
Much,  yesterday,  waa  aaid  in  glowing  phraae 
Of  our  sublime  dependencies,  and  hqpea 
For  future  statea  of  Being ;  and  the  winga 
Of  speculation,  joyfully  outspread. 
Hovered  above  onr  deatiny  on  earth :  — 
But  stoop,  and  pUce  the  proapect  of  the  eoul 
In  aober  contrast  with  reality, 
And  Man*8  aubatantial  lifis.    If  tbia  mute  earth 
Of  what  it  holds  could  speak,  and  every  grave 
Were  aa  a  volume^  shut,  yet  capeble 
Of  yielding  its  contents  to  eye  and  ear. 
We  should  recoil,  stricken  with  sorrow  and  ahama 
To  see  disclosed,  by  such  dread  firoof,  how  ill 
That  which  is  done  accords  with  what  is  known 
To  reason,  and  by  conscience  is  enjoined ; 
How  idly,  how  perversely.  Life's  whde  couhm^ 
To  this  conclusion,  deviatee  fhxn  die  line. 
Or  of  the  end  stops  short,  proposed  to  all 
At  her  aspiring  outset    Mark  the  Babe 
Not  lon^  accustomed  to  this  breathing  world ; 
One  that  hath  barely  learned  to  ahape  a  smile ; 
Though  yet  irrational  of  Soul  to  graap 
With  tiny  fingera—to  let  fall  a  tear; 
And,  as  the  heavy  cloud  of  sleep  disaolvee, 
To  stretch  his  limbs,  bemocking,  aa  might 
I  The  outward  functions  of  intelligent  Man; 
A  grave  Proficient  in  amusive  fbata 
Of  puppetry,  that  from  the  lap  declare 
His  expectations,  and  announce  bia  claime 
To  that  inheritance  which  milliona  me 
That  they  were  ever  bom  to  I    In  due  time 
A  day  of  solemn  ceremonial  comes; 
When  they,  who  for  this  Minor  bold  in  traat 
Rights  that  transcend  the  humblest  heritage 
Of  mere  Humanity,  preaent  their  Charget 
For  this  occaaion  daintOy  adorned. 
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At  the  baptismal  Font    And  when  the  pure 
And  consecratiDg  element  hath  cleansed 
The  original  stain,  the  Child  is  there  received 
Into  the  second  Ark,  Christ's  Church,  with  trust 
That  he,  from  wrath  redeemed,  therein  shall  float 
Over  the  billows  of  this  troublesome  world 
To  the  fair  land  of  everlasting  Life. 
Corrupt  affections,  covetous  desires, 
Are  all  renounced ;  high  as  the  thought  of  man 
Can  carry  virtue,  virtue  is  professed; 
A  dedication  made,  a  promise  given 
For  due  provision  to  control  and  guide. 
And  unremitting  progress  to  ensure 
In  holiness  and  truth/' 

**  Yon  cannot  blame,** 
Here  interposing  fervently  I  said, 
**  Rites  which  attest  that  Man  by  nature  lies 
Bedded  for  good  and  evil  in  a  gulf 
Fearfully  low ;  nor  will  your  judgment  scorn 
Those  services,  whereby  attempt  is  made 
To  lift  the  Creature  toward  that  eminence 
On  which,  now  fallen,  erewhile  in  majesty 
He  stood ;  or  if  not  so,  whose  top  serene 
At  least  he  feels  *t  is  given  him  to  descry ; 
Not  without  aspirations,  evermore 
Returning,  and  injunctions  from  within 
Doubt  to  cast  oflT  and  weariness ;  in  trust 
That  what  the  Soul  perceives,  if  glory  lost, 
;  May  be,  through  pains  and  persevering  hope. 
Recovered ;  or,  if  hitherto  unknown. 
Lies  within  reach,  and  one  day  shall  be  gamed.** 

^  I  blame  them  not,'*  he  calmly  answered  —  **  no ; 
The  outward  ritual  and  established  forms 
With  which  communities  of  Men  invest 
These  inward  feelings,  and  the  aspiring  vows 
To  which  the  lips  give  public  utterance. 
Are  both  a  natural  process ;  and  by  me 
Shall  pass  uncensured ;  though  the  issue  prove, 
Bringing  from  age  to  age  its  own  reproach. 
Incongruous,  impotent,  and  blank.  —  But,  oh ! 
If  to  be  weak  is  to  be  wretched  —  miserable. 
As  the  lost  Angel  by  a  human  voice 
Hath  mournfully  pronounced,  then,  in  my  mind. 
Far  better  not  to  move  at  all  than  move 
By  impulse  sent  from  such  illusive  Power, 
That  finds  and  cannot  fasten  down ;  that  grasps ; 
And  is  rejoiced,  and  loses  while  it  grasps ; 
That  tempts,  emboldens  —  doth  a  while  sustain. 
And  then  betrays;  accuses  and  inflicts 
Remorseless  punishment ;  and  so  retreads 
The  inevitable  circle:  better  far 
Than  this,  to  graze  the  herb  in  thoughtless  peace. 
By  foresight,  or  remembrance,  undisturbed ! 

'*  Philosophy !  and  thou  more  vaunted  name 

Religion  !  with  thy  statelier  retinue. 

Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity — from  the  visible  worid 


Choose  for  your  EmUemi  whataoe*er  ye  find 
Of  safest  guidance  and  of  firmest  tmrt,— 
The  Toichf  the  Star,  tlie  Anehor ;  nor  eieept 
The  Cross  itsel(  at  whooe  gnconaeiooi  feet 
The  Generations  of  Mankind  have  knelt 
Ruefully  seized,  and  rfiedding  bitter  tears, 
And  through  thlit  conflict  seeking  rest — of  yoi, 
High-titled  Powers,  am  I  coostimined  to  ask, 
Here  standing,  with  the  onvoyafeaMe  sky 
In  faint  reflection  of  infinitude 
Stretched  overiiead,  and  at  my  pensive  fiset 
A  subterraneous  magazine  of  bonesi, 
In  whose  dark  vaults  my  own  shall  soon  be  hid, 
Where  are  your  triumphal  your  dominion  wheie? 
And  in  what  age  admitted  and  confirmed  1 

—  Not  for  a  happy  Land  do  I  enquire, 
Island  or  Grove,  that  hides  a  blesMd  few 
Who,  with  obedience  willing  and  sincere, 
To  your  serene  authorities  conform ; 

But  whom,  I  ask,  of  individual  Souls^ 

Have  ye  withdrawn  from  Paasion*8  crooked  waj% 

Inspired,  and  thoroughly  fortified  1  —  If  the  Heart 

Could  be  inspected  to  its  inmost  fiilds 

By  sight  undazzled  with  the^lare  of  praise. 

Who  shall  be  named  -^  in  the  resplendent  line 

Of  Sages,  Martyrs,  Confessors^* the  Man 

'  Whom  the  best  might  of  Conscience,  Troth,  and  Hp 

i  For  one  day's  little  compass,  has  preserved 

I  From  painful  and  discreditable  shocks 
Of  contradiction,  fi!om  some  vague  dears 

I  Culpably  cherished,  or  cormpt  relapse 

I  To  some  unsanctioned  fear  1** 

**  If  this  be  80, 
And  Man,"  said  I,  '*  be  in  his  noblest  shape 
Thus  pitiably  infirm ;  then.  He  who  made, 
And  who  shall  judge,  the  Creature,  will  fijrgive. 

—  Yet,  in  its  general  tenor,  your  complaint 
Is  all  too  true ;  and  surely  not  misplaced: 

For,  from  this  pregnant  spot  of  ground,  such  thomhl 

Rise  to  the  notice  of  a  serious  Mind 

By  natural  exhalation.     With  the  Dead 

In  their  repose,  the  Living  in  their  mirth. 

Who  can  reflect,  unmoved,  upon  the  round 

Of  smooth  and  solemnized  complacencies. 

By  which,  on  Christian  Lands,  from  age  to  afre 

Profession  mocks  Performance.    Earth  is  sick, 

And  Heaven  is  weary,  of  the  hollow  words 

Which  States  and  Kingdoms  utter  when  they  talk 

Of  truth  and  justice.    Turn  to  private  life 

And  social  neighbourhood ;  look  we  to  ourKlves ; 

A  light  of  duty  shines  on  every  day 

For  all ;  and  yet  how  few  are  warmed  or  cheered! 

How  few  who  mingle  with  their  fellow-men 

And  still  remain  self-governed,  and  apart, 

Like  this  our  honoured  Friend ;  and  thence  acqoiit 

Right  to  expect  his  vigoroos  decline^ 

That  promises  to  the  end  a  blert  old  age  f* 
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th  a  tmfle  of  tnamph  tliai.«nkimed 

&r7,'«mtlwlilb.orMtti» 

loetry  of  eoouDQii  ipeech 

be  gvwBDf  wa  tM  ••  ia  a  gka 
lectiaa  of  the  okdiog  yaar» 
ts  BOMOM.    Oiaal  that  Spring  is  theie, 
f  many  a  rougb  onUiwaid  Uast, 
nd  [Mooiiiiiig  with  buds  aad  flowen; 
1 11  glowing  S|iimiiar*a  lon^  rich  day, 
kl  to  fidlow  fiuthfiiUy  ez|ireflMd  1 
»w  Aatnmiiy  chaiged  with  boooteooa  fruit, 
she  imagadl  in  what  ftvoored  dime 
I  pomp,  and  ripe  magBificeocel 
hile  the  better  part  iamiMed,  the  worse 
aatamnal  seaaoD  is  set  forth 
semblaiice  not  to  be  denied, 
contents  him;  bowers  that  hear  no  more 

of  gfladness,  less  and  less  supply 
rd  sunshine  and  internal  warmth; 
1  this  chani^  sharp  air  and  ftlling  leaves, .. 
^  total  Winter,  blank  and  cold. 

f  the  Habitations  that  bedeck 
e  Valley !  Not  a  Hoose  but  seems 
iBurance  ai  content  within ; 
id  happinesi^  and  placid  love ; 
Mmshine  of  the  day  were  met 
vering  brightness  in  the  hearts  of  all 
;  this  ikvoured  ground.   But  chance-regards, 
B  forced  upon  incurious  ears; 
these  only,  acting  in  despite 
comiums  by  my  Friend  pronounced 
e  life,  forbid  the  judging  mind 
be  smiling  aspect  of  this  fair 
less  Commonwealth.    The  simple  race 
aineers  (by  Nature's  self  removed 
temptations,  and  by  constant  care 
Shepherd  tended  as  themselves 
leir  flocks)  partake  Man*s  general  lot 
e  mitigation.    They  escape, 
t,  goilt*s  heavier  woes ;  and  do  not  feel 
m  of  fontastic  idleness ; 
s  with  the  multitude,  with  them, 
id  like  an  ill-constructed  tale ; 
le  outset  wastes  its  gay  desires, 
ventures,  its  enlivening  hopes, 
ant  interests — for  the  sequel  leaving 
3  repeated  with  diminished  grace ; 
e  laboured  novelties  at  best 
substitutes,  whose  use  and  power 
e  want  and  weakness  whence  they  spring.** 

this  serious  mood  we  held  discourse, 
end  Pastor  toward  the  Chprch-yard  gate 
)d ;  and,  with  a  mild  respectinl  air 

coidiality,  our  Friend 

to  greet  hioL    With  a  gnickxis  mien 
lomfwd,  Mod  mutaal  joy  pnniled. 


Awhile  they  stood  ia  eonfbrencet  tad  I  goess 

That  He,  who  now  upon  the  OMissy  wall 

Sate  by  my  side,  had  vanished,  if  a  wish 

Could  have  transferred  him  to  his  kmely  Hoose 

Within  the  eircoit  of  those  guardian  rockn 

— Fnr  me,  I  looked  upon  the  pair,  well  pleased : 

Nature  had  framed  them  both,  and  both  were  marked 

By  circumstance,  with  mtermiztore  fine 

Of  oontrsst  and  resemblance.    To  an  Oak 

Hardy  snd  grand,  a  weatheMieaten  Oak, 

Fresh  in  the  strength  and  majesty  of  age. 

One  might  be  likened :  flourishing  appeared. 

Though  somewhat  past  the  frdness  of  his  prime. 

The  Others  like  a  stately  Sycamore, 

That  spreads,  in  gentler  pomp,  its  honeyed  shade. 

A  general  greeting  was  exchanged^;  and  soon 

The  Pastor  learned  that  his  approach  had  given 

A  welcome  interruption  to  disooorse 

Crrave,  and  in  troth  too  often  sad. —  **  Is  Man 

A  Child  of  hope  1    Do  generations  press 

On  generations,  without  progress  madel 

Haiti  the  Individual,  era  his  hairs  be  gray. 

Perforce?  are  we  a  Creature  in  whom  godd 

Preponderates,  or  evil  1    Doth  the  Will 

Acknowledge  Reason's  lawt    A  living  Power 

Is  Virtue,  or  no  better  than  a  name. 

Fleeting  as  heslth  or  beauty,  and  unsound  f 

So  that  the  only  substance  which  remains, 

(For  thus  the  tenor  of  complaint  hath  run) 

Among  so  many  shadows,  are  the  pains 

And  penalties  of  miserable  life. 

Doomed  to  decay,  and  then  expire  in  dust  I 

—  Our  cogitations  this  way  have  been  drawn. 

These  are  the  points,"  the  Wanderer  said,  **  on  which 

Our  inquest  turns.  —  Accord,  good  Sir !  the  light 

Of  your  experience  to  dispel  this  gloom : 

By  your  persuasive  wiedom  shall  the  Heart 

That  frets,  or  languishes,  be  stilled  and  cheered.** 

**  Our  Nature,**  said  the  Priest,  in  mild  reply, 
**  Angels  may  weigh  and  fathom :  they  perceive. 
With  undistempered  and  unclouded  spirit, 
The  object  as  it  is ;  but,  for  ourselves. 
That  speculative  height  we  may  not  reach. 
The  good  and  evil  are  our  own ;  and  we 
Are  that  which  we  would  contemplate  firom  for. 
Knowledge,  for  us,  is  difficult  to  gam  ^ 
Is  difficult  to  gain,  and  hard  to  keep — 
As  Virtue's  self;  like  Virtue,  is  beset 
With  snares ;  tried,  tempted,  subject  to  decay. 
Love,  admiration,  fear,  desire,  and  hate. 
Blind  were  we  without  these :  through  these  alone 
Are  capable  to  notice  or  discern 
Or  to  record ;  we  judge,  but  cannot  be 
Indifferent  judges.    'Spite  of  proudest  boast, 
Reason,  best  Reason,  is  to  im^rfect  ICan 
I  An  efibn  oiAy»  wA  %  iw^^  «M!i\ 
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A  crown,  an  attribate  of  aovereign  poww. 
Still  to  be  courted  —  never  to  be  won ! 

—  Look  fortb,  or  each  man  dive  into  himself; 
What  sees  he  but  a  Creatare  too  perturbed, 
That  is  transported  to  excess ;  that  yearns, 
Regrets,  or  trembles,  wrongly,  or  too  moch ; 
Hopes  rashly,  in  disgust  as  rash  recoils; 
Battens  on  spleen,  or  moulders  in  despair  1 
Thus  truth  is  missed,  and  comprehension  fails ; 
And  darkness  and  delusion  round  our  path 
Spread,  from  disease,  whose  subtle  injury  lurks 
Within  the  very  faculty  of  sight. 

**  Yet  for  the  general  purposes  of  faith 

In  Providence,  for  solace  and  support. 

We  may  not  doubt  that  who  can  best  subject 

The  will  to  Reason^s  law,  and  strictliest  live 

And  act  in  that  obedience,  he  shall  gain 

The  clearest  apprehension  oi  those  tmths, 

Which  unassisted  Reason's  utmost  power 

Is  too  infirm  to  reach.    But —  waiving  this. 

And  our  regards  confining  within  bounds 

Of  less  exalted  consciousness —  through  which 

The  very  multitude  are  free  to  range  — 

We  safely  may  affirm  that  human  life 

Is  either  fair  and  tempting,  a  soft  scene 

Grateful  to  sight,  refreshing  to  the  soul. 

Or  a  forbidding  tract  of  cheerless  view ; 

Even  as  the  same  is  looked  at,  or  approached. 

Thus,  when  in  changeful  April  snow  has  fallen. 

And  fields  are  white,  if  firom  the  sullen  north 

Your  walk  conduct  you  hither,  ere  the  Sun 

Hath  gained  his  noontide  height,  this  church-yard,  filled 

With  mounds  transversely  lying  side  by  side 

From  east  to  west,  before  you  will  appear 

An  unillumined,  blank,  and  dreary  plain. 

With  more  than  wintery  cheerlessness  and  gloom 

Saddening  the  heart     Go  forward,  and  look  back ; 

Look,  from  the  quarter  whence  the  lord  of  light. 

Of  life,  of  love,  and  gladness  doth  dispense 

His  beams ;  which,  unexcluded  in  their  fall. 

Upon  the  southern  side  of  every  grave 

Have  gently  exercised  a  melting  power. 

Then  will  a  vernal  prospect  greet  your  eye. 

All  fresh  and  beautiful,  and  green  and  bright. 

Hopeful  and  cheerful :  —  vanished  is  the  snow, 

Vanished  or  hidden ;  and  the  whole  Domain, 

To  some  too  lightly  minded  might  appear 

A  meadow  carpet  for  the  dancing  hours. 

—  This  contrast,  not  unsuitable  to  Life, 
Is  to  that  other  state  more  apposite. 

Death  and  its  two-fold  aspect ;  wintry  —  one, 
Cold  sullen,  blank,  from  hope  and  joy  shut  out ; 
The  other,  which  the  ray  divine  hath  touched. 
Replete  with  vivid  promise,  bright  as  spring. 


ft 


•*  We  see,  then,  as  we  feel,"  the  Wanderer  thus 
With  %  complacent  animation  spake, 


''AndinyoiirjadgiMBWSir!  tke  lfiad*b  npw 
On  evidence  is  not  to  be  eatmnd 
By  act  of  naked  ReasoD.    Moral  tnrth 
Is  no  mechanic  strvetiire,  bailt  by  nde; 
And  which,  once  boilt,  retaioi  a  ateadftit  Aips 
And  oodistarbed  propoitioiia ;  bat « thing 
Subject,  you  deem,  to  vital  aoddenls; 
And,  like  the  wateiwlily,  lires  and  thiivai, 
Whose  root  is  fixed  in  stable  earth,  whose  bed 
Floats  on  the  tossing  waves.     With  joy  fliaeeia 
I  re-salute  these  sentiments  eonfirmed 
By  your  authority.    But  how  acquire 
The  inward  principle  that  grree  efibeC 
To  outward  argument ;  the  pamve  wiD 
Meek  to  admit ;  the  active  energy. 
Strong  and  unbounded  to  embrace,  and  fim 
To  keep  and  cherish  1    How  shall  Man  uuls 
With  seltforgetting  tenderness  of  heart 
An  earth-despising  dignity  of  soul  1 
Wise  in  that  union,  and  withoot  it  blind !" 


•*  The  way,**  said  I,  **  to  court,  if  not 
The  ingenuous  Mind,  apt  to  be  set  aright; 
This,  in  the  lonely  Dell  discoursing,  you 
Declared  at  large ;  and  by  what  exercise 
From  visible  nature  or  the  inner  self 
Power  may  be  trained,  and  renovatkm  broeght 
To  those  who  need  the  gifV.    But,  after  all, 
Is  aught  so  certain  as  that  man  is  doomed 
To  breathe  beneath  a  vault  of  ignorance ! 
The  natural  roof  of  that  dark  house  in  which 
His  soul  is  pent !     How  little  can  be  known  — 
This  is  the  wise  man's  sigh;  how  &r  we  en-~ 
This  is  the  good  man*s  not  unfrequent  pang! 
And  they  perhaps  err  least,  the  lowly  Clasi 
Whom  a  benign  necessity  compels 
To  follow  Reason's  least  ambitious  coarse; 
Such  do  I  mean  who^  unperplexed  by  doubl* 
And  unincited  by  a  wish  to  look 
Into  high  objects  farther  than  they  may. 
Pace  to  and  fro,  from  mom  till  even-tklt. 
The  narrow  avenue  of  daily  toil 
For  daily  bread.*' 

**  Yes,"  buoyantly  exclained 
The  pale  Recluse  —  **  praise  to  the  sturdy  pIoofK 
And  patient  spade,  and  shepherd's  simple  crook, 
And  ponderous  loom  — resounding  while  it  boUi 
Body  and  mind  in  one  captivity ; 
And  let  the  light  mechanic  tool  be  hailed 
With  honour ;  which,  encasing  by  the  power 
Of  long  companionship,  the  Artist's  hand. 
Cuts  oflT  that  hand,  with  all  its  world  of  nerrei. 
From  a  too  busy  commerce  with  the  heart ! 
—  Inglorious  implements  of  craft  and  toil, 
Both  ye  that  shape  and  build,  and  ye  that  fiMC^ 
By  slow  solicitation,  Earth  to  jm 
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rae  reliietnot^  yoa  woold  I  «lol, 

the  uB|MrttMBt«ad  oeMritM  itrife 
ob  aad  icMOM  je  fmolode— in  tlMBe 
>  your  dull  loeiety  ue  bom. 
Ml  their  huMe  bnthright  leet^odnteBt 
old  I  had  nete  rsnomieed  it  !** 

A  ilight  flmh 
tl  uigv  pmnoadj  hed  tiiged 
Id  filui'e cheek;  bat,  et  thk  ekiMij|r tarn 
-reproach*  it  paaaed  away.    Said  he^ 
which  we  Mi  we  utter ;  ea  we  tiiiek 
D  we  arf aed;  leapiiig  ibr  our  pum 
ble  leoooipeMe.    For  our  vdief 
» the  Paalor  tumhif  thna  he  cfiake, 
kindly  interpoaed.    May  J  entreat 
irther  helpl    The  mine  of  real  life 
08 ;  and  preaent  ea,  in  the  ahape 
:in  ore,  that  ipoki  which  we,  by  paiea 
B  aa  thoae  of  airy  AlchemielB, 
om  the  torturipcr  crucible.    There  liea 
ua  a  domain  where  Yoo  have  long 
)d  both  the  ontward  oonrae  and  inner  heart; 
,  for  oar  abatiactioaa,  adid  fiicta; 
diapotea^  plain  pictorea.    Say  what  Man 
'ho  coldvatea  yon  hanging  field ; 
oalitiea  of  mind  She  beara,  who  cornea, 
n  and  evening  aervice,  with  her  pail, 
green  paatare ;  place  before  oar  aight 
oaily  who  dwell  within  yon  House 
round  with  glittering  laurel ;  or  in  that 
from  which  the  curling  amoke  aacenda. 
>r,  aa  we  stand  on  holy  earth,'*' 
re  the  Dead  around  ua,  take  from  them 
stances ;  for  they  are  both  best  known, 
frail  Man  most  equitably  judged. 
BO  the  life ;  pronounce.  You  can, 
ic  epitaphs  on  some  of  these 
om  their  lowly  mansions  hither  brought, 
this  turf  lie  mouldering  at  our  feet 
our  records,  may  our  doubts  be  solved  ; 
not  searching  higher,  we  may  learn 
e  the  breath  we  ihare  with  human  kind ; 
k  upon  the  dust  of  man  with  atoe.** 

est  replied.  — "An  office  you  impoee 
ch  peculiar  requisites  are  mioe ; 
:h,  I  feel,  is  wanting — else  the  task 

ommL  Tou,  Sir,  wonld  help  me  to  the  Hbtoiy 
If  diese  Gravel? 

ioL  For  eight*eoore  winten  peat 

what  I  've  witneowd,  and  with  what  I  've  heard, 

pa  I  might; 

vnig  o^er  diese  hiUoeka  one  by  one, 

lo  aaeld  Imvrt,  Sir,  through  a  atrange  raund ; 

1  in  *a  bNBd  high-way  of  the  world. 

See  p.  87.  *  TkB  BnUktra: 


Woohi  be  moat  gimteftd.    Trtie  mdeed  it  in 

That  They  whom  Death  haa  hidden  ftem  oar  a^ 

Are  worthieat  oi  the  Mind*a  legard;  with  ChaM 

The  fhtore  cannot  eoolfadlet  the  paat: 

Mortality*a  laat  exereiae  and  proof 

ta  andeigooe;  the  tranait  made  that  abowa 

The  vefy  aoal,  retealed  aa  she  depaita 

Yet,  on  yoor  fim  aoggeatkm,  will  I  give. 

Ere  we  deacend  into  theae  ailent  vanlta, 

One  Pictore  fiom  the  living.— 

''Yoo  behold. 
High  on  the  breaa^of  yon  dark  mountain —dark 
With  atony  barrenneaa,  a  ahming  gpeck 
Bright  aa  a  annbeam  rieepmg  till  a  ahower 
BriMh  it  away,  or  ckmd  paaa  over  it; 
And  such  it  might  be  deemed— a  deeping  amibeia ; 
But  *t  is  a  pkyt  of  enltivated  graund, 
Cut  oS^  an  ialand  in  the  doaky  waate; 
And  that  attractive  brightneaa  ia  ita  own. 
The  bfty  Site,  by  nature  framed  to  tempt 
Amid  a  wildemeaa  of  rocka  and  atonea 
The  TilleKa  hand,  k  Hermit  might  have  cboaeD, 
For  opportunity  preaented,  thence 
Far  forth  to  send  his  wandering  eye  o*er  land 
And  ocean,  and  look  dbwn  upon  the  worka, 
The  habitations,  and  the  waya  of  men, 
Himself  unseen !    Bnt  no  tradituNi  tella 
That  ever  Hermit  df(iped  hia  maple  diah 
In  the  aweet  apring  that  lorka  *mid  yon  green  flelda; 
And  no  such  vinonary  views  belong 
To  those  who  occupy  and  till  the  ground, 
And  on  the  bosom  of  the  mountain  dwell 

—  A  wedded  Pair  in  childless  solitude. 

—  A  House  of  stones  collected  on  tlie  spot. 

By  rude  hands  built,  with  rocky  knolls  in  ftont. 

Backed  also  by  a  ledge  of  rock,  whoee  crest 

Of  birch-trees  waves  above  the  chimney  top : 

A  rough  abode — in  colour,  ahape,  and  aixe. 

Such  as  in  unsafe  times  of  Border  war 

Might  have  been  wished  for  and  contrived,  to  elude 

The  eye  of  roving  Plunderer — for  their  need 

Suffices ;  and  unshaken  bears  the  assault 

Of  their  most  dreaded  foe,  the  strong  Soath-weat 

In  anger  blowing  from  the  distant  sea. 

—  Alone  within  her  solitary  Hut; 
There,  or  within  the  compass  of  her  fields. 
At  any  moment  may  the  Dame  be  found. 
True  as  the  Stock-dove  to  her  shallow  neat 
And  to  the  grove  that  holds  it    She  beguiles 
By  intermingled  work  of  boose  and  field 
The  summer's  day,  and  winter's ;  with  aucceaa 
Not  equal,  but  sufficient  to  maintain. 

Even  at  the  worst,  a  amooth  stream  of  content, 
Until  the  expected  hour  at  which  her  Mate 
From  the  far-diatant  Quarry's  vault  retnma; 
And  by  hia  converae  crowns  a  silent  day 
With  evening  eheerfiilnaaa,    In  powen  of  mind. 
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I  kmong  mj  Flock 

IB  Beqiiestered  P«ir ; 
ft  ileM^endi  from  Heaven ; 

n  hikib  tallcD  on  tliero  ; 
ir  every  wiriL 
■ht,  ye  proud,  nod  copf  these! 
I  dwell  in  g-placp,  can  bear 
■liispcring  Scripture  texU 

temper's  pesiM); 
I  llieir  mutual  need, 
liopc,  and  clioriiy !" 

e  {tray-lmiml  ^'naderot  uid, 

g  fiJik  our  notice  fir>t 

e  pleased  have  from  your  lips 
ft  of  them  wbo  dwell 
lither,  by  such  cuurse 
«  ofl  awaila 
1  once  was  brought 
|iliimnal  evening  fell 
untaiii-pBBS. 
ual  gloom; 
■id!)  at  lengtli  became 
p  eyes  —  until  a  light 

ired,  too  high,  niDthouEhl 
|l>ut  I  longeti 
■  other  hope, 
oa  Sailors  look 
tcli-lower's  distant  tamp, 
V  fixed  —  and  eliiftiog  Dow  — 
or,  hut  in  line 

naked  h.lK 
Hy  covert  niu*t  be  near, 
lillieru'iird  my  atepa 
^  the  guiding  Light; 
e  hoart  of  Her 
n  the  open  hill, 
M'hum  yourtoiigua  luitli  prai^) 

The  alarm 
i  through  tvliat  mishap  I  came, 
^inod  those  distant  Helds. 

□  that  open  lieight, 
f  liand  she  stood, 

o  guide  her  Husband  hoai?, 

Ll.  kenned  afar ; 

Jl  the  lofty  Site, 

I  irregular  patlia, 

vard  chance 

stomed  hour 

tlie  ground.     '  But  come, 
o  our  poor  Abode;  ! 

1 !'     Entering,  I  beheld  1 

\)  cleanly  lieatlb  i 

Jifficc,  with  Ifnve  asked, 
e  thai  plowing  pile 
d  the  Builder's  hand 
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lu  wulad  a^endoiir  to  repur.  the  do 

OpeDod,  and  ifae  i»«nlet«d  witfa  ghi 
Her  Helpmats  Ulowlng.  HoqataU 
Frank  eoaverMtion,  made  the  evemi 
Need  a  bewildered  Traveller  wiah  fi 
Bat  more  waa  giren ;  I  atudied  aa  w 
By  the  bright  Bra,  the  good  Han'a  ft 
Of  featniM  alegaati  an  open  brow 
Of  ondiaiuTbed  hnmanitf ;  a  cheek 
SuSuted  with  aomethinf  of  a  lemini 
Kye*  beaming  coarteay  and  miM  ng 
But,  in  the  quicker  Inma  of  tba  diac 
Exprenioa  alowl;  ratyinff,  tlMt  ttvin 
A  tardy  apprebenoiiin.  Fttma  a  bn 
Lovt,  thought  I,  in  Ibe  ofaacoritiea  ol 
But  honoured  oaee,  thsM  fiiatoraa  ai 
Uay  have  deaecuded,  tboogli  I  see  tl 
In  such  a  Uan,  ao  gentle  and  aabdiM 
Withal  so  graceful  in  bia  gentlenea 
A  rare  illuatiioiu  li»  beToic  dnndn. 
Humbled,  but  not  degraded,  mnjr  ex| 
This  pleasing  (kncy  (eherkbed  and  i 
By  sundry  recollections  of  ioeb  ftll 
From  high  to  low,  ascent  fiiMU  low  b 
As  books  record,  and  even  the  carrii 
Caoniit  but  notice  among  men  and  tl 
Went  with  me  to  the  place  of  my  n 

"  Roused  by  the  crowing  cock  at  du 
I  yet  had  risen  loo  late  to  interchan| 
A  morning  salutation  with  my  Host, 
(tone  forth  already  to  the  far-off  teai 
l)r  his  day's  work.  'Three  dark  mi 
'Pofw,'  said  the  Matron,  'and  I  neve 
'  SavL'  when  tlie  Sabbath  brings  its  k 
'My  Helpmate's  face  by  light  of  daj 
'  His  door  in  darkness,  nor  till  dusk  i 
'  And,  tlirough  Heaven'a  blessing, 

'For  which  we  pray;  and  for  the  w« 
'Of  aickueBB,  accident,  and  helpleaa 
'Companiona  have  I  many;  many  H 
'Dependants,  Comforters — my  Wh« 
'All  day  the  House-clock  ticking  in 
'The  cackling  Hen,  the  tender  Chic 
'  And  the  wild  Birds  that  gather  rooi 
'This  honest  Sheep-dog'a  conntenani 
■  With  him  can  talk ;  nor  blush  to  wi 
'Go  Creatures  lesa  intelligent  and  al 
'  And  if  the  blustering  Wind  that  dri 
'  Care  not  for  me,  he  lingers  roiiDd  n: 
'  And  makes  me  pastime  when  ogr  t« 
' — But,  above  all,  my  TbongbtB  are  i 
The  Matron  ended— DOT  could  I  fbii 
Toexcliiro  — 'Obappy!  yielSing  tc 
Of  these  printions,  richer  in  the  tni 
While  thanklesa  tbouaanda  are  oppra 
By  ease  and  leisurv — tqr  tb*  Teiy  w 
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•  of  opportonitf  miide  poor; 
fQj  of  thoiMmdo  ftlter  in  ihmr  path, 
:«  Uuoogh  otter  waot  of  dietring  lig 
the  boQfi  of  kboor  do  not  flag; 
eech  Ereniog  htth  he  ihioiDg  Star, 
ry  Sabbatb^ay  ita  golden  Son.*  ** 


nid  the  SoUtaiy  with  a 

tned  to  break  ftom  an  expanding  heart, 

itatored  Bod  may  iband,  and  eo.oonatnict, 

1  such  aoft  materiala  line  her  neet, 

the  centre  of  a  prickly  brafce» 

I  thorns  wound  iier  not;  they  only  guard. 

lot  onjoBtly  likened  to  ti^tme  gifts 

f  instinct  which  the  woodland  Bird 

rith  her  species,  Nature's  grace  sometimes 

)  Individual  doth  confer, 

ler  higher  creatures  bom  and  trained 

f  reason.    And,  I  own,  that  tired 

stentatioos  worlds— a  swelling  stage 

ipty  actions  and  vain  psssioDs  stufled, 

I  the  private  struggles  of  mankind 

br  less  than  I  could  wish  to  hope, 

than  once  I  trusted  and  believed — 

hear  of  Those,  who,  not  contending 

Doned  to  contend  for  Virtue's  prize, 

the  humbler  good  at  which  they  aim ; 

h  a  kindly  &colty  to  blunt 

i  of  adverse  circumstance,  and  turn 

r  contraries  the  petty  plagues 

lerances  with  which  they  stand  beset 

ly  youth,  among  my  native  hills, 

Scottish  Peasant  who  possessed 

lall  Crofls  of  stone-encumbered  ground ; 

f  every  shape  and  size,  that  lay 

i  about  under  the  mouldering  walls 

^h  precipice ;  and  some,  apart, 

n  uoobnoxious  to  such  chance, 

!  Moon  had  showered  them  down  in  spite ; 

3pined  not     Though  the  plough  was  scared 

obstnictionp, '  round  the  shady  stones 

ing  moisture,'  said  the  Swain, 

,  and  is  preserved ;  and  feeding  dews 

nps,  through  all  the  droughty  Summer  day. 

It  their  substance  issuing  maintain 

3  that  never  fails ;  no  grass  springs  up 

!n,  so  fresh,  sc  plentiful,  as  mine !' 

y  sown  these  Natures ;  rare,  at  least, 

aal  aptitude  of  seed  and  soil 

Ids  such  kindly  product    He  —  whose  bed 

yon  loose  sods  cover,  the  poor  Pensioner 

yesterday  from  our  sequestered  deil 

ie  down  in  lasting  quiet — he, 

now,  could  otherwise  report 

:  loneliness:  that  gray-haired  Orphan  — 

lim,  for  humanity  to  him 

it  was— feelingly  cnold  have  told, 

I  death,  what  Solitude  can  breed 
4A 


Of  selfishness,  and  cruelty,  and  vice ; 
Or,  if  it  breed  not,  hath  not  power  to  cure. 

—  But  your  compliance,  Sfar  1  with  our  request 
My  words  too  long  have  hindered." 

UndetsRed, 
Perhaps  incited  rather,  by  these  shocks^ 
In  no  ungracious  opposition,  given 
To  the  confiding  spirit  of  his  own 
Experienced  fiiith,  the  reverend  Pastor  said. 
Around  him  looking,  **  Where  shaU  I  begin  f 
Who  shall  be  first  selected  ftom  my  Fkwk 
Gathered  together  in  their  peaceful  fold  1" 
He  paused — and  having  lifted  op  his  qree 
To  the  pore  Heaven,  he  cast  them  down  again 
Upon  the  earth  beneath  his  fbet;  and  spake. 

—  **  To  a  mysteriously-consorted  Pair 
This  place  is  consecrate ;  to  Death  and  Lilb 
And  to  the  best  Afibctions  that  proceed 
From  their  conjunctian ; —consecrate  to  forth 
In  Him  who  bled  for  man  upon  the  Cron ; 
Hallowed  to  Revelation ;  and  no  less 

To  Reason's  mandates;  and  the  hopes  divine 

Of  pure  Imagination;— above  all^ 

To  Charity,  and  Love,  that  have  provided. 

Within  these  precincts,  a  capacious  bed 

And  receptacle,  open  to  the  good 

And  evil,  to  the  just  and  the  unjust ; 

In  which  they  find  an  equal  resting-place : 

Even  as  the  multitude  of  kindred  brooks 

And  stream}*,  whose  murmur  fills  this  hollow  vale. 

Whether  their  course  be  turbulent  or  smooth. 

Their  waters  clear  or  sullied,  all  are  lost 

Within  the  bosom  of  yon  crystal  Lake, 

And  end  their  journey  in  the  same  repose ! 

"And  blest  are  they  who  sleep ;  and  we  that  know, 

;  While  in  a  spot  like  this  we  breathe  and  walk, 

I  That  All  beneath  us  by  the  wings  are.covered 

I  Of  motherly  Humanity,  outspread 

'  And  gathering  all  within  their  tender  shade, 

,  Though  loth  and  slow  to  come !    A  battle-field. 

In  stillness  left  when  slaughter  is  no  more. 

With  this  compared,  is  a  strange  spectacle 

A  rueful  sight  the  wild  shore  strewn  with  wrecks, 

And  trod  by  people  in  afilicted  quest 

Of  friends  and  kindred,  whom  the  angry  Sea 

Restores  not  to  their  prayer !    Ah !  who  would  think 

That  all  the  scattered  subjects  which  compose 

Earth's  melancholy  vision  through  the  space 

Of  all  her  climes ;  these  wretched,  these  depraved. 

To  virtue  lost,  insensible  of  peace. 

From  the  delights  of  charity  cut  off. 

To  pity  dead,  the  Oppressor  and  the  Opprest; 

Tyrants  who  utter  the  destroying  word. 

And  slaves  who  will  consent  to  be  destroyed— 

Were  of  one  species  with  the  sheltered  fow. 

Who,  with  a  dutifbl  and  tender  hand, 
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Did  lodgfe,  ia  an  ippropriated  spot* 

This  file  of  Infiints;  some  that  ne^^er  breathed 

The  vital  air ;  and  others,  who,  allowed 

That  privilege,  did  yet  expire  too  soon. 

Or  with  too  brief  a  warning,  to  admit 

Administration  of  the  holy  rite 

That  lovingly  consigns  the  Babe  to  tbe  arms 

Of  Jesus,  and  his  everlasting  care. 

These  that  in  trembling  hope  are  laid  apart ; 

And  the  besprinkled  Nursling,  unrequired 

Till  he  begins  to  smile  upon  the  breast 

That  feeds  him ;  and  the  tottering  Little-one 

Taken  from  air  and  eunshine  when  the  rose 

Of  Infancy  first  blooms  upon  his  cheek ; 

The  thinking,  thoughtless  School-boy ;  the  bold  Youth 

Of  soul  impetuous,  and  the  bashiiil  Maid 

Smitten  while  all  the  promises  of  life 

Are  opening  round  her ;  those  of  middle  age. 

Cast  down  while  confident  in  strength  they  stand. 

Like  pillars  fixed  more  firmly,  as  might  seem. 

And  more  secure,  by  very  weight  of  all 

That,  for  support,  rests  on  them ;  the  decayed 

And  borthensome ;  and  lastly,  that  poor  few 

Whose  light  of  reason  is  with  age  extinct ; 

The  hopeful  and  the  hopeless,  first  and  last. 

The  earliest  summoned  and  the  longest  spared  — 

Are  here  deposited,  with  tribute  paid 

Various,  but  unto  each  some  tribute  paid ; 

As  if^  amid  these  peaceful  hills  and  groves. 

Society  were  touched  with  kind  concern ; 

And  gentle  'Nature  grieved,  that  Ofie  should  die;** 

Or,  if  the  change  demanded  no  regret, 

Observed  the  liberating  stroke  —  and  blessed. 

—  And  whence  that  tribute  1  wherefore  these  regards  If 

Not  from  the  naked  Heart  alone  of  Man 

(Though  claiming  high  dlHtinction  upon  earth 


*  **  And  nifiering  Nature  grieved  that  one  should  die." 

Soutiiey's  Rarotped. 

t  The  lentiraents  and  opinions  here  uttered  are  in  unison  with 
those  expresMd  in  an  Essay  upon  Epitaphs,  which  was  furnished 
by  the  aatbor  for  Mr.  Coleridge's  periodical  work* '  The  Friend  ,*' 


As  the  sole  spring  and  Rmntain-head  of  teui, 
His  own  peculiar  otteraiioe  for  ditCiess 
OrgkuloetB.)    No,**  the  phUoeophic  Priett 
Continued,  **  *t  is  not  in  the  vital  seat 
Of  feeling  to  prodnce  them,  without  aid 
From  the  pure  Seal,  the  Soul  soblime  and  pore; 
With  her  two  faculties  of  Eye  and  Ear, 
The  one  by  which  a  Creatore,  whom  his  sins 
Have  rendered  prone,  can  upward  look  to  Hetfct; 
The  other  that  empowers  him  to  perceive 
The  voice  of  Deity,  on  height  and  plain. 
Whispering  those  truths  in  stillneas,  which  the  Wm^ 
To  the  foar  quarters  of  the  winds,  proclahns. 
Not  without  such  assistance  coold  the  use 
Of  these  benign  observances  prevail 
Thus  are  they  bom,  thus  fostered,  and  maintuaed; 
And  by  the  care  prospective  of  otur  wise 
Forefathers,  who,  to  guard  against  the  sboeh, 
The  fluctuation  and  decay  of  things, 
Embodied  and  established  these  high  Tradb 
In  solemn  Institutions:  —  Men  convineed 
That  Life  is  Love  and  Immortality, 
The  Being  one,  and  one  the  Element 
There  lies  the -channel,  and  original  bed. 
From  the  beginning,  hollowed  out  and  scooped 
For  Man*s  Affections — else  betrayed  and  VtH, 
And  swallowed  up  *mid  deserts  infinite! 
—  This  is  the  genuhie  course,  the  aim,  aod  eai 
Of  prescient  Reason  ;  all  conclusions  ebe 
Are  abject,  vain,  presumptuous,  and  perverse. 
The  faith  partaking  of  those  holy  times, 
Life,  I  repeat,  is  energy  of  Love 
Divine  or  human ;  exercised  in  pain, 
In  strife,  and  tribulatbn ;  and  ordained. 
If  so  approved  and  sanctified,  to  pass. 
Through  shades  and  silent  rest,  to  endless  jnf ." 

and  as  they  are  dictated  by  a  spirit  congenial  to  ibat  aUdl^  ■ 
vades  this  and  the  two  aucoeedirif  booki,  die  9iwi9^ 
reader  will  not  be  displeased  to  see  the  ISmaef  Imv  Mi^ 
[See  Appendix  \1^  to  which  the  Eaay  apoo  Eptefin  k«  M 
transferred. -*IL  R.] 


THE   EXCURSION 


BOOK  THE  SIXTH. 
THE  CHDRCH-YARD  AMONG  THE  MOUNTAINS 


ARGUMENT. 

ic*i  AddfCM  to  the  8ist«  and  Church  of  England-— The  Ywtux  not  faMor  to  the  vMSent  Wortfiiet  ef  iw 
ih — He  begfaa  hk  NanatiTM  with  an  Instance  of  onreqaited  Lore — Angniihef  Mmd  eahdeed — and  how—- 
vnAf  Ifinar,  an  InMaaee  of  PeiaeTeranoe,  whieh  leads  by  oontiait  to  an  Eample  of  ahoaed  talon|%  ineaoln- 
ind  weaknea — Solitary,  applsriog  this  ooreitlj  to  his  own  case,  aaka  fcr  an  Instance  of  some  Snanger,  whoae 
dtkm  may  hare  led  him  to  end  his  days  here  —  Pastor,  in  sjhww,  gives  an  aoooont  of  the  hannooismg  infloenee 
litnde  apon  two  Men  of  opposite  prindpies,  who  had  encountered  agftatioaa  fai  pnbtte  life— Tim  Role  by 
I  Peace  may  be  obtoined  eipressed— and  where— Solitary  IbbiIb  at  an  overpofweiing  FatoUtf  —  AiHweref 
isior— What  subjects  he  will  exdode  from  his  NarffatiTee;^CofiveiBation  upon  dus — Instanna  of  an  va- 
le character,  a  Female— and  why  given— Cdntrasted  with  this,  ameek  Suflererfitaa  unguarded  and  betrayed 
-  Inatonce  of  heavier  guilt,  and  its  consequences  to  the  Oflender — With  this  Instance  of  a  Marriage  Contract 
1  is  contrasted  one  of  a  Widower,  evkienoiiig  hia  ftithfol  afiectian  towards  his  deceaesd  wifr  by  his  care  of 
iemale  Children. 


e  Crown  by  Freedom  shaped  —  to  j^rd 
1  Sovereign's  brow !  and  to  the  Throne 
le  sits !    Whose  deep  Foandations  lie 
ion  and  the  People's  love ; 
ps  are  equity,  wbebe  seat  is  law. 
the  State  of  England !    And  coDJoin 
a  salutation  as  devout, 
le  spiritual  Fabric  of  her  Church ; 
)  truth ;  by  blood  of  Martyrdom 
;  by  the  hands  of  Wisdom  reared 
of  Holiness,  with  ordered  pomp, 
id  unreproved.    The  voice,  that  greets 
ty  of  both,  shall  pray  for  both ; 
iially  protected  and  sustained, 
endure  long  as  the  sea  surrounds 
red  Land,  or  sunshine  warms  her  soil 
ye  swelling  hills,  and  spacious  plains ! 
rom  shore  to  shore  with  steeple-towers 
I  whose  ^  silent  finger  points  to  Heaven  ;*'* 

dnctive  taste  teaches  men  to  build  their  churches 
tries  with  spiremteeples,  which,  as  they  cannot  be 
my  other  olgect,  point  as  with  silent  finger  to  the 
B,  and  sometimes,  when  they  reflect  the  brsaen  light 
Migh  rainy  sunset,  appear  like  a  pyramid  of  flame 

ven-ward." &  T.  Colkiidgi:  *  Biogrofhia  hits' 

dL    •8alymie'sLetteri,*Kal. 


Nor  wanting,  at  wide  intervals,  the  bulk 
Of  ancient  Minster,  lifted  above  the  cloud 
Of  the  dense  air,  which  town  or  city  breeds 
To  intercept  the  sun's  glad  beams  —  may  ne'er 
That  true  succession  fail  of  English  Hesrts, 
Who,  with  Ancestral  feeling,  can  perceive 
What  in  those  holy  Structures  ye  possess 
Of  ornamental  interest,  and  the  charm 
Of  pious  sentiment  dififiised  afar. 
And  human  charity,  and  social  love. 
— Thus  never  shall  the  indignities  of  Time 
Approach  their  reverend  graces,  unopposed; 
Nor  shall  the  Elements  be  free  to  hurt 
Their  fair  proportions ;  nor  the  blinder  rage 
Of  bigot  zeal  madly  to  overturn ; 
And,  if  the  desolating  hand  of  war 
Spare  them,  they  shall  continue  to  bestow  — 
Upon  the  thronged  abodes  of  busy  Men 
(Depraved,  and  ever  prone  to  fill  their  minds 
Exclusively  with  transitory  things) 
An  air  and  mien  of  dignified  pursuit; 
Of  sweet  civility  —  on  rustic  wilds. 
—  The  poet,  fostering  for  his  native  land 
Such  hope,  entreats  that  Servants  may  aboood 
Of  those  pure  Altars  worthy ;  Ministers 
Detached  fimn  pleMure,  to  the  love  of  gain 
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Superior,  insusceptible  of  pride. 

And  by  ambitious  longings  undisturbed ; 

Men,  whose  delight  is  where  their  duty  leads 

Or  fixes  them ;  whose  least  distinguished  day 

Shines  with  some  portion  of  that  heavenly  lustre 

Which  makes  the  Sabbath  lovely  in  the  sight 

Of  blessed  angels,  pitying  human  cares. 

—  And,  as  on  earth  it  is  the  doom  of  Truth 

To  be  perpetually  attacked  by  foes 

O^n  or  covert,  be  that  Priesthood  still, 

For  her  defence,  replenished  with  a  Band 

Of  strenuous  Champions,  in  scholastic  arts 

Thoroughly  disciplined ;  nor  (if  in  course 

Of  the  revolving  World's  disturbances 

Cause  should  recur,  which  righteous  Heaven  avert ! 

To  meet  such  trial)  fi'om  their  spiritual  Sires 

Degenerate ;  who,  constrained  to  wield  the  sword 

Of  disputation,  shrunk  not,  though  assailed 

With  hostile  din,  and  combating  in  sight 

Of  angry  umpires,  partial  and  unjust; 

And  did,  thereafter,  bathe  their  hands  in  fire. 

So  to  declare  the  conscience  satisfied : 

Nor  for  their  bodies  would  accept  release ; 

But,  blessing  €rod  and  praising  him,  bequeathed 

With  their  last  breath,  from  out  the  smouldering  flame. 

The  faith  which  they  by  diligence  had  earned. 

Or,  through  illuminating  grace,  received. 

For  their  dear  Countrymen,  and  all  mankind. 

O  high  example,  constancy  divine ! 

Even  such  a  man  (inheriting  the  zeal 
And  from  the  sanctity  of  elder  times 
Not  deviating,  —  a  Priest,  the  like  of  whom. 
If  multiplied,  and  in  their  stations  set. 
Would  o*er  the  bosom  of  a  joyful  Land 
Spread  true  Religion,  and  her  genuine  fruits) 
Before  me  stood  that  day ;  on  holy  ground 
Fraught  with  the  relics  of  mortality, 
Exalting  tender  themes,  by  just  degrees 
To  lofty  raised ;  and  to  the  highest,  last; 
The  head  and  mighty  paramount  of  truths ; 
Immortal  life,  in  never-fading  worlds. 
For  mortal  Creatures,  conquered  and  secured. 

That  basis  laid,  those  principles  of  faith 
Announced,  as  a  preparatory  act 
Of  reverence  to  the  spirit  of  the  place ; 
The  Pastor  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
Not,  as  before,  like  one  oppressed  with  awe, 
But  with  a  mild  and  social  cheerfulness. 
Then  to  the  Solitary  turned,  and  spake. 

"  At  mom  or  eve,  in  your  retired  Domain, 
Perchance  you  not  unfrequently  have  marked 
A  Visitor  —  in  quest  of  herbs  and  flowers ; 
Too  delicate  employ,  as  would  appear, 
Fo**  One,  who,  though  of  drooping  mien,  had  yet 


From  Natare*6  kindlioen  received  a  fiaine 
Robust  as  ever  rand  labour  fared.** 

The  Solitary  answered :  **  Sach  a  Form 
Full  well  I  recollect    We  often  croased 
Each  other's  path ;  but,  ae  the  Intruder 
Fondly  to  prize  the  silence  whkh  he  kep^ 
And  I  as  willingly  did  cheridi  mine. 
We  met,  and  passed,  like  shadows.    I  have  hou^ 
From  my  good  Host,  that  he  was  craied  in  bnji 
By  unrequited  love ;  aiid  scaled  the  rocks. 
Dived  into  caves,  and  pierced  the  matted  wook, 
In  hope  to  find  some  virtooos  herb  of  power 
To  cure  bis  malady!** 

The  Vicar  8miled« 
**  Alas !  before  to-niorrow*8  sun  goes  down 
His  habitation  will  be  here:  for  him 
That  open  grave  is  destined.^ 


M 


*«DiedhetbeQ 
Of  pain  and  grief?**  the  Scditarj  asked, 
"  Believe  it  not — oh !  never  could  that  be!** 

"He  loved,**  the  Vicar  answered,  "deeply  kfdL 
Loved  fondly,  truly,  fervently ;  and  dared 
At  length  to  tell  his  love,  but  sued  in  vaio; 
—  Rejected — yea  repelled — and,  if  with  seon 
Upon  the  haughty  maiden*s  brow,  *tis  but 
A  high-prized  plume  which  female  beauty  wem 
In  wantonness  of  ccmquest,  or  pots  on 
To  cheat  the  world,  or  from  herself  to  hide 
Humiliation,  when  no  longer  free. 
That  he  could  brook,  and  glory  in ; — but  wbci 
The  tidings  came  that  she  whom  he  had  wooed 
Was  wedded  to  another,  and  his  heart 
Was  forced  to  rend  away  its  only  hope, 
Then,  Pity  could  have  scarcely  found  on  earth 
An  Object  worthier  of  regard  than  be, 
In  the  transition  of  that  bitter  hour ! 
Lost  was  she,  lost ;  nor  could  the  Suflerer  mj 
That  in  the  act  of  preference  he  had  been 
Unjustly  dealt  with ;  but  the  Maid  wis  gone! 
Had  vanished  from  his  prospects  and  desires; 
Not  by  translation  to  the  heavenly  Choir  i 

Who  have  put  oflf  tlieir  mortal  spoils — ah  no!       { 
She  lives  another's  wishes  to  complete, —  | 

*  Joy  be  their  lot,  and  happiness,*  he  cried, 
'  His  lot  and  hers,  as  misery  is  mine  !* 

**  Such  was  that  strong  concussion ;  but  the  Ibi 

Who  trembled,  trunk  and  limbs,  like  some  ho|eM] 

By  a  fierce  tempest  shaken,  soon  resumed 

The  steadfast  quiet  natural  to  a  Mind  . 

Of  composition  gentle  and  sedate. 

And  in  its  movements  circumspect  and  sk>v. 

To  books,  and  to  the  long-forsaken  desk. 

O'er  which  enchained  by  science  he  bad  lored       ^ 

To  bend,  he  stoutly  re-addreased  bimselC 
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fiOft 


ell  lui  puDi  •od' iMieb  ftr  tratb 

.ppetite  (if  tktt  miglit  be) 

oBtrj.    Of  whet  easMi^ 

art  no  ootweid  eign  e]ipeftied 

ng  sieklineH  wee  leen 

heek ;  end  throogh  hie  fireoM  it  crept 

itetion  nnooiiceeleMe; 

I  change  ee  entnam  mekee 
[y  of  e  leefy  grove 

ben  difeeted.    *T  ii  effinned 
ed  in  Netare*e  eecret  weye 

II  not  sabmit  to  be  controlled 

—and  the  good  Man  lacked  not  Friende 
0  instil  this  truth  into  bis  mind, 

heert-m jateriea  nnfereed.  • 
lie,*  nid  one^  *  remit  a  while 

diligence : — at  early  mom 
ish  air,  explore  the  heaths  and  woods ; 
r  H  to  Others  to  foretell, 
>08  sage,  the  ebb  and  flow 
d  when  the  moon  will  be  eclipsed, 
yoar  own  benefit,  construct 
yt  fiowers^  plocked  as  they  blow 
th  abides,  and  cheerfulness,  and  peace.* 
was  made;  —  *tis  needless  to  report 
Bly : — but  Innocence  is  strong, 
e  simplicity  of  mind 
;  sacred  in  the  eye  of  Heaven, 
for  such  Suflerers,  relief 
souls,  a  fount  of  grace  divine ; 
amend  their  weakness  and  disease 
care,  assisted  in  her  office 
lements  that  round  her  wait 
,  to  preserve,  and  to  restore ; 
beautiful  array  of  Forms 
reet  influence  from  above,  or  pure 
iling  from  the  ground  they  tread.'* 

lot  to  impatience,  if,**  exclaimed 
rer,  "  I  infer  that  he  was  healed 
ince  in  the  course  prescribed.** 

t  err :  the  powers,  that  had  been  lost 

frees,  were  gradually  regained ; 

ng  nerves  composed ;  the  beating  heart 

ilished ;  and  the  jarring  thoughts 

'  restored.  —  But  yon  dark  mould 

him,  in  the  fulness  of  bis  strength  — 

tten,  by  a  fever*s  force ; 

h  stroke  so  sudden  as  refused 

k  back  with  tenderness  on  her 

ad  loved  in  passion. — and  to  send 

ell  words — with  one,  but  one,  request, 

his  dying  band,  she  would  accept 

MsioDs  that  which  most  he  prized ; 

m  whose  leaves  some  chosen  plants 

band  diiiK^ed  with  nicest  care. 


In  nndecaying  beauty  wws  praserted; 
Mute  register,  to  bim,  of  tioM  tnd  piaw, 
And  varioQS  fluctuations  in  the  breast; 
To  her,  a  monument  of  fiuthfbl  Love 
Cooqneredt  and  m  tnmqiiiUity  retained ! 

**  Close  to  his  destined  habitation,  lies 

One  who  achieved  a  hnmbler  victory. 

Though  marvellous  in  its  kmd.    A  Place  there  is 

High  in  these  iJMNmtains,  that  allured  a  Baiid 

Of  keen  Adventurers  to  unite  their  pafais 

In  search  of  precious  ore:,  who  tried,  were  foiled  — 

And  all  desisted,  all,  Mive  him  alone. 

He,  taking  counsel  of  his  own  clear  thooghti^' 

And  trusting  only  to  bis  own  weak  handsb 

Urged  unremittmgly  the  stubborn  work, 

Unseconded,  uncountenanced ;  then,  as  time 

Passed  on,  whOe  still  his  lonely  effiMts  fbnnd 

No  recompense,  derided ;  and  at  length. 

By  many  pitied,  as  insane  of  mind; 

By  others  dreaded  as  the  Incklees  Thrall 

Of  subterranean  Spirits  fbeding  hope 

By  various  mockeiry  of  sight  and  sound ; 

Hope  after  hope,  encouraged  and  destinoyed. 

—  But  when  the  Lord  of  seasons  had  matured 

The  fruito  of  earth  through  space  of  twice  ten  yeani 

The  mountain's  entrails  ofibred  to  his  view 

And  trembling  grasp  the  long-defbrred  reward. 

Not  with  more  transport  did  Columbus  greet 

A  world,  his  rich  discovery !  But  our  Swain, 

A  very  Hero  till  his  point  was  gained, 

Proved  all  unable  to  support  the  weight 

Of  prosperous  fortune.    On  the  fields  he  looked 

With  an  unsettled  liberty  of  thought, 

Of  schemes  and  wishes ;  in  the  daylight  walked 

Giddy  and  restless ;  ever  and  anon 

Quafiled  in  his  gratitude  immoderate  cups ; 

And  truly  might  be  said  to  die  of  joy ! 

He  vanished ;  but  conspicuous  to  this  day 

The  Path  remains  that  linked  his  Cottsge-door 

To  the  Mine*s  mouth ;  a  long,  and  slantmg  track, 

Upon  the  rugged  mountain*s  stony  side. 

Worn  by  his  daily  visits  to  and  from 

The  darksome  centre  of  a  constant  hope. 

This  Vestige,  neither  force  of  beating  rain. 

Nor  the  vicissitudes  of  fh)6t  and  thaw. 

Shall  cause  to  fade,  till  ages  pass  away ; 

And  it  is  named,  in  memory  of  the  event, 

The  Path  of  PERSXVBRARcn.** 

"Thou  fh>m  whom 
Man  has  his  strength,**  exclaimed  the  Wanderer, "  oh : 
Do  thou  direct  it !  —  to  the  Virtuous  grant 
The  penetrative  eye  which  can  perceive 
In  this  blind  world  the  guiding  vein  of  hope. 
That,  like  this  Labourer,  such  may  dig  their  way, 
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*  Unshaken,  muedueedt  unterrified  ;* 
Gmnt  to  the  Win  kU  fiifimefli  of  naolTe  l^ 


**  That  Draper  wem  not  sQperflooiii,**  said  the  Priest, 

**  Amid  the  noblest  relics,  proudest  dust. 

That  Westminster,  fi>r  Britain's  glory,  holds 

Within  the  bosom  of  her  awful  Pile, 

Ambitiously  collected.    Yet  the  sigh. 

Which  wafts  that  prayer  to  Heaven,  is  due  to  all. 

Wherever  laid,  who  living  fell  below 

Their  virtue's  humbler  mark ;  a  sigh  of  pain 

If  to  the  opposite  extreme  they  sank. 

How  would  you  pity  Her  who  yonder  rests ; 

Him,  farther  off;  the  Pair,  who  here  are  laid; 

But,  above  all,  that  mixture  of  Earth's  Mould 

Whom  sight  of  this  green  Hillock  to  my  mind 

Recalls!  —  He  lived  not  till  his  locks  were  nipped 

By  seasonable  frost  of  age ;  ndr  died 

Before  his  temples,  prematurely  (breed 

To  mix  the  manly  brown  with  silver  gray. 

Gave  obvious  instance  of  the  sad  effect 

Produced,  when  thoughtless  Folly  hath  usurped 

The  natural  crown  that  sage  experience  wears. 

— Gray,  volatile,  ingenious,  quick  to  learn, 

And  prompt  to  exhibit  all  that  he  possessed 

Or  could  perform ;  a  zealous  actor  —  hired 

Into  the  troop  of  mirth,  a  soldier  —  sworn 

Into  the  lists  of  giddy  enterprise  — 

Such  was  he ;  yet,  as  if  within  his  frame 

Two  several  Souls  alternately  had  lodged. 

Two  sets  of  manners  could  the  Youth  put  on ; 

And,  fraught  with  antics  as  the  Indian  bird 

That  writhes  and  chatters  in  her  wiry  cage ; 

Was  graceful,  when  it  pleased  him,  smooth  and  still 

As  the  mute  Swan  that  floats  adown  the  stream, 

Or,  on  the  waters  of  the  unruffled  lake. 

Anchors  her  placid  beauty.     Not  a  Leaf 

That  flutters  on  the  bough,  more  light  than  He ; 

And  not  a  flower,  that  droops  in  the  green  shade. 

More  winningly  reserved  !    If  ye  enquire 

How  such  consummate  elegance  was  bred 

Amid  these  wilds,  this  answer  may  sufiice, 

'T  was  Nature's  will ;  who  sometimfli  undertakes^ 

For  the  reproof  of  human  vanity, 

Art  to  outstrip  in  her  peculiar  walk. 

Hence,  for  this  Favourite,  lavishly  endowed 

With  personal  gifls,  and  bright  instinctive  wit, 

Whilfi  both,  embellishing  each  other,  stood 

Yet  ^rther  recommended  by  the  charm 

Of  fine  demeanour,  and  by  dance  and  song. 

And  skill  in  letters,  every  fancy  shaped 

Fair  expectations ;  nor,  when  to  the  World's 

Capacious  field  forth  went  the  Adventurer,  there 

Were  he  and  his  attainments  overlooked. 

Or  scantily  rewarded ;  but  all  hopes, 

Cherished  for  him,  he  suffered  to  depart. 

Like  blighted  buds;  or  clouds  that  mimicked  Land 


Before  the  Saikx^s  eye;  or  ^imangmA  iiop^ 
That  sparkling  decked  the  moming  graa;  or  am 
That  was  attractiye — and  bath  eeaeed  to  ke! 

—  Yet,  when  this  Prodigal  retomedt  thelites. 
Of  joyful  greeting  were  on  him  bestowed, 
Who,  by  homiiiatkio  nndetefied. 

Sought  for  bis  wearineM  a  jdace  of  rest 
Within  his  Father's  gatea  --  Whence  cum  Bi' 

clothed 
In  tattered  garfa^  from  hovels  where  abidei 
Necessity,  the  stationary  Host 
Of  vagrant  Pbverty ;  from  rifted  faania 
Where  no  one  dwells  hot  the  wide-staiing  (M 
And  the  Owl's  Prey ;  from  these  bare  Haunts  lid 
He  had  descended  firom  the  prqyd  Sakxm, 
He  came,  the  Ghost  of  beau^|^knd  of  health, 
The  Wreck  of  gaiety !    But  soon  revived 
In  strength,  in  power  refitted,  he  renewed 
His  suit  to  Fortune ;  and  she  smiled  again 
Upon  a  fickle  Ingrate.    Thrice  be  rose. 
Thrice  sank  as  willingly.    For  He,  whose  nena 
Were  used  to  thrill  with  pleasure,  while  bis  foin 
Softly  accompanied  the  tuneful  barp^ 
By  the  nice  finger  of  &ir  Ladies,  touched 
In  glittering  Halls,  was  able  to  derive 
No  less  enjoyment  fixMn  an  abject  choice. 
Who  happier  for  the  moment — who  more  hltti 
Than  this  fallen  Spirit?  in  those  dieaiy  HoUi 
His  Talents  lending  to  exalt  the  fieaks 
Of  merry-making  Beggars^ — now,  provoksd 
To  laughter  multiplied  in  louder  peals 
By  his  malicious  wit;  then,  all  enchained 
With  mute  astonishment,  themselves  to  see 
In  their  own  arts  outdone,  their  fame  eclipied 
As  by  the  very  presence  of  the  Fiend 
Who  dictates  and  inspires  illusive  feats. 
For  knavish  purposes !    The  City,  too, 
(With  shame  I  speak  it)  to  her  guilty  bowen 
Allured  him,  sunk  so  low  in  self-respect 
As  there  to  linger,  there  to  eat  his  bread, 
Hired  Minstrel  of  voluptuous  blandishment; 
Charming  the  air  with  skill  of  hand  or  mcHt 
Listen  who  would,  be  wrought  upon  who  migH 
Sincerely  wretched  Hearts,  or  falsely  gaj. 

—  Such  the  too  f)requent  tenor  of  his  boait 
In  ears  that  relished  the  report;  —  but  all 
Was  from  his  Parents  happily  concealed ; 
Who  saw  enough  for  blame  and  pitying  km. 
They  also  were  permitted  to  receive 
Hisiast,  repentant  breath;  and  closed  hisejoy 
No  more  to  open  on  that  irksome  world 
Where  he  had  long  existed  in  the  state 

Of  a  young  Fowl  beneath  one  Mother  hatched, 
Though  from  another  sprung— of  diifereot  kind: 
Where  he  had  lived,  and  could  not  cease  lo  liii^ 
Distracted  in  propensity ;  content 
With  neither  element  of  good  or  ill; 
And  yet  in  both  rejoicing;  man  nnUest; 
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tiooa  infinita  the  lUft^ 
renoce^  whes  M«rcj  made 

ABd  ooe  with  th^  who  deep.* 


^,**  observed  the  SoUttiyt  '^stnoge 

d  scareel J  leu  thin  pitifbU 

ind  where  Cheritj  providet 

can  no  longer  feed  themaelvei^ 

this  flbould  cbooee  to  briog  hie  ehame 

Qtal  door;  aad  with  hie  aigfae 

r  which  he  had  fteely  breathed 

ancy.    He  ooold  not  pine, 

;k  of  cooTerae.  no,  he  moat  have  fimnd 

cercise  for  thought  and  speech* 

lal  Bebg,  ael^reviewed, 

led,  aelf-ponished.  —  Some  there  are 

ng  near  their  final  Home,  and  much 

inging  that  the  same  were  reached, 

er  ahun  than  seek  the  fellowship 

mould.  — fioch  haply  here  are  laid  \^ 


the  Priest,  **  the  Genins  of  our  Hills, 
,  by  these  stupendous  barriers  cast 
kxnain,  desirous  not  alone 
own,  hut  also  lo  exclude 
ogeny,  doth  sometimes  lure, 
I  studied  depth  of  privacy, 
y  Alien  hoping  to  obtain 
t,  or  seduced  by  wish  to  And, 
n  outward  molestation  free, 
eroal  ease.    Of  many  such 
oorae ;  but  as  their  stay  was  brief, 
erture  only  left  behind 
1  loose  conjectures.    Other  trace 
r  worthy  mention,  of  a  Pair 
the  pressure  of  their  several  fates, 
Strangers,  in  a  petty  Town 
roofs  ornament  a  distant  reach 
grinding  Vale,  remained  as  Friends 
ir  choice ;  and  gave  their  bones  in  trust 
d  Cemetery,  here  to  lodge 
utcheoned  privacy  interred 
e  Family-vault.  —  A  Chieftain  One 
birth ;  within  whose  spotless  breast 
ancient  Caledonia  burned, 
e  foremost  whose  impatience  hailed 
,  landing  to  resume,  by  force 
e  crown  which  Bigotry  had  lost, 
I  clan ;  and,  fighting  at  their  head, 
ave  sword  endeavoured  to  prevent 
btal  overthrow.  —  Escaped 
lisastrous  rout,  to  foreign  shores 
id  when  the  lenient  hand  of  time 
lies  had  appeased,  he  sought  and  gained, 
mred  conditbn,  an  obscure 
thin  thta  nook  of  Engliah  ground. 
er,  bom  hi  Britain's  southern  tract, 
lie  milder  kyaltf,  and  i^aced 


His  gentler  sentinieDlB  of  kfn  and  hala^ 
There,  where  tAey  plaeed  ihmk  who  ia 

prised 
The  new  succession,  as  a  lineiof  Kiqge 
Whose  oatli  had  virtue  to  proteot  tbei  Land 
Ai^inst  the  dire  assaults  d  Papacy 
And  arbitrary  Rule.    But  lanneh  thy  Bark 
On  the  distempered  ftood  of*  public  life^ 
And  cause  for  most  rare  triumph  will  be  thine 
If,  spite  of  keenest  eye  and  steadiest  hand. 
The  Stream,  that  bean  Uiee  forward,  prove  not, 
Or  late,  a  perikwui  Master.    He,  who  oft. 
Under  the  battlements  and  atatety  trees 
That  round  his  Manaion  east  a  sober  gloonn 
Had  moralized  on  this,  and  other  truths 
Of  kindred  import,  pleaaed  and  satisfied. 
Was.  forced  to  vent  his  wisdom  with  a  sigh 
Heaved  from  the  heart  in  fortune's  bittemeaa^ 
When  he  had  eruahed  a  plentifol  eatate 
By  ruinous  Contest,  lo  obtain  a  Seat 
In  Britain's  Senate.    Fruitleaa  was  the^ attempt: 
And  while  the  uproar  of  that  deaperate  atrifb 
Continued  yet  lo  vibmte  on  his  ear. 
The  vanquiahed  Whig,  beneath  a  5orrotsed  name, 
(For  the  mere  sound  and  echo  of  his  own 
Haunted  him  with  sensationa  of  diajgost 
That  he  was  glad  to  lose)  slunk  fimn  the  World 
To  the  deep  shade  of  these  untravelled  Wilds ; 
In  which  the  Scottish  Laird  had  long  poaseosod 
An  undisturbed  Abode.  —  Here,  then,  they  met. 
Two  doughty  Champions ;  flaming  Jacobite 
And  sullen  Hanoverian !  You  might  think 
That  losses  and  vexations,  less  severe 
Than  those  which  they  had  severally  sustained. 
Would  have  inclined  each  to  abate  his  zeal 
For  his  ungratefol  cause ;  no,  —  I  have  heard 
My  reverend  Father  tell  that,  'mid  the  calm 
Of  that  small  Town  encountering  thus,  they  filled. 
Daily,  its  Bowling-green  with  harmless  strife ; 
Plagued  with  uncharitable  thoughts  the  Church; 
And  vexed  the  Market-place.    But  in  the  breasts 
Of  these  Opponents  gradually  was  wrought. 
With  little  change  of  general  sentiment, 
Such  change  towaidf  each  other,  that  their  days 
By  choice  were  spent  in  constant  fellowship; 
And  if,  at  times,  they  fretted  with  the  yoke. 
Those  very  bickerings  made  them  love  it  more. 

"  A  favourite  boundary  to  their  lengthened  walks 

This  Church-yard  was.    And,  whether  they  had  come 

Treading  their  path  in  sympathy  and  linked 

In  social  converse,  or  by  some  short  space 

Discreetly  parted  to  preserve  the  peace. 

One  Spirit  seldom  failed  to  extend  ita  sway 

Over  both  minds,  when  they  awhile  had  marked 

The  visible  quiet  of  this  holy  ground. 

And  breathed  ita  soothing  air ;  —  the  Spirit  of  hope 

And  saintly  msgnanimity ;  that,  spoming 
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The  field  of  aelfish  difierence  and  dispate, 

And  every  care  which  transitory  things, 

f^rth,  and  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  create. 

Doth,  by  a  rapture  of  forgetfulness, 

Preclude  forgiveness,  fh>m  the  praise  debarred. 

Which  else  the  Christian  Virtue  might  have  claimed. 

—  There  live  who  yet  remember  here  to  have  seen 

Their  courtly  Figures,  —  seated  on  the  stump 

Of  an  old  Yew,  their  favourite  resting-place. 

But,  as  the  Remnant  of  the  long-lived  Tree 

Was  disappearing  by  a  swifl  decay, 

They,  with  joint  care,  determined  to  erect. 

Upon  its  site,  a  Dial,  that  might  stand 

For  public  use  preserved,  and  thus  survive 

As  their  own  private  monument ;  for  this 

Was  the  particular  spot,  in  which  they  wished 

(And  heaven  was  pleased  to  accomplish  the  desire) 

That,  undivided,  their  remains  should  lie. 

So,  where  the  mouldered  Tree  had  stood,  was  raised 

Yon  Structure,  frammg,  with  the  ascent  of  steps 

That  to  the  decorated  Pillar  lead, 

A  work  of  art  more  sumptuous  than  might  seem 

To  suit  this  Place ;  yet  built  in  no  proud  scorn 

Of  rustic  homeliness ;  they  only  aimed 

To  ensure  for  it  respectful  guardianship. 

Around  the  margin  of  the  Plate,  whereon 

The  Shadow  falls  to  note  the  stealthy  hours. 

Winds  an  inscriptive  Legend.*' — At  these  words 

Thither  we  turned ;  and,  gathered,  as  we  read. 

The  appropriate  sense,  in  I^tin  numbers  couched. 

TimeJHes ;  it  is  hi$  melancholy  task 

To  bring,  and  bear  away,  delusive  Jiopes, 

And  re^produce  the  troubles  he  destroys. 

But,  while  his  blindness  ^hus  is  occupied. 

Discerning  Mortal !  do  thou  serve  the  will 

Of  Time's  eternal  Master,  and  that  peace 

Which  the  World  wants,  shall  be  for  Thee  confirmed,'" 

"  Smooth  verse,  inspired  by  no  unlettered  Muse,** 

Exclaimed  the  Sceptic,  "  and  the  strain  of  thought 

Accords  with  Nature's  language ;  —  the  soft  voice 

Of  yon  white  torrent  falling  down  the  rocks 

Speaks,  less  distinctly,  to  the  nme  i^ect 

If,  then,  their  blended  influence  b«  not  lost 

Upon  our  hearts,  not  wholly  lost,  I  giwit, 

Rven  upon  mine,  the  more  are  we  required 

To  feel  for  those,  among  our  fellow-men, 

Who,  offering  no  obeisance  to  the  world, 

Are  yet  made  desperate  by  '  too  quick  a  sense 

Of  constant  infelicity,' — cut  off 

From  peace  like  Exiles  on  some  barren  rock, 

Their  life's  appointed  prison ;  not  more  free 

Than  Sentinels,  between  two  armies,  set. 

With  nothing  better,  in  the  chill  night  air. 

Than  their  own  thoughts  to  comfort  them.  —  Say  why 

That  ancient  story  of  Prometheus  chained  ? 

The  Vulture  —  the  inexhanstible  repast 

Drawn  Grom  his  vitals  1    Say  what  meant  the  woes 


By  Tantalus  entailed  apon  his  race, 
And  the  dark  sorrows  of  the  line  of  Thebes^ 
Fictioiis  in  form,  but  in  their  sabstaooe  trathi, 
Tremendous  truths !  &mi]iar  to  the  men 
Of  long^past  times,  oor  obsolete  in  oars. 
'—Exchange  the  Shepherd*s  frock  of  native  gtiy 
For  robes  with  regal  purple  tinged ;  conveit 
The  crook  into  a  sceptre ;  —  give  the  pomp 
j  Of  circumstance,  and  here  the  tragic  Mose 
Shall  find  apt  subjects  for  her  highest  ait 
—  Amid  the  groves,  beneath  the  shadowy  hill% 
The  generations  are  prepared ;  the  pangs, 
The  internal  pangs  are  ready ;  the  dread  strife 
Of  poor  humanity's  afflicted  will 
Struggling  in  vain  with  ruthless  destiny." 


^  Though,''  said  the  Priest  in  answer,  "  these  te  I 
Which  a  divine  philosophy  rejects. 
We,  whose  established  and  onfoiling  tmst 
Is  in  controlling  Providence,  admit 
That,  through  all  stations,  human  life  abounds 
With  mysteries; — for,  if  Faith  were  left  natriri 
How  could  the  might,  that  lurks  within  her,  thea 
Be  shown  1  her  glorious  excellence  —  that  nob 
Among  the  first  of  Powers  and  virtues — proredl 
Our  system  is  not  fashioned  to  preclude 
That  sympathy  which  you  for  others  ask; 
And  I  could  tell,  not  travelling  for  my  theme 
Beyond  these  humbkl  graves,  of  grievoos  crimei 
And  strange  disasters;  but  I  pass  them  by, 
Loth  to  disturb  what  Heaven  bath  hushed  ia 
—  Still  less,  far  less,  am  I  inclined  to  treat 
Of  Man  degraded  in  his  Maker's  sight 
By  the  deformities  of  brutish  vice : 
For,  in  such  Portraits,  though  a  vulgar  fece 
And  a  coarse  outside  of  repulsive  life 
And  unafTecting  manners  might  at  once 
Be  recognised  by  all  — ^"   "  Ah  !  do  not  think," 
The  Wanderer  somewhat  eagerly  exclaimed, 
'*  Wish  could  be  ours  that  you,  for  such  poor  gua 
(Gain  shall  I  call  iti  —  gain  of  what?— ftr 
Should  breathe  a  word  tending  to  violate 
Your  own  pure  spirit     Not  a  step  we  look  fiir 
In  slight  of  that  forbearance  and  reserve 
Which  common  human-heartedness  inspires, 
And  mortal  ignorance  and  frailty  claim. 
Upon  this  sacred  ground,  if  nowhere  else." 

t 

i 

•  "  True,"  said  the  Solitary,  "  be  it  far 
I  From  us  to  infringe  the  laws  of  charity. 
Let  judgment  here  in  mercy  be  pronounced ; 
:  This,  self-respecting  Nature  prompts,  and  thif 
I  Wisdom  enjoins;  but,  if  the  thing  we  seek 
Be  genuine  knowledge,  bear  we  then  in  miod 
How,  from  his  lofly  throne,  the  Sim  can  flin; 
Colours  as  bright  on  exhalations  bred 
By  weedy  pool  or  pestilential  swamp 
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•piritUi^  wh«re  it  rani^ 
llueid  Like.** 

iliuflioa  do  tre  h&n  iaear; 

n  here  is  none  to  exceed  the  truth ; 

ce  appeal*  t(iat  they  who  rest 

is  gfroand,  wine  oof etoos  of  praise^ 

embfanee  ereOt  deserved  or  oot. 

he  Chorcb-yaid,  beaotiiiil  aad  green, 

ng  gentl J  hy  the  side  of  ridge, 

f  Borftce — almost  wboHj  free 

rruptioii  of  sepulchral  stones, 

led  o*er  with  aboriginal  tnrf 

Bsting  flowers.    Tkme  Dalesmen  trust 

ring  gleam  of  their  departed  lives 

ecoids  and  the  sUent  heart; 

f  fiiithful,  and  more  kind 

est  Epita^:  for,  if  that  ikil, 

ts  the  sculptured  Tomb!  and  who  can  blame, 

er  would  not  envy,  men  that  feel 

lal  confidence ;  !(  ftom  such  source, 

ioe  flow, — if  thence,  or  finom  a  deep 

sral  humili^  in  death? 

d  I  much  condemn  it,  if  it  spring 

egard  of  Tune's  destructive  power, 

&pable  to  prey  on  thhigs 

and  human  nature's  mortal  part 

less  simple  distrksts,  where  we  see 

its  forehead  emuloufl  of  ^one 

ig  notice,  and  the  ground  all  paved 

imendations  of  departed  worth ; 

where'er  we  torn,  of  innocent  lives, 

domestic  charity  fiilfilled, 

rings  meekly  borne — I,  for  my  part, 

irith  the  silence  pleased  that  here  prevails, 

lose  foir  recitals  also  range, 

ly  the  natural  spirit  which  they  breathe. 

be  centre  of  a  world  whose  soil 

ith  all  unkindness,  compassed  round 

h  Memwials,  I  have  sometimes  felt, 

9  momentary  happiness 

7ne  Enclosure  where  the  voice  that  speaks 

or  detraction  is  not  heard; 

lalice  may  not  enter ;  where  the  traces 

nclinatiotts  are  unknown; 

ove  and  pity  tenderly  unite 

ngnation;  and  no  jarring  tone 

the  peacefel  concert  to  disturb 

and  gratitude." 

*'Thus  sanctianed,*' 

jor  nkl,  "  I  willingly  confine 

itives  to  subjects  that  excite 

with  these  accordant;  love,  esteem, 

liration;  lifting  up  a  veil, 

im  introdoeing  among  hearts 

and  ooveri;  so  that  ye  shall  have 
4B 


Clear  images  before  your  gjaddemd  ejres 

Of  Nature's  unambitioQs  underwood. 

And  flowers  that  prosper  in  die  shade.    And  when 

I  speak  of  such  among  my  flock  as  swerved 

Or  IhD,  those  only  will  T  smgle  out 

Upon  whose  lapse,  or  error,  something  mors 

Than  brotherly  forgiveness  may  attend ; 

T\>  such  will  we  restrict  our  notkse— else 

Better  my  tongue  were  mute.    And  yet  there  are, 

I  feel,  good  reasons  why  we  should  not  leave 

Wholly  untreeed  a  more  forbidding  way. 

For  strength  to  persevere  and  to  support, 

And  energy  to  ooD^oer  and  lepel;^ 

These  elemenn  of  virtue,  that  declare 

The  native  gitadeur  of  the  human  Soul, 

Are  oA^times  not  uuprofitaMy  shown 

In  the  perverwness  ci  a  selfldi  oourse : 

Truth  every  day  exemplified,  no  less 

In  the  gray  cottage  by  the  murmuring  stream 

Than  in  flmtastic  Conqueror's  roving  camp. 

Or  'mid  the  fiwtkxis  Senate,  unappalled 

While  merciless  proseriptkm  ebbs  and  flows. 

—There,"  said  the  Vicar,  pointing  as  he  spake, 

''A  Woman  rests  in  peace;  surpassed  by  few 

In  power  of  mind,  and  eloquent  discourse. 

Tall  was  her  stature;  her  complezkm  dark 

And  saturnine;  her  head  not  raised  to  hold 

Converse  with  Heaven,  nor  yet  deprest  tow'rds  earth, 

But  in  projection  carried,  as  she  walked 

FVir  ever  musing.    Sunken  were  her  eyes; 

Wrinkled  and  fiirrowed  with  habitual  thought 

Was  her  broad  forehead ;  like  the  brow  of  One 

Whose  visual  nerve  shrinks  fimn  a  painfel  glare 

Of  overpowering  light  —  While  yet  a  Child, 

She,  'mid  the  bumble  Flowereto  of  the  vale. 

Towered  like  the  imperial  ThisUe,  not  unfiimished 

With  ito  appropriate  grace,  yet  rather  seeking 

To  be  adndred,  than  coveted  and  loved. 

Even  at  that  age  she  ruled,  a  sovereign  Queen 

Over  her  Comrades;  else  their  simple  sports, 

Wanting  all  relish  for  her  strenuous  mind. 

Had  crossed  her,  only  to  be  shunned  with  scorn. 

Oh !  pang  of  eMw|iflil  regret  for  those 

Whom,  in  thsiriMK  sweet  study  has  enthralled. 
That  they  h«HBfor  harsher  servitude. 
Whether  in  somebody,  or  estate ! 
Such  doom  was  hen;  yet  nothing  could  subdue 
Her  keen  desire  of  knowledge,  nor  eflkce 
Those  brighter  images —by  books  imprest 
Upon  her  memory,  fiuthfiilly  as  stars 
That  occupy  their  places, — and,  though  oft 
Hidden  by  clouds,  and  oft  bedimmed  by  haze. 
Are  not  to  be  extinguished,  nor  impaired. 

•*  Two  passions,  both  degenerate,  for  they  both 
Began  in  honour,  gradually  obtained 
Rule  over  her,  and  vexed  her  daily  life; 
An  unrelenting,  avaricMus  dirift; 
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And  a  strange  thraldom  of  maternal  love, 
That  held  her  Bpirit,  in  ito  own  despite. 
Bound — by  vexation,  and  regret,  and  scorn, 
Constrained  forgiveness,  and  relenting  vows. 
And  tears,  in  pride  suppressed,  in  shame  concealed  — 
To  a  poor  dissolute  Son,  her  only  Child. 
—  Her  wedded  days  had  opened  with  mishap. 
Whence  dire  dependence.— What  could  she  perform 
To  shake  the  burthen  oflTI    Ah !  there  was  felt, 
Indignantly,  the  weakness  of  her  sex. 
She  mused  —  resolved,  adhered  to  her  resolve ; 
•  The  hand  grew  slack  in  alms-giving,  the  heart 
Closed  by  degrees  to  charity ;  heaven's  blessing 
Not  seeking  from  that  source,  she  placed  her  trust 
In  ceaseless  pains  and  parsimonious  care. 
Which  got,  and  sternly  hoarded,  each  day*6  gain. 

*'  Thus  all  was  re-established,  and  a  pile 

Constructed,  that  sufficed  for  every  end 

Save  the  contentment  of  the  Builder's  mind ; 

A  Mind  by  nature  indisposed  to  aught 

So  placid,  so  inactive,  as  content; 

A  Mind  intolerant  of  lasting  peace, 

And  cherishing  the  pang  which  it  deplored. 

Dread  life  of  conflict!  which  I  oft  compared 

To  the  agitation  of  a  brook  that  runs 

Down  rocky  mountains  —  buried  now  and  lost 

In  silent  pools,  now  in  strong  eddies  chained,  — 

But  never  to  be  charmed  to  gentleness ; 

Its  best  attainment  fits  of  such  repoee 

As  timid  eyes  might  shrink  from  fathoming. 

**  A  sudden  illness  seized  her  in  the  strength 

Of  life's  autumnal  season.  —  Shall  I  tell 

How  on  her  bed  of  death  the  Matron  lay. 

To  Providence  submissive,  so  she  thought : 

But  fretted,  vexed,  and  wrought  upon  —  almost 

To  anger,  by  the  malady  that  griped 

Her  prostrate  frame  with  unrelaxing  power. 

As  the  fierce  Eagle  fastens  on  the  Lamb  ? 

She  prayed,  she  moaned — her  husband's  Sister  watched 

Her  dreary  pillow,  waited  on  her  needs ; 

And  yet  the  very  sound  of  that  kind  foot 

Was  anguish  to  her  ears !  — '  And  mint  she  rule,* 

This  was  the  dying  Woman  heard  to  say 

In  bitterness,  *  and  must  she  rule  and  reign, 

*  Sole  Mistress  of  this  house,  when  I  am  gone  ? 

*  Sit  by  my  fire  —  possess  what  I  possessed  — 
*Tend  what  I  tended  — calling  it  her  own  !' 
Enough ;  —  I  fear,  too  much.  —  One  vernal  evening, 
While  she  was  yet  in  prime  of  health  and  strenofth, 
I  well  remember,  while  I  passed  her  door. 
Musing  with  loitering  step,  and  upward  eye 
Turned  tow'rds  the  Planet  Jupiter  that  hung 
Above  the  centre  of  the  Vale,  a  voice 

Roused  me,  her  voice ;  it  said,  *  That  glorious  Star 

*  In  its  untroubled  elenent  will  shine 


*  As  now  it  shinee,  when  we  are  kid  in  earth 

*  And  safe  from  all  our  sonowa.* — She  ii  safe, 
And  her  uncharitable  acts,  I  trust. 

And  harsh  an  kindnesses,  are  all  forgiven; 
Though,  in  this  Vale,  remembered  with  deep  awe! 


Thk  Vicar  paused ;  and  tow*rd  a  seat  advanced, 
A  long  Btone-eeat,  fixed  in  the  Church-yard  wall; 
Part  shaded  by  cod  sycamore,  and  part 
Offering  a  sunny  resting-place  to  them 
Who  seek  the  House  of  worship,  whfle  the  Belk 
Yet  ring  with  all  their  voices,  or  bdbre 
The  last  hath  ceased  its  solitary  knolL 
Under  the  shade  we  all  sate  down ;  and  there 
His  office,  uninvited,  he  resomed. 

^  .s  on  a  sunny  bank,  a  tender  Lamb 

Lurks  in  safe  shelter  from  the  winds  of  March, 

Screened  by  its  Parent,  so  that  little  mound 

Lies  guarded  by  its  neighbour ;  the  small  heap 

ripeaks  for  itself;  —  an  Infant  there  doth  rest, 

'I'he  sheltering  Hillock  is  the  Mother's  grave. 

If  mild  discourse,  and  manners  that  conferred 

A  natural  dignity  on  humblest  rank ; 

If  gladsome  spirits,  and  benignant  looks, 

That  for  a  face  not  beautiful  did  more 

Than  beauty  for  the  &ire8t  face  can  do: 

And  if  religious  tenderness  of  heart. 

Grieving  for  sin,  and  penitential  tears 

Shed  when  the  clouds  had  gathered  and  dklained 

Th i  spotless  ether  of  a  maiden  life; 

If  these  may  make  a  hallowed  spbt  of  earth 

M  >re  holy  in  the  sight  of  God  or  Man ; 

Then,  o'er  that  mould,  a  sanctity  diall  brood 

Till  the  stars  sicken  at  the  day  of  doom. 

**  Ah !  what  a  warning  for  a  thoughtless  Man, 
Could  field  or  grove,  could  any  spot  of  earth. 
Show  to  his  eye  an  image  of  the  pangs 
Which  it  hath  witnessed ;  render  back  an  echo 
Of  the  sad  steps  by  which  it  hath  been  trod ! 
There,  by  her  innocent  Baby's  precious  grave, 
Yea,  doubtless,  on  the  turf  that  roofs  her  own, 
The  Mother  ofl  was  seen  to  stand,  or  kneel 
In  the  broad  day,  a  weeping  Magdalene. 
Now  she  is  not ;  the  swelling  turf  reports 
Of  the  fresh  shower,  but  of  poor  Ellen's  tean 
Is  silent ;  nor  is  any  vestige  left 
Of  the  path  worn  by  mournful  tread  of  Her 
Wlio,  at  her  heart's  light  bidding,  once  had  morea 
In  virgin  fearlessness,  with  step  that  seemed 
Caught  from  the  pressure  of  elastic  turf 
Upon  the  mountains  gemmed  with  morning  dew. 
In  the  prime  hour  of  sweetest  scents  snd  aira 
—  Serious  and  thoughtful  was  her  mind ;  and  yst, 
By  reconcilement  exquisite  and  rare, 
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port,  iMtioM  of  tlui  Cflttee»^ 
h  as  migllt'liftfe  qaiekeiwd  vod  iMMpired 
I  handy  addreit  to  pietnrs  forth 
Dryad  gkoeiaf  throogk  tha  riiade 
a  the  Hnnlei'a  aaiiiait  hon  m  beard 
the  geldenhiUBi    A  wide-apread  Elm 
oar  Valleyv  naaed  TVu  Jotwl  Tmb; 
deai  aaage  which  our  Peaaanta  hold 
wekxme  to  the  first  of  May 
I  round  ita  trank-^Aiid  if  the  sky 
ke  hoaoora,  danoe  and  aong*,  are  paid 
irdfth  Night,  beneath  the  ftoaly  Stars 
sar  Moon.    The  Qneen  of  theae  gay  sports, 
iwaoty  yet  in  sprightly  air,  • 
ess  Ellen. ^No  one  lonehed  the  grcMmd 
and  the  nicest  Maiden'a  locba 
efblly  were  bnuded; — but  this  praise, 
,  wooM  better  suit  another  place. 

id,  and  fondly  deemed  herself  beloved, 
id  is  dim,  the  current  onperceifed, 
mess  painfbl  and  most  pitiful, 

a  Tirtnoos  Woman,  in  pore  youth, 
elifered  to  distress  and  shame; 

was  hers. — The  last  time  EUen  danced, 
nr  Equals,  round  Tu  JoTfUL  Tnn, 
I  secret  burthen ;  and  foil  soon 
to  tremble  for  a  breaking  vow,  — 
bewail  a  stenUy-bndmn  vow, 
thin  her  widowed  Mother's  house. 
3  season  sweet,  of  budding  leaves, 
dvancing  tow*rd  their  utmost  length, 
1  bifds  singing  to  their  happy  mates. 
be  musk;  of  the  autumnal  wind 
le  Ikded  woods;  but  these  blithe  notes 
i  deserted  to  the  heart; — I  speak 
[  know,  and  what  we  feel  within. 

the  cottage  in  which  Ellen  dwelt 
tail  ash-tree ;  to  whose  topmost  twig 
I  resorts,  and  annually  chants, 
and  evening  firom  that  naked  perch, 
.  the  undergrove  is  thk;k  with  leaves, 
iguUing  ditty,  for  delight 
ad  partner,  silent  in  the  nest 
hy,*  said  Ellen,  sighing  to  herself, 

not  words,  and  kiss,  and  solemn  pledge ; 
are  that  is  kind  in  Woman's  breast, 
ion  that  in  Man  is  wise  and  good, 
r  of  Him  who  is  a  righteous  Judge, 

not  these  prevail  for  human  lifo, 

two  Hearts  together,  that  began 
tring-time  with  one  love,  and  that  have  need 
lal  pity  and  forgiveness,  sweet 
t,  or  be  received ;  while  that  poor  Bird, 
ne  and  hear  him !    Thou  who  hast  to  me 
thless,  hear  him,  though  a  lowly  Creature, 
9od*a  shnple  children  that  yet  know  not 
venal  Ptoenti  how  he  sings 


*  As  if  be  wished  the  finnament'of  Heaven 

*  Should  listen,  and  give  back  to  bun  the  voice 


*  Of  hia  triumphant  constancy  and  love; 

*  The  proclamatkm  that  he  makes,  how  far 

*  His  darkness  doth  transcend  oor  fickle  light!* 

m 

I 

**  Such  waa  the  tender  passage,  not  by  me 

Repeated  without  leas  of  simple  ]rfurase. 

Which  I  perused,  even  aa  the  words  had  been 

Ckwnmitted  by  forsaken  Ellen*a  hand 

To  the  blank  margin  of  a  Valentine^ 

Bedropped  with  teaiSL    *T  will  please  you  to  be  told 

That,  studwusly  withdrawing  from  the  eye 

Of  all  companionship,  the  Soflbrer  yet 

In  lonely  reading  found  a  meek  resource; 

How  thankfol  for  the  warmth  of  summer  days^ 

When  she  conM  dip  mto  the  Cottage>bam, 

And  find  a  secret  oratory  there; 

Or,  in  the  garden,  under  friendly  veil 

Of  their  long  twilight,  pore  upon  her  book 

By  the  last  lingering  help  of  open  sky. 

Till  the  dark  night  dismissed  her  to  her  bed ! 

Thus  did  a  waking  Fancy  sometimes  lose 

The  unco^uerable  pang  of  despised  love. 

**  A  kindlier  paasion  opened  on  her  soul 

When  that  poor  Child  was  bom.    Upon  its  ftce 

She  looked  as  on  a  pure  and  spotless  gift 

Of  unexpected  promise,  where  a  grief 

Or  dread  was  all  that  had  been  thought  of — jqy 

FVir  livelier  than  bewildered  Traveller  feels 

Amid  a  perilous  wasto,  that  all  night  long 

Hath  harassed  him  —  toiling  through  fearful  storm. 

When  he  beholds  the  first  pale  speck  serene 

Of  day-spring,  in  the  gloomy  east  revealed. 

And  greets  it  with  thanksgiving.    '  Till  this  hour,* 

Thus,  in  her  Mother's  hearing  Ellen  spake, 

*  There  was  a  stony  region  in  my  heart; 

*  But  He,  at  whose  command  the  parched  rock 

*  Was  smitton,  and  poured  forth  a  quenching  streanit 

*  Hath  softened  that  obduracy,  and  made 

*  Unlooked-for  gladn^  in  the  desert  place, 
*To  save  the  perishii^;  and,  henceforth,  I  kx>k 

*  Upon  the  light  with  cheerfolness,  for  thee, 

*  My  Infant!  and  for  that  good  Mother  dear, 

'  Who  bore  me, — and  hath  prayed  for  me  in  vain  ;•  • 

*  Yet  not  in  vain,  it  shall  not  be  in  vain.* 
She  spake,  nor  was  the  assurance  unfolfilled. 
And  if  heart-rending  thoughts  would  oft  retorn^ 
They  stayed  not  long.  — The  blameless  Infant  grew; 
The  Child  whom  Ellen  and  her  Mother  loved 

They  soon  were  proud  of;  tended  it  and  nursed, 
A  soothing  comforter,  although  forlorn ; 
Like  a  poor  singing-bird  from  distant  lands; 
Or  a  choice  shrub,  which  he,  who  passes  by 
With  vacant  mind,  not  seldom  may  observe 
Fair-flowering  in  a  thinly-peopled  house. 
Whose  window,  somewhat  sadly,  it  adomi. 
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••  Inftot  drew  ita  food 
free  from,  came  utd 


,  pctchince, 

I  these  BLjnple  Tfttea 

IIhv  u'ith  OB,  reinoved 
f  ]>.  ni>t  tlie  le« 

and  la«8  unjiut, 
n-na  ilooined  to  feeL 

ilrvidcil  tboD^ht 
lit  ill  accord) 
was  bound  to  Dime, 
wiili  litTowa; 
Initiie  tlii^y  enfbroed. 
ivpd,  upoa  that  Bight 

ls  haril  to  bear  I 
■c  burne  —  ftr  worae : 
■Iiiil,  nfler  a  disease 

e  dayB*  space, 
|f:IIcii  now  exclaimed, 
-Once,  only  (micp, 
iHlaily : 
ccarcelj  gsin 
■itBcquies. 

■ust  of  ilie  flinenl  train ; 
Icred.  Iiaving  chanced 
1r  prompt  departure, 
initinjT  look,  a  apiril 

>  t'  and  down  ahe  sate, 
1  kept  her  seat 
fms  on  and  weeping, 

■f  of  hor  Child, 

vna  f.-vtis6cd. 

'e ;  —  and  to  thia  Spot, 

jusp'i  her  steps: 
>i,  nnil  samelimea  koelt 

1   Majrclulene ! 
l.fl  hcwailed 
i(!il  III  liitlemeM 


Noting  that  in  daqala  of  their  etm 
She  BtiU  rsDewod  ud  enld  not  W 
Thoae  Tiaitation^  caaaad  lo  lead  hi 
Or,  to  the  garden'a  nuiow  bonndi^ 
I  fiiiled  not  to  remind  tbem  that  lb 
Far  bolf  nature  might  not  thai  he  i 
Thiu  wronged  in  waaan'a  tnMt: 
But  the  green  rtalk  of  EUmi'i  life  < 
And  the  flower  drooped ;  m  aVMy  « 
It  hong  ita  haad  in  mortal  bngvidn 
— Aided  bj  thia  tppmnaea,  I  at  k 
Freniled;  and,  ftom  thoaa  boadi  n 
Hone  to  her  molbar'i  honn.  The 
The  nsh  Betrayer  conld  not  bn  tl 
Or  Borrow  which  hii  mnlMi  guUl 
And  little  wouM  hii  prenBte,  or  p 
Of  a  relentii^  nol,  ba*o  now  an 
For.  like  a  shadow,  he  wna  pimei 
From  Ellen's  thoughta ;  had  pehdM 
For  all  concams  of  ftv,  oc  hofM,  oi 
Save  c»Iy  tlioae  which  la  (hair  eon 
And  to  his  moral  being,  ipfmtUD 
Hope  from  that  qnart»  would,  I  ks 
A  hesTCnly  comlbrti  Ihei*  tba  lA 
An  nnrelasing  bond,  a  motnal  mm 
There,  and,  (a  asemed,  thera  oaJf.- 
Her  fimd  materaal  Heart  bad  hnill^ 
In  blindneia  all  loo  neir  ths  tirai'i 
That  Work  a  Mimmn  &od  with  hi 
Had  awept  away ;  and  now  hei  Bpn 
For  its  last  flight  to  Heaveo'i  Mcar 
— The  bodily  &ame  waa  waited  da] 
Meanwhile,  relinquiahing  all  other  i 
Her  mind  ahe  strictly  tutored  to  flm 
And  pleasure  in  endorance.  Hoch 
And  much  she  read  ;  and  beoodad  fy 
Upcn  her  own  onwMthiiMei.  —  To 
As  to  a  spiritual  comforter  and  fti 
Her  heart  ahe  opened ;  and  no  paini 
To  mitigate,  a«  gently  aa  I  conld. 
The  sling  of  aelf-repniacb,  with  hen 
— Meek  Saint !  thtou^  patience  {1 
In  whom,  as  hy  her  lonely  hearth  di 
The  ghastly  fiice  of  cold  decay  pot  ' 
A  sun-like  beau^,  and  appeared  d 
May  I  not  mentioD— that,  within  tli 
In  doe  obeemnce  of  her  piooa  wii 
The  Congregation  joined  with  me  i 
For  her  Soul's  good !  Nor  was  that  i 
—  Much  did  die  anflbr :  bat,  if  any 
Beholding  her  cooditioa,  at  the  aig 
Gave  way  to  words  rf  pi^  or  compli 
She  stiUed  them  with  a  prompt  repn 
'  lie  who  afflicla  me  knowa  what  I  a 
'And,  when  I  fail,  and  can  eodue  « 
■  Will  mercifiilly  lake  ma  to  himad 
So,  through  the  d 
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fe» 


iiynrf  emoteofDe:*- tnd  here ii kid 
ital  Body  Iqr  her  Iiiiuit%  «de.~ 


I;  attd  dowicMi  looks  mide  known 
ich  kid  Iklenfld  with  h»  inoMit  hotrt. 

IIm  eiwtian  anvody  wis  1«m  ilrai^ 

bedfn  tlMUi  tha  wiucb  I  hid  Alt 

Mttod  Mtr  my  i^enenble  FrioDd, 

I  Ikm  iMr  «liM,  firam  him  I  houd 

cy  thift  TBincdl  the  flow  deelke 

-garet  eittkiiif  enihe  kmely  Heetht 

le  negketad  Hooae  te  whieh  the  eioDf • 

»d  ikEt  (he  Solikry^  eheek 

ed  the  Pdwer  of  natore.— Pleeaed  though  nd, 

eased  then  itd,  thegray-faaired  Wanderer  Mite; 

to  hk  imre  hnagmatife  aoul 
OS  and  aerene^  hk  fakmeleaa  life^ 
•wiedge,  wkdom,  k?e  of  troth,  and  love 
an  kind !   He  waa  it  who  fint  broke 
naive  ailenee,  aaying*  ^Bkat  are  they 
aoRow  rather  k  to  aoflhr  wrong 

•  do  wrong*  although  themselvea  have  erred. 
Je  givea  proof  that  Heaven  moat  goitly  deak 
ich,  in  their  a£Bktion.  — Elkn*a  kte^ 

der  i^t,  and  her  contrite  heart, 

my  mind  dai^  Uinta  which  I  have  heard 

who  died  withm  thk  Vale,  by  doom 
,  aa  hk  idEsoce  waa  heavier  far. 

Sir,  I  pray  yoo,  where  are  kid  the  bonea 
(red  Arroathwaite  1**  —  The  Vicar  answered, 
t  green  nook,  doae  by  the  Chiirch-yard  wall, 
1  yon  hawthorn,  planted  by  myself 
ory  and  for  warning,  and  in  sign 
stness  where  dire  anguish  had  been  known, 
ncilement  after  deep  ofience, 
oth  he  rest —No  theme  his  fiite  supplies 
smooth  gloEings  of  the  indulgent  world ; 
d  the  windings  of  his  devious  course 

retraced ; — enough  thst,  by  mishap 
lial  error,  robbed  of  competence, 

*  obsequious  shadow,  peace  of  mind, 
ed  a  substitute  in  troubled  joy ; 

his  conscience  rose  in  arms,  and,  braving 
lispleasure,  broke  the  marriage-vow. 
lich  he  had  been  weak  enough  to  do 
sery  in  remembrance ;  he  was  stung, 
y  hk  inwald  thoughts,  and  by  the  smiles 
i  and  Children  stung  to  agony, 
ed  at  home,  he  gained  no  peace  abroad ; 
through  the  mountains,  slept  upon  the  earth, 
omfiMt  of  the  open  air,  and  found 
t  m  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
Bore  in  the  beauty  of  the  day. 
k  he  digfated;  hk  paternal  fields 
a  ckf  to  him,  whose  spirit  wiahed 
m  vUttar!  aad  thk  graeioaa  Church, 

akokaofhllof  peaoeandhope  { 


And  love,  benignant  Mother  of  the  Vale, 
How  iair  amid  her  brood  (^  Cdttfegea! 
She  waa  to  hhn  a  akknem  and  reproach. 
Much  to  the  kat  remained  unknown :  hot  thk 
la  aure,  that  through  remone  and  grief  he  died ; 
Though  intied  among  Men,  ahaolved  by  God, 
He  could  not  find  ibrgiveneaa  in  hhnaelf  ; 
Nor  could  endure  the  we^t  of  hk  own  riianie. 

**  Here  reata  a  Mother.    But  fi^xn  her  I  turn 

And  fimn  her  Grave.— Behold— •upon  that  Ridge^ 

That,  atretchmg  boldly  fimn  the  moontam  aide, 

Carriea  into  the  centre  of  the  Vak 

Ita  rocka  and  wooda— the  Cottage  ivhero  aba  dwelt 

And  yet  where  dwelk  her  fiuthful  Partner,  kft, 

Full  eight  years  past)  the  solitary  prop^ 

Of  many  heiress  Children.    I  begm 

With  words  that  might  be  prolude  to  a  Tak 

Of  sorrow  and  dejection ;  but  I  feel 

No  sadnesi^  when  I  thmk  of  what  mine  eyea 

See  daily  in  that  happy  Funily. 

— Bright  Garknd  form  they  for  the  penaive  brow 

Of  their  undrooping  Fither'a  widowhood, 

Thoae  aiz  &ir  Daughters^  boddmg  yet — not  ooe^ 

Notone  of  all  the  band,  a  fiill-bkwn  Flower! 

Deprest,  and  desokte  of  soul,  as  once 

That  Father  was,  and  filled  with  anxious  foar. 

Now,  by  experience  taught,  he  stands  assured. 

That  God,  who  takes  away,  yet  takes  not  half 

Of  what  he  seems  to  take^  or  gives  it  back. 

Not  to  our  prayer,  but  for  beyond  our  prayer; 

He  gives  it—  the  boon  produce  of  a  soil 

Whkh  our  endeavours  have  refused  to  till. 

And  Hope  hath  never  watered.    The  Abode, 

Whose  grateful  Owner  can  attest  these  truths. 

Even  were  the  object  nearer  to  our  sight, 

Would  seem  in  no  distinction  to  surpass 

The  rudest  habitations.    Ye  might  think 

That  it  had  sprung  aelf-raised^  fixxn  earth,  or  grown 

Out  of  the  living  rock,  to  be  adorned 

By  nature  only ;  kmt,  if  thither  led. 

Ye  would  discover,  then,  a  stodioos  work 

Of  many  foncies,  prompting  many  handa 

—  Brought  fhMU  the  woods,  the  honeysuckle  twmes 

Around  the  porch,  and  seems,  in  thst  trim  place, ' 

A  Plant  no  longer  wild ;  the  cultured  rose 

There  blossoms,  strong  in  health,  and  will  be  soon 

Roof-high ;  the  wild  pink  crowns  the  garden  wall. 

And  with  the  flowers  are  intermingled  stones 

Sparry  and  bright,  rough  scatterings  of  the  bilk. 

These  ornaments,  that  fi^de  not  with  the  year, 

A  hardy  Girl  continues  to  provide; 

Who,  mounting  foarlessly  the  rocky  heights 

Her  Father's  prompt  Attendant,  does  for  him 

All  that  a  Boy  could  do,  but  with  delight 

More  keen  and  prouder  daring;  yet  hath  shOp 

Within  the  garden,  like  the  reat,  a  bed 

For  her  own  fkwera  and  fovoorite  herfaa— a  apace» 
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n  for  her  u»e. 

Uid  open  through  tbe  blaiins  window.— lime 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

else  the  ^rden  hears 

t  Bee  the  eldeM  dnufhtei  at  her  wheel 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Baloa  Bskcd  or  Dot, 

Spinning  amain,  as  if  to  overtake 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

leisure  draws 

The  never-halting  Time ;  of,  in  her  turn. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

8  ftom  Die  sigh 

Teaching  some  Novice  of  the  SwlerhooJ 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

round  their  sheltered  hives 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Which,  ftom  her  Father's  honoured  hand,  bentft 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

c  rocks,  attunes  bia  Toice 

While  she  wat  yet  a  little-one,  had  lesroed. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

uman  lite,  which  there 

—  Mild  Man!  be  ia  not  gay,  but  they  are pj; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ut,  when  the  gloom 

And  the  whole  bouse  seeme  filled  with  gaiety. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

J  my  »t-?p9,  then  motl 

—  Thnco  hapi^,  then,  the  Mother  may  be  deeo^i 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ne;  often  1  stop  short. 

The  Wife,  from  whose  coosolatoty  grate 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

d  feed  by  etealtli  my  eight 

I  tamed,  that  ye  in  mind  might  witoea  «bei« 

^^^1 

arapwiy  within, 

And  how,  her  Spirit  yet  sDTvWea  on  Btfth." 

^M 
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. 

^^^^^^M 

BOOK  THE  SEVENTH. 

^^^^^M 

CHURCH- YARD  AMONG  THE  MOUNTAINS 

^^^1 

CONTINUED. 

1 

^^^^1 

ARGUMENT. 

^^^^^^^^^^^1 

NirrnliTn  upon  the  Aulltor'!  nund  — Puiior  inviied  lo  gin  arcount  rfn-nmn  Gnn*  BotBt 

nd  hi*  Fnniily  —  fortunaw  LnOiiBnco  of  chnnfB  of  *ihi«i«n  —  Aciivity  in  eitnmn  oW  ■!■— 

Ba™f™i.-t:i.v»iedch»mci«roriibluid  man -RefleoUon  upon  Blincin w  ^  Iiiu>inp4 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

^^^^H 

^^^^H 

to  theme  the  Historiiii  paaaad, 

By  some  accomplished  Master,  while  Le  Bale 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

md  the  scone  that  la; 

Amid  the  quiet  of  the  preen  rece«8. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ed  in  my  mind 

And  there  did  inexhaustibly  duipcnso 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

iDBc  lon^-poet  hours; 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Bome  shadowy  Vale, 

Tender  or  bhthe;  now,  af  the  rerying  mood 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

ur  of  the  setlin;^  sun 

Of  hie  own  spirit  urged,  —  now,  as  a  voice 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

on's  Bovereign  brow, 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Of  hia  compatriot  villagers  (that  hung 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

Btened  with  delight 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 

■Hike  air, 

^^^^^^^^^H 

oT  the  oncvent  Briliah  bu[i 

For  their  hearl'«  ease  or  pleasure.     Stnins  of  p« 

^^^^^^1 

^                   \              J 
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tbej,  to  loue  and  ooenpy  the  mow  ; 
a  higher  mark  than  aobg  oan  reach 
lis  pure  e]oqaei)ce.    And,  when  the  stream 
overfiiywed  the  soal  was  passed  away, 
cioosnesi  remained  that  it  had  left, 
ted  upon  the  silent  shore 
morj,  images  and  pcecioiis  thoughts, 
hall  not  die,  and  cannot  be  destroyed. 

e  grasay  heaps  lie  amicably  close,** 

,  **  like  Borges  heaving  in  the  wind 

the  anrface  of  a  mountain  pool ; 

tence  comes  it  then,  that  yondor  we  behold 

TBves,  and  only  fiire,  that  rise  together 

iably  sequestered,  and  encroaching 

i  smooth  play-ground  of  the  Village-school  1** 

icar  answered.    *^  No  disdainfbl  pride 
m  who  rest  beneath,  nor  any  course 
ange  or  tragic  accident,  hath  helped 
ce  those  Hillocks  m  that  lonely  guise. 
:e  more  look  ibrth,  and  follow  with  your  aight 
rngth  of  road  that  (hnn  yon  mountain*s  base 
grh  bare  enclosures  stretches^  till  its  line 
within  a  little  tuft  of  trees,  — 
reappearing  in  a  moment,  quits 
iltnred  fields,  —  and  np  the  heathy  waste, 
8,  as  you  see,  in  mazes  serpentine, 
ds  an  easy  outlet  of  the  Vale, 
it  little  shady  spot,  that  sylvan  tuft, 
ich  the  road  is  hidden,  also  hides 
:age  from  our  view,  —  though  I  discern 
arcely  can)  amid  its  sheltering  trees 
nokeless  chimney-top.  —  All  unerobowered 
liked  stood  that  lowly  Parsonage 
uch  in  truth  it  is,  and  appertains 
mall  Chapel  in  the  Vale  beyond) 
hither  came  its  last  Inhabitant. 

I^h  and  forbidding  were  the  choicest  roads 

kich  our  Northern  wilds  could  then  be  crossed ; 

nio  most  of  these  secluded  Vales 

10  access  for  wain,  heavy  or  light. 

his  Dwelling-i^ace  the  Priest  arrived 

store  of  household  goods,  in  panniers  slung 

irdy  horses  graced  with  jingling  bells, 

n  the  back  of  more  ignoble  beast ; 

with  like  burthen  of  effects  most  prized 

siest  carried,  closed  the  motley  train. 

I  was  I  then,  a  school-boy  of  eight  years ; 

ill,  methinks,  I  see  them  as  they  passed 

er,  drawing  tow*rd  their  wished-for  home. 

eked  by  the  motion  of  a  trusty  Ass 

iiddy  Children  hung,  a  well-poised  freight, 

in  his  basket  nodding  drowsily ; 

bonnets,  I  remember,  wreathed  with  flowers, 

li  tokl  it  was  the  pleasant  month  of  June ; 

doM  behind,  the  comely  Matron  rode, 


A  Woman  of  soft  speech  and  grackius  amile. 
And  with  a  Lady*s  mien.  — Fnm  &r  they  cane, 
Even  from  Northumbrian  hilla;  yet  theirs  had  been 
A  merry  journey — rich  in  pastime — cheered 
By  music,  prank,  and  laughter-stirring  jest; 
And  freak  put  on,  and  arch  word  dropped —  to  swell 
The  cloud  of  fimcy  and  uncouth  surmise 
That  gathered  round  the  dowly-moving  train. 
—  'Whence  do  they  come?  and  with  what  errand 
charged! 

*  Belong  they  to  the  fortune-telling  Tribe 

*  Who  pitch  their  tents  beneath  the  green-wood  Tree^ 

*  Or  are  they  Strollera,  (hmished  to  enact 

*  Fkir  Rosamond,  and  the  Children  of  the  Wood, 

*  And,  by  that  whiskered  TMj'n  aid,  set  forth 

*  The  lucky  venture  of  sage  Whittmgton, 

*  When  the  next  Village  hears  the  Show  annooneed 

*  By  blast  of  trumpet  1*    Plenteous  waa  the  growth 
Of  such  conjectures,  overheard — or  aeen 

On  many  a  staring  ooontenance  portrayed 

Of  Boor  or  Burgher,  as  they  marched  along. 

And  more  than  once  their  steadiness  of  ftce 

Was  put  to  proo(  and  exercise  supplied 

To  their  inventive  humour,  by  stem  looks. 

And  questions  in  authoritative  tone. 

From  some  staid  Guardian  of  the  public  peace. 

Checking  the  sober  steed  on  which  he  rode. 

In  his  suspicious  wisdom ;  oftener  still. 

By  notice  indirect,  or  blunt  demand 

From  Traveller  haltmg  in  his  own  despite, 

A  simple  curiosity  to  ease: 

Of  which  adventures,  that  beguiled  and  cheered 

Their  grave  migration,  the  good  Pair  would  tell. 

With  undiminished  glee,  in  hoary  age. 

*'  A  Priest  he  was  by  function ;  but  his  course 
From  his  youth  up,  and  high  as  manhood's  noon, 
(The  hour  of  life  to  which  he  then  was  brought) 
Had  been  irregular,  I  might  say,  wild ; 
By  books  unsteadied,  by  his  pastoral  care 
Too  little  checked.    An  active,  ardent  mind ; 
A  fancy  pregnant  with  resource  and  scheme 
To  cheat  the  sadness  of  a  rainy  day ; 
Hands  apt  for  all  ingenious  arts  and  games ; 
A  generous  spirit,  and  a  body  strong 
To  cope  with  stoutest  Champions  of  the  bowl ; 
Had  earned  for  him  sure  welcome,  and  the  righto 
Of  a  prized  Visitont,  in  the  jolly  hall 
Of  country  squire ;  or  at  the  stotelier  board 
Of  Duke  or  Vat),  from  scenes  of  courtly  pomp 
Withdrawn,  —  to  while  away  the  summer  hours 
In  condescension  among  rural  guests. 

••  With  tlii'iie  high  comrsdes  he  had  revelled  kmg, 
FrolickfHJ  indimtriously,  a  simple  Clerk 
By  liop4«N  of  coming  patronage  beguiled 
Till  thu  heart  sickened.    So  each  loftier  aim 
Abandoning  and  all  his  showy  Friends 
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For  a  life*t  stay*  though  slender  yet  assured, 
He  turned  to  this  secluded  Chapelry; 
That  bad  been  oflfered  to  his  doubtful  choice 
By  an  unthought-of  Patron.    Bleak  and  bare 
They  found  the  Cotta^,  their  allotted  home ; 
Naked  without,  and  rude  within ;  a  spot 
With  which  the  scantily  provided  Cure 
Not  long  had  been  endowed :  and  far  remote 
The  Chapel  stood,  divided  from  that  House 
By  an  unpeopled  tract  of  mountain  waste. 
—  Yet  cause  was  none,  whatever  regret  might  hang 
On  his  own  mind,  to  quarrel  with  the  choice 
Or  the  necessity  that  fixed  him  here ; 
Apart  from  old  temptations,  and  constrained 
To  punctual  labour  in  his  sacred  charge. 
See  bim  a  constant  Preacher  to  the  Poor ! 
And  visiting,  though  not  with  saintly  zeal. 
Yet,  when  need  was,  with  no  reluctant  will, 
Tbe  sick  in  body,  or  distrest  in  mind ; 
And,  by  as  salutary  change,  compelled 
To  rise  from  timely  sleep,  and  meet  the  day 
With  no  engagement,  in  hb  thoughts,  more  proud 
Or  splendid  than  his  garden  could  afford. 
His  fields, — or  mountains  by  the  heath-cock  ranged. 
Or  the  wild  brooks ;  firom  which  he  now  returned 
Contented  to  partake  the  quiet  meal 
Of  his  own  board,  where  sate  his  gentle  Mate 
And  three  fidr  Children,  plentifully  fed 
Though  simply,  from  their  little  household  fiurm ; 
With  acceptable  treat  of  fish  or  fowl 
By  nature  yielded  to  his  practised  hand — 
To  help  the  small  but  certain  comings-in 
Of  that  spare  Benefice.    Yet  not  the  less 
Theirs  was  a  hospitable  board,  and  theirs 
A  charitable  door.  —  So  days  and  years 
Passed  on ;  —  the  inside  of  that  rugged  House 
Was  trimmed  and  brightened  by  the  Matron*s  care, 
And  gradually  enriched  with  things  of  price, 
Which  might  be  lacked  for  use  or  ornament 
What,  though  no  soft  and  costly  sofa  there 
Insidiously  stretched  out  its  lazy  length, 
And  no  vain  mirror  glittered  on  the  walls, 
Yet  were  the  windows  of  the  low  Abode 
By  shutters  weather-fended,  which  at  once 
Repelled  the  storm  and  deadened  its  loud  roar. 
There  snow-white  curtains  hung  in  decent  folds ; 
Tough  moss,  and  long-enduring  mountain  plants. 
That  creep  along  the  ground  with  sinuous  trail. 
Were  nicely  braided,  and  composed  a  work 
Like  Indian  mats,  that  with  appropriate  grace 
.  Ijay  at  the  threshold  and  the  inner  doors ; 
And  a  fair  carpet,  woven  of  homespun  wool. 
But  tinctured  daintily  with  florid  hues, 
For  seemliness  and  warmth,  on  festal  days. 
Covered  the  smooth  blue  slabs  of  mountain  stone 
With  which  the  parlour-floor,  in  simplest  guise 
Of  pastoral  homesteads,  had  been  long  inlaid. 


— These  pleasing  worka  tbm  Houaewile's  skill  p 

duced: 
Meanwhile  the  uaeedeotary  Maatflff*a  hand 
Was  busier  with  his  task  —  to  rid^  to  plaat. 
To  roar  for  food,  for  ahelter,  and  delight; 
A  thriving  covert !  And  when  wiabas,  fimad 
In  youth,  and  eanctioDed  by  tbe  riper  mind. 
Restored  me  lo  my  native  Valley^  here 
To  end  my  days;  well  pleased  was  I  to  see 
The  once-bare  Cottage,  oo  tbe  moontain  aide. 
Screened  firom  assault  of  every  bitter  blast ; 
While  the  dark  shadows  of  the  eommer  leavai 
Danced  in  the  breeze,  npoo  its  mossy  nnC 
Time,  which  had  thus  afibided  williDg  help 
To  beautify  with  Natore*s  fidreel  growth 
This  rustic  Tenement,  had  gently  shed. 
Upon  its  Master's  frame,  a  wintry  grace ; 
The  comeliness  of  unenfeeUed  age. 
But  how  could  I  say,  gently  ?  ftr  he  atill 
Retained  a  flashing  eye,  a  bomiiig  palm, 
A  stirring  foot,  a  head  which  beat  at  Digbta 
Upon  its  pillow  with  a  thoosand  achemesL 
Few  likings  had  he  dropped,  fbw  pleasures  lost; 
Generous  and  charitable,  prompt  to  serve ; 
And  still  his  harsher  passions  kept  their  hold, 
Anger  and  indignation ;  stiU  he  loved 
The  sound  of  titled  names,  and  talked  in  glee 
Of  long-past  banqoetings  with  high-bora  Vnmk: 
Then,  fVom  those  lolling  fits  of  vain  delight 
Uproused  by  recdlected  injury,  railed 
At  their  fiilse  ways  disdainfolly, — and  oft 
In  bitterness,  and  with  a  threatening  eye 
Of  fire,  incensed  beneath  its  hoary  brow. 
— These  transports,  with  staid  looks  of  pure  good-«fl 
And  with  soft  smile,  his  Consort  woold  reprofe. 
She,  far  behind  him  in  the  race  of  years,  * 

Yet  keeping  her  first  mildness,  was  advanced 
Far  nearer,  in  the  habit  o£  her  soul. 
To  that  still  region  whither  all  are  bound. 
—  Him  might  we  liken  to  the  setting  Sun 
As  seen  not  seldom  on  some  gusty  day. 
Struggling  and  bold,  and  shining  from  the  weit 
With  an  inconstant  and  unmellowed  light; 
She  was  a  soft  attendant  Cloud,  that  hung 
As  if  with  wish  to  veil  the  restless  orb ; 
From  which  it  did  itself  imbibe  a  ray 
Of  pleasing  lustre.  —  But  no  more  of  this; 
I  better  love  to  sprinkle  on  the  sod 
That  now  divides  the  Pair,  or  rather  say 
That  still  unites  them,  praises,  like  heaven's  dew 
Without  reserve  descending  upon  both. 

**  Our  very  first  in  eminence  of  years 

This  old  Man  stood,  the  Patriarch  of  the  Vale! 

And,  to  his  unmolested  mansion.  Death 

Had  never  come,  through  space  of  forty  yean; 

Sparing  both  old  and  young  in  that  Abode. 
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tiMotlMf  ^faippMni:  Mitirioe 
iier  BCowiMd  the  fiddt;  aet  twiM  htdfidleii 
h^lk  FmIdi^  IIm  fini  Mrtonuitl  mioWi 
9  greedy  ^mkdag  wee  ekeei, 
ong-pnfikiged  Howe  lelieiopt]^'**ewe|il 
bgee:  yei  bo  npeeioae  pkfne 
emoogtlMiD;  ell  #ee  gentle  deeth« 
eiie»  with  inlkfele  ef  peeoe. 
yy  ooBsoiimetkei!  en  eoocid 
irfbei — to  he  wkhed  firl  eeve  thet  here 
ething  iHiieh-to  nortel  eenee  might  socmd 
heonn,— >thet  the  M  gimy-heeded  Sire, 
It,  he  wee  tehen  leeti— eerYived 
9  neek  Fntna  df  hie  ege»  his  Son, 
:faler«  end  thet  kle  and  high-prised  gift, 
Gnndehild,  were  no  more. 


oe,  al]  vaniriied  I  he  deprived  and  bare, 
11  he  4oe  the  rernnest  of  his  life! 
ill  beoome  of  him  V  we  eaid,and  moeed 
njectaree-—*  Shall  we  meet  him  now 
g  with  rod  and  line  the  craggy  brookel 
we  oirerhear  him,  as  we  pass, 
to  entertain  the  loneljr  bonra 
nsiel*  (for  he  hsH  not  eeaasd  to  touch 
or  viol  which  himself  had  iVamed, 
sweet  purposes,  with  perfect  skill.) 
Lies  will  he  keepi  will  he  remain 
1,  Gardener,  fioilder,  Mechanist, 
3r,  and  a  rearer  ftom  the  Seed  ? 
)f  hope  and  fiirward-looking  mind 
the  last  !*  —  Such  was  he,  onsobdoed. 
'en  was  gmcioos ;  yet  a  little  while, 
Survivor,  with  his  cheerful  throng 
schemes,  and  all  his  inward  board 
oed  griefe,  too  many  and  too  keen, 
rcome  by  unexpected  sleep, 
est  moment     Like  a  shadow  thrown 
d  lightly  from  a  passing  cloud, 
1  upon  him,  while  reclined  he  lay 
tide  solace  on  the  summer  grass, 
n  lap  of  his  Mother  Earth :  and  so, 
lient  term  of  separation  past, 
ily  (whose  graves  you  there  behold) 
higher  privilege  once  more 
thered  to  each  other.** 

Calm  of  mind 

ice  waited  on  these  closing  woeis ; 

I  Wanderer  (whether  moved  by  fear 

hose  passages  of  life  were  some 

fht  have  touched  the  sick  heart  of  his  Friend 

'ly,  or  intent  to  reinforce 

firm  spirit  in  degree  deprest 

gr  sorrow  lor  our  mortal  state) 

mce  broke: — ** Behold  a  thoughtless  Man 

«  and  pfematnre  decay  preserved 

I  hdite^  to  a  fitter  soU 

4C 


Transpknted  ere  twiilt.--The  Hermit,  lodged 
In  the  nntroddee  desert,  tells  hn  beads, 
With  each  repeaUng  He  allotted  pnryer, 
And  thus  divides  and  Ihos  relieves  the  lime; 
Smooth  task,  with  his  eompared,  wheie  mind  eoold 

string, 
Not  scantily,  hright  minotae  on  the  thrsad 
Of  keen  domeetie  angnisk, — and  begnile 
A  solitude,  onchosen,  nnproftesed; 
Till  gentlest  dea&  released  hia. — Fn*  fiwn  w 
Be  the  desne  —  too  eunoosly  to  ask 
How  much  of  this  is  bnt  the  blind  resnlt 
Of  cordial  spirits  and  vital  tempehunent, 
And  what  to  higher  powisre  is  joetly  fine. 
But  you.  Sir,  know  that  in  a  iieighliooring  Tale 
A  Priest-abides  beftre  whoee  liih  such  deobie* 
Fall  to  the  ground;  whose  gifts  of  Nature  li^ 
Retired  ftom  notice,  lost  in  attrflmtee 
Of  Reason  —-hononrably  eflheed  by  debls 
Which  her  poor  treasore-hoose  is  content  to  owe, 
And  conquests  over  her  dominion  gained, 
To  which  her  ftowardness  most  needs  submit 
In  this  one  Man  is  shown  a  temperance*— proof 
Against  all  trials ;  industry  severe 
And  constant  as  the  motion  of  the  day ; 
Stem  selMenial  round  hini  spreed,  with  shade 
That  might  b^  deemed  ibihidding,  dSd  not  there 
All  generous  feelings  flouriih  and  rejoice; 
Forbearance,  charity  in  deed  and  thought, 
And  reeolution  competent  to  take 
Out  of  the  bosom  of  simplicity 
All  that  her  holy  customs  recommend. 
And  the  best  ages  of  the  world  prescribe. 
—  Preaching,  administering,  in  every  work 
Of  his  sublime  vocation,  in  the  walks 
Of  worldly  intercourse  *twixt  man  and  man, 
And  in  his  humble  dwelling,  he  appears 
A  Labourer,  with  moral  virtue  girt. 
With  spiritual  graces,  like  a  glory,  crowned.** 

**  Doubt  csn  be  none,**  the  Pastor  aaid,  ^  for  whom 
This  Portraiture  is  sketched.  —  The  Grsat,  the  Good, 
The  Well-beloved,  the  Fortunate,  the  Wise, 
These  Titles  Emperors  and  Chieft  have  borne, 
Honour  assumed  or  given :  and  Him,  the  WomiKfoii, 
Our  simple  Shepherds,  speaking  fimn  the  heart» 
Deservedly  have  styled.  «p  From  bis  Abode 
In  a  dependent  Chapelry,  that  lies 
Behind  yon  hill,  a  poor  and  rugged  wild. 
Which  in  his  soul  he  lovingly  embmced, — 
And,  having  once  espoused,  would  never  quit; 
Hither,  ereHong,  that  lowly,  great,  good  Man 
Will  be  conveyed.    An  unelaborate  Stone 
May  cover  him ;  and  by  its  help^  perohanee, 
A  century  shall  hear  his  name  pronounced* 
With  images  attendant  on  the  sound : 

•See  coochisiooof  No<s<ltoPpsmsof  lnMnmsrtnn,^380 
snd  Appeodii  IV. 
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Ir^'hcrio!;  twilight  clow 


Ihtch  ^hajies  iMlf  in  worda 

ii,'li  in  ilotefiil  war, 
^if't  niust  stand  forth, 
,s  e^cf-d  Rhell, 
eilieciiol 
liiHigh  in  hopelen  loro — 

all  Inn  much 
m,  uiid  fear  — 
lif  the  niril  ihkde 
lidiuuFly  U>  nurae 
!u  fieri  11 5  breut, 
ir  AS  he  mt;  ? 
luch  raplure  ai  be6t* 
V  and  celebrate 
land  piiipoie*;  retnce 

■  i;Iorirv  hit  end  1 

a  end  Tapoat7  clouda 
Iredouniiing  in  the  brain, 
IK  of  Ihe  heart, 
.nh  m»y  apretd  o'er  Geld, 
li  Piety  euTvive 
II  hall  or  bower; 
■li  and  warm  delight, 
■ent,  by  Bung  inspired. 
^•herefure  munnar  or  repine  ! 
ives  in  Heaven: 
pill  ihis  ground  receive 
nwhile  the  bent 
19  to  degrees 
Lull  to  reach, 
\  need  ivo  travel  far 
ir  last  regards  were  paid. 


llninst  8l  the  root 

Ihadow  or  whose  bare 

|e  here  J  ait  at  e»e, 

;  a  loafr  atni^ht  path 
vard;  there,  beneath 
|entle  Daleaman  lies, 
ilithooil,  wBH  withdrawn 
I  le  grew  up 

L  VnDcy  was  to  him 
|=lreanis.     The  bird  of  dawn 
T  from  sleep 
It  for  his  delii^t 
Bted  ;  not  for  him 

When  stormy  winds 
|(l  bo^om  of  the  laiie 
il  tiparkling  wares, 
;  cloud  on  cloud 
■of  yon  loCly  ctlg^ 


The  ■gitiled  leeDa  bafan  Ui  eye 
Wu  ailent  u  a  pcton ;  erMmoK 
Were  all  tbiogi  silent,  wbemoe'er  be  nofed. 
Yet,  by  the  aolaca  of  his  own  pats  tbooghti 
Upheld,  he  duteouslj  pursued  the  mdnd 
or  rural  labours;  the  sleep  raoaolBiiMida 
Ascended  with  his  staff  and  ftithfiil  ihig; 
The  plough  he  guided,  and  the  scythe  he  mj^ 
And  the  ripe  ccni  befbra  his  Hckle  fell 
Among  the  joeiiDd  reepetm.    For  himself 
All  watchftal  and  indiHtrious  m  be  was, 
He  wraogbt  not ;  neither  field  at*  Ibck  Ik  arm 
No  wiih  fitr  wealth  had  piftca  within  his  mmd; 
Not  huiband'a  love,  nor  father'B  bopa  cr  tmtt. 
Though  bom  a  younger  Brather,  need  wn  sns 
That  from  the  floor  of  his  palamal  home 
He  should  depart,  to  plant  himaelf  anew. 
And  when,  mature  in  manhood,  he  beheU 
Ilia  Parents  laid  in  earth,  no  lose  ensosd 
Of  rights  to  him ;  but  be  remaiaed  well  pIsMii 
By  the  pure  bond  of  independent  lore 
An  inmate  of  a  second  family. 
The  fellow-labourer  and  friend  of  him 
Tn  whom  the  small  inheritance  had  ftllcn. 
—  Nor  deem  that  his  mild  preaenoe  was  a  WHf 
That  presaed  upon  his  Brother*!  bouse,  ftt  botk 
Were  ready  comrsdea  whom  ha  could  Dot  tin, 
j  Of  whose  society  the  blameleH  Man 
I  Was  never  ntiate.    Their  bmiliar  voiee, 
'  Even  to  old  age,  with  uniUMtsd  ehana 
Bi'guiled  his  leisure  hnan ;  refreshed  bu  tbooftMl 
Boyonil  its  natural  elevation  raised 
His  introverted  spirit;  aud  bestowed 
Upon  his  life  sn  outward  dignity 
I  Which  all  acknowledged.     The  dark  winUrai^ 
The  stormy  day,  had  each  its  own  resoaite; 
Song  of  the  muses,  sage  hisloric  tale. 
Science  severe,  or  word  of  Holy  Writ 
'  Announcing  immortality  and  joy 
To  the  assembled  spirits  of  the  jual. 
From  imperfection  and  decay  secure. 
;  — Thus  soothed  at  home,  thus  busy  in  ths  fieU, 
To  no  perverse  suspicion  he  gare  way. 
No  languOT,  pcevishoea,  nor  vain  complaiDt: 
And  they,  who  were  about  him,  did  not  &il 
In  reverence,  or  in  courtesy ;  they  prized 
His  gentle  mannera:  — and  fai«  peacefiil  irniet. 
The  gleams  of  his  slow-varying  countenance, 
Were  met  with  answering  sympathy  and  hm. 

"  At  length,  when  sixty  yean  aiul  five  wen  loU. 
A  slow  disease  insensibly  consumed 
The  powers  of  nature:  and  a  fbw  short  atefs 
Of  fl-iends  and  kindred  bore  him  fiun  hb  hoBt 
(Yon  Cottage  shaded  by  the  woody  cnga) 
To  the  protbunder  stillness  of  the  gntm, 
denied  the  grace 

thonghtfiil  pnTi 


-Nor  was  Itia  flinaral  denied 


THB  EXCURSION. 


•If 


17  iMMkHwl  awtit  bgr  gratiUidflu 
lai  moauaimfad  Btam  ftmmim 
uid  vHunbitkNMilj  rolitw 
ud  hf  whftt  kindljF  outwaid  aidi^ 
It  puTO  oonHntadaew  of  miod^  . 
ivatioo  WM  hf  htm  endiirad. 
toll  Pine-tree,  wbose  eompotiiig  aooid 
d  on  the  good  Men*s  living  eer, 
to  own  peeoliar  eraotity ; 
I  touch  of  everj  wendering  breeie, 
lot  idly,  o*er  his  peacefiil  gnwe. 

mag  Light,  moet  hoantlflil  of  Thmgs! 

nr  way/mytterioos  Comforter ! 

;red  inflaence,  epreiui  through  earth  and 

h    . 

)  thankleady  participate, 

rere  utterly  withheld  fh>at  Him 

ce  of  rest  la  near  yon  ivied  Porch. 

wild  hrooka  ask  if  he  complained ; 
!  channelled  rivem  if  they  held 
lier,  more  determined  course. 
»r  doth  it  ^ke  into  the  mind 
*  One,  who  cannot  aee,  advancing 
Dae  precipice's  airy  brink ! 

warned.  He  would liave  stayed  his  steps; 
say  enlightened,  by  his  ear, 
B  very  edge  of  vacancy 
endangered  than  a  Man  whose  eye 
»  gulf  beneath.-^ No  floweret  blooms 
t  the  lofiy  range  of  these  rough  hills, 
voods,  that  could  from  him  conceal 
ice ;  none  whose  figure  did  not  live 
>uch.    The  bowels  of  Jthe  earth 
rith  knowledge  his  industrious  mind ; 
paid  him  tribute  from  the  stores 
her  bosom ;  and,  by  science  led, 
mounted  to  the  plains  of  Heaven. 
M  I  see  him— how  his  eye-balls  rolled 
s  ample  brow,  in  darkneis  paired,  — 
istinct  with  spirit ;  and  the  frame 
>le  countenance  alive  with  thod^ht, 
.  understonding ;  while  the  voice 

of  natural  or  moral  truth 
lence,  and  such  authentic  power, 
s  presence,  humbler  knowledge  stood 
.nd  tender  pity  overawed.*' 

-and.  to  unreflecting  minds,     * 
iOB  spectacle,"  the  Wanderer  said, 
ke  these  present !    But  proof  abounds 
arth  that  faculties,  which  seem 
ed,  do  not,  therefore^  cease  to  be. 
mind  among  her  powers  of  sense 
fer  is  permitted^  —  not  alone 
ereft  their  recompense  may  win ; 
motar  purposes  of  love 


And  charity;  nor  laHiaior  hmft  tat  thi% 
-That  to  the  imaginatioii  may  he  given 
A  type  and  ahadow  of  an  awfiil  troth; 
How,  likewise,  under  snjfeimnce  divinot 
Darkness  is  banished  fimn  the  realms  of  Dentin 
By  man's  imperishable  spirit,  quelled. 
Unto  the  men  who  see  not  as  we  see 
Futurity  was  thought,  in  ancient  times. 
To  he  laid  open,  and  they  prophesied. 
And  know  we  not  that  Aom  the  blind  have  flowed 
The  highest,  holieBt,  raptaces  of  t|be  lyre ; 
And  wisdom  mairied  to  immortal  verse  1" 

Among  the  humbler  Worthies,  at  onr  feet 
Lying  insensible  to  human  praise, 
Love,  or  regret,— -asikoss  lineamento  would  next 
Have  been  portrayed,  I  guess  not !  but  it  chanced 
That,  near  the  quiet  church-yard  where  we  fate^ 
A  Team  of  horses^  with  a  ponderous  freight 
Pressing  behind,  adown  a  rugged  alopok 
Whose  sharp  descent  confounded  their  array* 
Came  at  that  moment,  ringing  noisily. 

**  Here,"  said  the  Pastor,  **  do  we  muse,  and  moon 
The  waste  of  death)  and  lot  the  giant  Oak 
Stretehed  on  his  bier — that  massy  timber  wain; 
Nor  &il  to  note  the  Bian  who  guides  the  team." 

He  was  a  Peasant  of  the  lowest  class: 
Gray  locks  profusely  round  his  temples  hung 
In  clustering  curls,  like  ivy,  which  the  bite 
Of  Winter  cannot  thin ;  the  fre%air  lodged 
Witdin  his  cheek,  as  light  within  a  cloud ; 
And  he  returned  our  greeting  with  a  smile. 
When  he  had  passed,  the  Solitary  spake ; 
— "  A  Man  he  seems  of  cheerful  yesterdays 
And  confident  to-morrows,  —  with  a  face 
Not  worldly-minded,  for  it  bears  too  much 
Of  Nature's  impress,  gaiety  and  health. 
Freedom  and  hope ;  but  keen,  withal,  and  shrewd. 
His  gestures  note,  — and  hark !  hb  tones  of  voice 
Are  all  vivacious  as  his  mien  and  looks." 

The  Pastor  answered.    "  You  have  read  him  well 
Year  after  year  is  added  to  his  store 
With  sUerU  increase :  summers,  winters — past. 
Past  or  to  come ;  yea,  boldly  might  1  say. 
Ten  summers  and  ten  winters  of  a  space 
That  lies  beyond  life's  ordinary  bounds. 
Upon  his  sprightly  vigour  cannot  fix 
The  obligation  of  an  anxious  mind, 
A  pride  in  h|ving,  or  a  fear  to  lose ; 
Possessed  like  outskirts  of  some  large  Domain, 
By  any  one  more  thought  of  than  by  him 
Who  holds  the  land  in  fee,  ito  careless  Lord  I 
—  Yet  is  the  creature  rational — endowed 
With  foresight ;  hears,  too,  every  Sabbath  day, 
The  Christian  promise  with  attentive 
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t  Maj^tjr  of  Hoaven 
ftlfured  upbfhiin, 

winch  bP8»ts  and  birds  prewol 
L  cheerfulncBS  of  aoul, 
lid  repining  free. 
Bus  worahippen  611  down 
niui  daily  honiaffp  pny 
iligitius  even,  than  liis ! 

t,  the  Old  Mao's  due. 


;  but  ir 


ruth, 


T  with  a  fund  hair-amile) 

n  of  despite 
|l'  bold  contrivancei  and  Bkill. 

IT  such  conapicuoua  part 
I  Iskjnj  from  these  valea, 
I  proudoBt  urnamcnts. 

y  wjnde,  bv  vapouTa  nursed, 
liif  the  pendent  rocks; 
n  the  horizon's  edg^, 
e  ascending  moon; 
Id  bj  noontide  dew  were  damped, 
1 1  cad  inaccessible 
|i  safety.  —  Many  a  Ship 
l>i:anib  Bay,  to  him  hath  owed 
libers,  null  the  miBt  that  bears 
ndnnis;  Ue,  from  Park 
a  pnormoufl  axle-lree 
■iw  itself!)  ten  tliousand  spindlea :  - 
1;  lobouTin|r  in  the  mine. 
■I  prowe^  muGt  have  lacked 
I  of  its  marvellous  slren^rth, 
ftterprise  luid  failed 


"  Yon  household  Fir, 
o  fence  off  the  blaal 
e  roof  above,  as  if 
n  Hfere  forgot ; 
:h  nanuftllv  holds 

I  ihe  fanning  breeze, 

ealed  while  they  shear 
Iri'd  tlock ;  —  the  JovniL  EIlm, 
f  tlie  Maidens  dance  id  May  ;  — 
k;  —  would  plead   their  seven 

iisBter  of  their  fete; 
Te  would  doom  them  alL 
I  nnd  iLJBly  as  he  te, 
Icp  his  hold  on  earth 
.  in  rivalship  with  men 
•e  enduring  growth, 


rn  appaiiited  hour  will  «i 
And,  like  ths  hanglAj  Bpoilan 
Thii  keen  DeitToyer  io  kk  tar 
"Now  ftna  the  liriiig  fum  we 
From  Afro,"  the  PrieatecntiniM 
FVtm  Age,  that  often  nnlanwfi 
Aod  mwk  that  daiMd  hillock, 

—  Seven  luity  Sooa  Mte  daily 
OfGold-^illnde;  ud,wtMnl 
or  otb«  pngeny,  n  Dan^iter 
Wa«  given,  the  erawning  boni 
Aod  n  aekDonrledgad  with  •  t 
Felt  to  the  centre  of  that  beai 
With  which  bj  natnie  erwj  1 
h  Btrteken,  in  the  moment  wh 
Are  ended,  and  her  eara  faava  i 
Which  lella  h«  that  ft  living  < 
And  the  liei  cooocioafl  in  a  bli 
That  the  dread  atorm  ia  weatfa 

"  The  Father — Him  at  tfaia  n 
A  bolder  tranaport  oeifea.  Ft 
or  hie  bight  hearth,  and  finn 
Day  after  day  the  gladneaa  ia  i 
To  aU  that  cooie,  and  almoat  ■ 
Invited,  aomnMiied,  to  partake 
Spread  on  the  nevei-empty  bo 
Health  and  good  widies  to  hia 
From  cupa  replentriied  by  hii , 
— Thoae  seven  fcir  Brothen  * 
Each  by  the  thoughta  best  luil 
But  most  of  all  aod  with  rooat 
The  honry  Grandsire  felt  hima 
A  happiness  that  ebbed  not,  be 
To  till  the  total  measure  of  th 

—  From  the  low  tenement,  hii 
Whither,  as  to  a  little  private 
He  had  withdrawn  &Dai  bnitle 
To  apend  the  Sabbath  of  oU  aj 
Once  every  day  he  dnteoaaly  i 
To  rnck  the  cradle  of  the  sIub 
For  in  that  Temale  In&nt'i  oav 
The  silent  Name  of  hia  depail 
Heart-Ktirring  music!  boorly  I 
Full  bleat  be  wo^  '  Another  H 
Oil  did  he  say,  *  wia  come  to  < 

—  Oh  1  pang  UQthoogfat  of,  ai ' 
Itself  had  been  unlocked  for ;  - 
or  desolating  anguish  fin  the 

—  Just  as  the  Child  could  totti 
And,  by  aotne  friendly  Bnger'a 
Range  round  the  garden  walk, 
Was  catching  at  aome  novelty 
Gnxind-Oower,  or  gkaqr  iaaact 
Diftwn  by  the  snnahine — at  Ifa 
.  tV«  ^'UM&k  <<  Ifau^  aH*5^' 


^^feBMMVMM* 
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>,  ■■■■■■  uf— ill oiitwtipmedt 
d  loit.  their  pride  and  ml*!  dtliglit 
mUh  powef  toeWliD ell  ngrelei 
id  thooglit  eeb  briqf  to  wen*  dieUeei 
n.    Tlierai)i%  tboiigli  eoBM  teere 
HDg  aOBk  eitoef  FtMneete  eye 
«r  of  eorrow  like  4ieir  own* 
ted  Iitt]e-oiie»  too  kog 
troubler  of  their  quieti  tleepe 
low  be  celled  e  peeeefiil  gntfe. 

day,  the  bcighteit  of  the  yeer* 
ioe  echoed  with  to  unknown  aooad, 
»  repeeled'oW  the  Gone 
the  hoUow  of  that  Qimve, 
ig  aidee  are  rod  with  naked  moaUL 
Lpril,  doly  wet  this  earth ! 
r  Son  of  Midsumroer,  these  sods, 
f  knit  together,  and  therewith 
unite  in  kindred  quietoen ! 
Hey  shall  forget  her  loss. 
y  yonngr  and  M  alike  bebf  ed, 
rioue  as  my  own  I — Chneeo  herbs 
wish  that  they  would  softly  creep) 
ibode,  and  we  may  pses 
)  imperiously  of  thee ; -— 
If  mi^  mk  into  the  breast, 
gfrsat  abysi^  and  be  no  more; 
hy  remembrance  leare  our  hearts, 
Appear! 

"^The  mountain  Ash 
erlook,  when  *mid  a  grove 
1  trees  she  lifts  her  heed 
lutnmnal  berries,  that  outshine 
3t  blossoms;  and  ye  may  have  marked, 
de  or  solitary  tarn, 
itatioo  doth  adorn; — the  pool 
eet,  and  all  the  gloomy  rooks 
i  round  her.    In  his  native  Vale 
lorioos  did  this  Youth  appear ; 
indled  pleasure  in  all  hearts 
Dus  beauty,  by  the  gleam 
38,  by  his  capacious  brow, 
ces  with  which  Nature's  hand 
irrayed  him.     As  old  Bards 
die  songs  of  wandering  Gods, 
,  veiled  in  human  form; 
iweet-breathed  violet  of  the  shade, 
their  own  despite  to  sense 
'  such  ikbles  without  blame 
ce-mentioo  on  this  sacred  ground) 
simple  rustic  garb*s  disguise, 
he  impediment  of  rural  cares, 
nI  a  Scholar's  genins  shone ; 
!iolly  hidden  ftom  men's  sight, 
rit  of  a  Hero  walked 
fiqf  nJl0jr,  ^^How  the  coU 


Whined  Hfooi the 8tiipliig^.m!  tftooehad by fain^ 

The  inglorious  i»t4iall  mooBtod  to  the  pitoh 

Of  the  lark's  flight,— or  iiiaped  a  nuaboiw  curves 

Afeft,  m  prospeet  of  tiie  rimittBt  field ! 

The  indeiitigable  iut  had  learned 

To  dread  hie  peweveranoe  m  the  ehaM^ 

With  admiratioD  would  he  lift  We  eyee 

To  the  wide-rvling  eagle,  and  hie  hand 

Was  loth  to  assault  the  mejeety  he  loved : 

Else  had  the  etroogest  ftetneesoe  proved  weak 

To  guard  the  rofal  brood.    The  eaiUog  gleedt 

The  wheeling  ewallow,  and  tiie  darting  snipe, 

The  sportive  sesrgnll  danemg  with  the  wave% 

And  cautious  waler-fbwl,  flom  distant  dimes, 

Fixed  at  tiieir  seat,  the  centre  of  the  Mere, 

Were  subject  to  young  Oewa]d*s  steady  aim.  • 

**From  Gallia*8  coast  a  Tyrant  hurled  his  threato; 

Our  Country  marked  the  preparation  vast 

Of  hostile  Forces ;  and  she  called — with  voice 

That  filled  her  plains,  that  reached  her  utmost  shores^ 

And  in  remotest  vales  was  heard  —  to  Arms! 

— Then,  for  the  first  time,  here  you  might  have  seen 

The  Shepherd's  gray  to  martial  scarlet  changed. 

That  flashed  uncouthly  through  the  woods  and  fields. 

Ten  hardy  Striplings,  all  in  bright  attire. 

And  graced  with  shinmg  weapone,  weekly  marched. 

From  this  lone  valley,  to  a  central  spot. 

Where,  in  assemblage  with  the  Flower  and  Choice 

Of  the  surroundmg  district,  they  might  learn 

The  rudiments  of  war;  ten — hardy,  strong. 

And  valiant ;  but  young  Oswald,  like  a  Chief 

And  yet  a  modest  Comrade,  led  them  forth 

From  their  shy  solitude,  to  face  the  world. 

With  a  gay  confidence  and  seemly  pride ; 

Measuring  the  soil  beneath  their  happy  feet 

Like  Youths  released  fi:om  labour,  and  yet  bound 

To  most  laborious  service,  thou^  to  them 

A  festival  of  unencumbered  ease ; 

The  inner  spirit  keeping  holiday, 

like  vernal  ground  to  sabbath  sunshine  left 

^  Ofl  have  I  marked  him,  at  some  leisure  hour, 

Stretohed  on  the  grass  or  seated  in  the  shade 

Among  his  Fellows,  while  an  ample  Blap 

Before  their  eyes  lay  carefully  outspread. 

From  which  the  gallant  Teacher  would  discourse, 

Now  pointing  this  way  and  now  that — '  Here  flows,' 

Thus  would  he  say, '  the  Rhine,  that  fiunous  Stream ! 

*  Eastward,  the  Danube  tow'rd  this  inknd  sea, 
'A  mightier  river,  winds  fi:om  realm  to  realm;  — 

*  And,  like  a  serpent,  shows  his  glittering  bsck 
'  Bespotted  with  innumerable  isles : 

'  Here  reigns  the  Russian,  there  the  Turk ;  observe 
'  His  capital  city  I'  -^  Thence  — -  along  a  tract 
Of  livelier  interest  to  his  hopes  and  fiMn  — 
His  finger  moveA,  dMn«iMkra^L  ^M  «9^ 
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I  conStct  then  nKHt  fiercely  nged ; 
led  tlune  fatal  Field* 
lof  mightjp  Gerauny 
1  eubmiwHHi.  — '  Here  behold 
ISwitiers,  and  their  Lutd ; 
n  these  of  ours,  hug«  woods, 

lite  with  evcrlKBtin^  Enow!' 
Ii)iat  Bpabe  with  kiodling  brow 
I  liopeful  OS  the  beet 
Tiniry,  who,  in  our  dajs, 

tihhed  far  Helvetia's  ri^ti^  — 

ir  those  who,  in  old  time, 

lie,  to  the  side 

ling  from  ■  thouaand  huta, 

Inlone!     No  braver  Youth 

n  heighta,  to  march 

liiia ;  or  appeared  in  arms 
llliid,  and  altar  was  cast  down, 
He  trumpet,  aoul-inAamed, 
TJ  of  idolatry," 

IE*  seat  the  Pastor  roae, 
I  the  grave;  inalioctivciy 
B.il ;  and  my  voice  exclaimed, 
ra  of  the  world  is  ^vcn, 
Biey  dream  nnL     Oh  !  the  curse, 

inpst  thoughts, 
I  of  exalted  deeds, 
.8  bound  in  servile  straits 
li)l'  capacities 

■  this  to  be,  nor  yet 
vonnatiiml  wish,  nor  yet 
Iturn  of  human  thanks; 

Icnse  hut  deadly  hate 
Blanishment  with  scorn !" 

ItHry  words  had  ceased, 
o  Providence  is  served ; 
fpf  the  skica  can  send 
B<'p,  dark  Hold9, 

n  hilh  not  power  to  pierce. 
liliinidnled  Thrones! 
I  of  the  mighty  debt 
\  Wrong  the  Sufferer  owes, 

^r  habitable  seats, 

I  overthrow,  who  still 

»  stood  of  old, 

Irpd  lo  extend  their  pride, 
n  top  of  Lebanon 

It  less  impatient  thoughts, 
I  and  expecting  all,' 

ninnds,  where  rests  in  peace 
I  of  the  better  Cause ; 
|cnll  him,  for  he  askod 
whom  our  Country  showed, 
I,  moat  beautiful. 

■  misery,  and  disease. 


Spread  with  the  qireidiDf  of  I 
^gland,  the  ancient  Mid  the  I 
In  him  to  stand  befbre  mj  awii 
Uucanquer^y  virtuous  and  m 
—  No  tnore  of  this,  lest  I  oflei 
Short  was  his  life,  and  a  brief 

"  One  summer'a  day  —  a  day  ( 
And  solemn  chase  —  fhiai  moi 
Hia  steps  had  followed,  fleetee 
The  red-deer  driven  along  its 
With  cry  of  hound  and  bom ; 
Returned  with  sinews  weaken 
This  generous  Youth,  too  neg^ 
Plunged —  'mid  a  gay  and  boi 
To  wash  the  fleeces  of  his  Fai 
Into  the  chilling  flood. 


Seized  him,  that  BslfHune  i 

or  twelve  ensuing  days  his  fri 
Till  nature  rested  from  her  wi 
—  To  him,  thus  snatched  aw«i 
A  Soldier's  hocKwra.  At  his  f 
Bright  was  the  sun,  the  eky  a 
A  golden  lustre  slept  upon  the 
And  if  by  chance  a  Strwiger, 
From  some  commanding  eaua 
Down  on  this  spot,  well  pleaM 
A  glittering  Spectacle;  but  ei 
WuB  pallid,— seldom  hath  tba 
With  tears,  that  wept  not  ther 
Who  from  their  Dwellings  cat 
111  this  sad  service,  leas  disturb 
They  started  at  the  tributary  [ 
Of  instantaneous  thunder,  whi 
Through  the  still  air  (he  closii: 
And  distant  mounlains  echoed 
Of  lamentation,  never  heard  b 

The  Pastor  ceased.  —  My  ven< 
Victoriously  upraised  his  clear 
And,  when  that  eulogy  was  en 
Eiirapt,  —  as  if  bis  inward  seni 
The  prolongation  of  some  atill 
.Sent  by  the  ancient  Soul  of  th 
The  tjpirit  of  its  mountains  am 
Its  citieis  temples,  fields,  its  an 
lie  rights  and  virtues — by  thai 
Descending,  and  supporting  hie 
With  patriotic  confidence  and  j 
And,  at  the  last  of  ttxae  meuM 
The  pining  Solilaiy  turned  mat 
Whether  through  manly  instin 
Tender  emotiooa  spreading  liai 
To  his  worn  cheek ;  ot  with  at 
For  tboee  cold  humours  «f  babi 
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r  ■eekkif  ia  ditpniie  of  Mui 

■dfcieoMi^  hdraoiiMtiiiiet  uifed 

M  a  Dol  iii0kx|Qeol  loni^oe. 

»w*rd  the  ndnad  Ediilee  hii  itopt 

lirected ;  and  we  nw  him  now 

I  a  moBiimeBlil  Stones 

)OQth  Form  wae  grafted  on  the  wall. 

Kerned  to  have  grown  into  the  fide 

9  Pile;  aa oA-tunei  tranlw  of  treea, 

tore  worka  in  wild  and  craggy  apoti^ 

icorporate  with  the  living  rock  — 

ibr  ajre.    The  Viear,  taking  note 

loymenti  with  a  coorteooa  amile 

**The  8^eet  Antiqoarian*a  eye 

voold  foil;**  then,  letting  fkll  hii  voice 

idvanced,  thai  ipake :  **  Tradition  tdla 

iza*8  golden  dayt.  a  Knight 

war-horse  sumptnoody  attired, 

lie  home  in  this  aeqoeatered  Vale. 

itoM  if  h^re  he  first  drew  hreath, 

anger  reached  this  deep  recess, 

:  and  unknown.    A  pleasmg  thooght 

a  entertain,  that,  haply  boand 

d*s  court  in  service  of  his  Qneen, 

mission  to  some  northern  Chief 

Vs  Realm,  this  Yale  he  might  have  seen 

lent  observation ;  and  thence  caught 

fiur,  which,  brightening  in  his  soul 

of  war  and  pride  of  Chivalry 

1  beneath  accumulated  years, 

to  draw  him  from  the  world  —  resolved 

lat  paradise  his  chosen  home 

lis  peaceful  Fancy  oft  had  turned. 

Iioughts  aro  these ;  but,  if  belief  may  rest 

itten  story  fondly  traced 

0  son,  in  this  obscure  Retreat 

t  arrived,  with  pomp  of  spear  and  shield, 
upon  a  Charger  covered  o*er 
d  housings.    And  the  lofiy  Steed  — 
npanion,  and  his  fiiithful  fKend, 
in  gratitude,  let  loose  to  range 
istures — was  beheld  with  eyes 
km  and  delightful  awe, 
itravelled  Dalesmen.    With  less  pride, 
m  touch  of  eoTious  discontent, 
.  Mansion  at  his  bidding  rise, 
it  star,  amid  the  lowly  band 
ie  Homesteads.    Here  the  Warrior  dwelt; 
L  Mansion,  Children  of  his  own, 
,  gathered  round  him.    As  a  Tree 
nd  disappears,  the  House  is  gone ; 
:h  improvidence  or  want  of  love 
worth  and  honourable  things, 
nd  shield  are  vanished,  which  the  Knight 

1  rustic  Hall.    One  ivied  aroh 

9  seen,  a  gateway,  last  remains 
indatkm  in  domestic  care 


Raised  by  his  handa    And  now  no  tiaee  ia  left 
Of  the  mild-hearted  Champion,  save  this  Stone, 
Faithless  memorial !  and  his  &mily  nam^ 
Borne  by  yon  clustering  cottages,  that  sprang 
From  out  the  ruins  of  his  stately  lodge : 
These,  and  the  name  and  title  at  ffaU  length,— 
etc  IClfreb  3tt(^tng,  with  appropriate  woida 
Accompanied, 'still  extant,  in  a  wreath 
Or  posy — guding  round  the  several  ihmtB 
Of  three  clear-sonndmg  and  harmonioiis  hells, 
That  in  the  steeple  hang,  his  pious  gift** 

^  So  fails,  so  languishes,  grows  dim,  and  dies,** 

The  gray-haired  Wander^  pensively  exclaimeii, 

**  All  that  this  World  is  prood  ofl    From  their  j|iberai 

The  stars  of  human  glory  are  cast  down ; 

Perish  the  roses  and  the  flowers  of  King%* 

Princes,  and  Emperorib  u>d  the  crowns  and  paLns 

Of  all  the  Migh^,  withered  and  consumed  I 

Nor  is  power  given  to  lowliest  Innocence 

Long  to  protect  her  own.    The  Man  himself 

Departs;  and  soon  is  spent  the  Line  of  those 

Who»  in  the  bodily  image,  in  the  mind* 

In  heart  or  soul,  in  station  or  pursuit, 

Did  most  resemble  him.    Degrees  and  Rank% 

Fraternities  and  Orders  —  heaping  high 

New  wealth  upon  the  burthen  of  the  old. 

And  placing  trust  in  privilege  confirmed 

And  re-confirmed — are  soolBfed  at  with  a  smile 

Of  grsedy  foretaste,  firom  the  secret  stand 

Of  Desolation,  aimed :  to  slow  decline 

These  yield,  and  these  to  sudden  overthrow ; 

Theur  virtue,  service,  happiness,  and  state. 

Expire ;  and  Nature^s  pleasant  robe  of  green. 

Humanity's  appointed  shroud,  enwraps 

Their  monuments  and  their  memory.   The  vast  Frame 

Of  social  Nature  changes  evermore 

Her  organs  and  her  members  with  decay 

Restless,  and  restless  generation,  powers 

And  functions  dying  and  produced  at  need,  — 

And  by  this  law  the  mighty  Whole  subsists : 

With  an  ascent  and  progress  in  the  main ; 

Yet,  oh !  how  disproportioncd  to  the  hopes 

And  expectations  of  self-flattering  minds ! 

— The  courteous  Knight,  whose  bones  are  here  interred. 

Lived  in  an  age  conspicuous  as  our  own 

For  strife  and  ferment  in  the  minds  of  men ; 

Whence  alteration,  in  the  forms  of  things, 

* 

*The  -  Tmnsit gloria  mtmdr*  k  finely  eiprewed  in  the  Intio> 
daction  to  the  Foandatkm  Chaiten  of  aonie  of  die  aAcient  Ab- 
beys. Some  expreenoni  hers  ued  are  taken  fiom  that  of  the 
Abbey  of  St.  Mary's  FomeH,  the  translation  of  which  »  ai  fol 
lowi;  — 

**  Conndering  ereiy  day  die  tmcertamty  of  life,  thai  the  roeea 
and  floweiB  of  Kingi^  Empevon,  and  Dnkee,  and  fiie  orowne  and 
pahiM  of  all  die  great,  wither  and  decay;  and  that  all  thin«i^ 
with  an  munterniiiied  caaim,  tend  to  diaolatioo  and  deadi*  1 
theiefiire,*' Ae. 


WORDSWORTH'S   POETICAL    WORKS.                          I 

BiDonble  age  t 

Thoae  medilatiom  of  the  scwl  that  fiwd               1 

1  B  pensive  lot  — 

jf  lh<«  bright  Cloud., 

eze  of  honour,  uiled 

or  sudden  overthrow;  and  cold  oeglect            ■ 

and  ben uti fill. 

Is  the  sure  consetiuence  of  alow  decsy.              H 

.n  bright  Otder  fide. 

—  Even,"   Eaid    the    Wanderer,   "u  tl»t  nnS 

Ily  decline, 

Knight, 

ing  the  lance  and  shield, 

Bound  by  hia  vow  to  Inbour  tor  redress 

id  bowed  (o  other  laws) 

Of  all  who  Buffer  wrong,  and  to  enact 

>ia  morn  .rf"  life. 

1,  which  oVrlhrew, 

(If  I  m«y  venture  of  myself  to  q)eak. 

etjuestered  glen. 

Trusting  that  not  beangniously  I  blend 

nirch  of  Bolemn  roof, 

Low  things  with  lofty)  1  too  shall  be  douned 

,-PilpaflcrPile; 

To  outlive  the  kindly  use  and  fair  eateem 

out  into  the  fields 

tjf  the  poor  calling  which  my  Youth  embtiwd 

Ihome!  Their  hour  WBB come; 

With  no  unworthy  procppct.     Bui  enougti; 

iwtf  hi  of  gratitude. 

—  Thoughts  crowd  upon   me  — and  'twen  mrf 

icruple,  or  wise  doubt  1 

now 

or  borrows  help, 

To  stop,  and  yield  our  gracious  Teacher  thinh 

n  bold  impeluouB  force. 

For  the  pathetic  Records  which  his  voice 

ind  revenge. 

Hath  here  delivered ;  words  of  heartfelt  iroHi. 

B  in  the  might 

Tending  to  patience  when  Alltii?tian  mAtt; 

Hopea, 

To  hope  and  love;  to  confident  repose 

ider  and  disturti 

THE    EXCURSION.                ! 

BOOK  TH 

E  EIGHTH.                         1 

THE  PARSONAGE. 

ARGUMENT. 

ma  Ihal  he  might  hava  delained  hij 

Aud.lont  t«>  hmg-lnvilalion  »  hw  Hou»  -  Hulif J  ij 

-ralUei  Ihe  Wsadsreri  and  gomew 

Itae  Knight-ernnl-  whii'h  tend*  la 

other  nde  of  Ihe  pioturs,  »d  chisfly  a>  il  has  .aMMl«| 

cienoe  uiublB  lo  nippoit  inelf— Ian 

orSDcietj.-Pic[iirB  of  ii  Child  «n 

anderor  how  offecled  by  the  ligfal  of  them. 

the  lonely  Vale 

"  If  Ye,  by  whom  invited  I  oommenccd 

nl9  subscribed  hu  own. 

TbcK  narratives  of  calm  and  humble  lift. 

ce,  which  the  Priest 

Be  satisfied,  'l  is  well,  —  the  end  is  gaiiwd  J     i 

y  plesBed,  and  ».id. 

^^0^^ 

X 
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^ealktStsnily!  Bwmentooi  tlwBiei 
-^•nd  might  demud  a  fleimpb's  toogmb 
>7  not  equal  to  their  own  topport; 
ifore  BO  iooonpetanco  of  mine 
them  wnog     The  noivenal  fbnm 
Q  natore,  in  a  Spot  like  tbti^ 
heoMelvee  at  once  to  all  Men*a  view : 
d  for  act  and  eireQnietaBee»  that  malce 
ridtial  known  and  undeiatood ; 
as  my  heet  jodnfment  eooM  edeet 
it  the  place  aArded  have  been  given ; 
ipprehennoQe  cnMeed  me  that  my  neal 
igbt  well  be  likened,  who  onloeks 
t  with  gmm  or  pictttree  etored, 
m  them  forth— iolieiting  regard 
ind  thti^  as  worthier  than  the  hit, 
Spectator,  who  awhile  was  pleased 
n  the  Ediibitor  himself  becomes 
id  fiuDt,  and  longs  to  be  released. 
t  OS  hence !  my  Dwelling  is  in  sight, 
e— - 

At  this  the  Solitary  shronk 

kward  will ;  but,  wanting  not  address 

ard  motion  to  disguise,  he  stid 

mpatriot,  smiling  as  he  spake ; 

peaceable  Remains  of  this  good  Knight 

!  disturbed,  I  fear,  with  wrathful  scorn, 

lusness  could  reach  him  where  he  lies 

',  albeit  of  these  degenerate  times, 

:  changes  past,  or  dreading  change 

had  dared  to  couple,  even  in  thought. 

Vocation  of  the  sword  and  lance 

gross  aims  and  body-bending  toil 

Brotherhood  who  walk  the  earth 

d  where  they  are  not  known,  despised. 

r  the  good  Knight^s  leave,  the  two  Estates 

d  with  some  resemblance.    Errant  those, 

1  Wanderers — and  the  like  are  these; 

h  their  burthen,  traverse  hill  and  dale, 

relief  for  Nature's  simple  wants. 

hough  no  higher  recompense  they  seek 

est  maintenance,  by  irksome  toil 

rocured,  yet  Such  may  claim  respect, 

e  Intelligent,  for  what  this  course 

bem  to  be,  and  to  perform. 

ly  steps  give  leisure  to  observe, 

itude  permits  the  mind  to  feel ; 

ind  prompts  her  to  supply  defects 

irision  of  her  inward  sel( 

bl  converse :  and  to  these  poor  Men 

3  heard  you  boast  with  honest  pride) 

bountiful,  where'er  they  go ; 

ire*8  various  wealth  is  all  their  own. 

the  characters  of  men ;  and  bound, 

daily  interest,  to  maintain 

ry  manners  and  smoodi  speech  • 
4D 


Such  have  been,  and  still  era  m  their  degitSb 
Examples  efBcacioos  to  refine 
Rode  intercourse;  apt  Agents  to  expel, 
By  importatkm  of  unlooked-for  ArU^ 
Barbarian  torpor,  and  Uind  prejudice ; 
Raising,  through  just  gradation,  savage  lifo 
To  rustic,  and  the  rustic  to  nrbane. 
— Within  teir  moving  magashies  is  lodged 
Power  that  comes  forth  to  quicken  and  exalt 
Afiections  seated  in  the  Mother's  breast, 
And  in  the  Lover's  foncy ;  and  to  feed 
The  sober  sympathies  of  long-tried  FViends. 
—  By  these  Ituieruits,  as  experienced  Men, 
Counsel  is  given ;  eootentioo  they  appease 
With  gentle  language;  in  remotest  Wilds, 
Tears  wipe  away,  and  pleasant  tidings  bring; 
Could  the  proud  quest  of  Chivaliy  do  morel 


IM 


"  Happy,"  rejoined  the  Wanderer,  **  they  who  gain 
A  panegyric  fitm  your  generous  tongue ! 
But,  if  to  these  Wajr&rers  once  pertsined 
Aught  of  romantic  interest,  't  is  gone ; 
j  Their  purer  service,  in  this  realm  at  least. 
Is  past  for  ever.  —  An  inventive  Age 
Has  wrought,  if  not  with  speed  of  magic,  yet 
!  To  most  strange  issuea    I  have  lived  to  mark 
A  new  and  unforeseen  Creation  rise 
From  out  the  labours  of  a  peaceful  Land, 
Wielding  her  potent  Enginery  to  frame 
And  to  produce,  with  appetite  as  keen 
I  As  that  of  War,  which  rests  not  night  or  day, 
Industrious  to  destroy !    With  fruitless  pains 
Might  one  like  me  now  visit  many  a  tract 
Which,  in  his  youth,  he  trod,  and  trod  again, 
A  Ume  Pedestrian^with  a  scanty  fl^ight, 
!  Wished  for,  or  welcome,  wberesoe'er  he  came. 
Among  the  Tensntry  of  Thorpe  and  Vill ; 
Or  straggling  Burgh,  of  ancient  charter  proud. 
And  dignified  by  battlements  and  towers 
Of  some  stem  Castle,  mouldering  on  the  brow 
Of  a  green  hill  or  bank  of  rugged  stream. 
The  foot-path  faintly  marked,  the  horse-track  wild. 
And  formidable  length  of  plashy  lane, 
(Prized  svenues  ere  others  had  been  shaped 
Or  easier  links  connecting  place  with  place) 
Have  vaoished,  — swallowed  op  by  stately  roads 
,  Easy  and  bold,  that  penetrate  the  gloom 
j  Of  Britain's  fiirthest  Glens.    The  Earth  has  lent 
Her  waters,  Air  her  breezes  ;*  and  the  Sail 

*  In  treftiiof  ibit  tulgect.  it  wit  imponble  not  to  recollect, 
with  grsiimde,  the  plesMiig  pictorVt  which,  in  hit  Pdem  of  the 
Fleece,  the  eicellent  and  amiable  Dyer  hae  given  of  the  influ- 
encee  of  roeniifactunng  industry  upon  the  fmce  of  this  lei«o(t 
He  wruu*  at  •  time  when  machinery  wai  first  beginniog  lo  lie 
intrtiduc«d.  and  his  benevolent  heart  proropied  him  to  ausur 
fkim  it  nothlnf  but  goocL  Truth  has  compelled  me  to  dwell 
opoo  ibe  banefbl  sfltesi  sriiinf  out  of  an  ill-rsgvlated  sod 
ive  appli  wlisa  ti  powsw  as  ■diiisMs  in  theaissh 
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Of  traffic  glidei  with  ceaseless  interchan^, 

Glistening  along  the  low  and  woody  dale, 

Or  on  the  naked  OKMintain's  lofly  side. 

Meanwhile,  at  social  Industry's  command. 

How  quick,  how  ?ast  an  increase  I    From  the  germ 

Of  some  poor  Hamlet,  rapidly  produced 

Here  a  huge  Town,  continuous  and  compact. 

Hiding  the  lace  of  earth  for  leagues  —  and  there, 

Where  not  a  Habitation  stood  before. 

Abodes  of  men  irregularly  massed 

Like  trees  in  forests,  spread  through  spacious  tracts, 

O'er  which  the  smoke  of  unremitting  fires 

Hangs  permanent  and  plentiful  as  wreaths 

Of  vapour  glittering  in  the  morning  sun. 

And,  wheresoe'er  the  Traveller  turns  his  steps, 

He  sees  the  barren  wilderness  erased. 

Or  disappearing ;  triumph  that  proclaims 

How  much  the  mild  Directress  of  the  plough 

Owes  to  alliance  with  these  new-born  Arts ! 

—  Hence  is  the  wide  Sea  peopled,  hence  the  Shores 

Of  Britain  are  resorted  to  by  Ships 

Freighted  from  every  climate  of  the  world 

With  the  world's  choicest  produce.    Hence  that  sum 

Of  Keels  that  rest  within  her  crowded  ports 

Or  ride  at  anchor  in  her  sounds  and  bays ; 

I'hat  animating  spectacle  of  Sails 

Which,  through  her  inland  regions,  to  and  fro 

Pass  with  the  respirations  of  the  tide, 

Perpetual,  multitudinous!     Finally, 

Hence  a  dread  arm  of  floating  Power,  a  voice 

Of  Thunder  daunting  those  who  would  approach 

With  hostile  purposes  the  blessed  Isle, 

Truth's  consecrated  residence,  the  seat 

Impregnable  of  Liberty  and  Peace. 


*i 


And  yet,  O  happy  Pastor  of  a  Flock 
Faithfully  watched,  and,  by  that  loving  care 
And  Heaven's  good  providence,  preserved  from  taint! 
With  You  I  grieve,  when  on  the  darker  side 
Of  this  great  change  I  look ;  and  there  behold 
^uch  outrage  done  to  Nature  as  compels 
The  indignant  Power  to  justify  herself; 
Yes,  to  avenge  her  violated  rights. 
For  England's  bane.  —  When  soothing  darkness  spreads 
t)'er  hill  and  vale,"  the  Wanderer  thus  expressed 
His  recollections,  '*and  the  punctual  stars. 
While  all  things  else  are  gathering  to  their  homes, 
Advance,  and  in  the  firmament  of  heaven 
Olitter  —  but  undisturbing,  undisturbed ; 
As  if  tlieir  silent  company  were  charged 
With  peaceful  admonitions  for  the  heart 
Of  all-beholding  Man,  earth's  thoughtful  Lord  ; 
Then,  in  lull  many  a  region,  once  like  this 
The  assured  domain  of  calm  simplicity 
And  pensive  quiet,  an  unnatural  light 
Prepared  for  never-resting  Labour's  eyes. 
Breaks  from  a  many-windowed  Fabric  huge ; 
And  at  the  appointed  hour  a  bell  is  heard, 


Of  harsher  import  than  the  Carfew-knall 
That  spake  the  Nonnan  Cknqoerac's  rteni  behot- 
A  local  summons  to  onceaaing  toil ! 
Disgorged  are  now  the  ministers  of  day ; 
And,  as  they  issue  finom  the  illomined  Pile, 
A  fresh  Band  meets  them,  at  the  crowded  door^ 
And  in  the  courts — and  where  the  rumUing  Stni 
That  turns  the  multitude  of  dixzy  wheels. 
Glares,  like  a  troubled  Spirit,  in  its  bed 
Among  the  rocks  below.    Men,  llaidena,  Yootki^ 
Mother,  and  little  Children,  Boys  and  Girls, 
Enter,  and  each  the  wonted  task  resumes 
Within  this  Temple,  where  ie  ofisred  np 
To  Gain  — the  master  Idol  of  the  Realm- 
Perpetual  sacrifice.    Even  then  of  old 
Our  Ancestors,  within  the  still  domain 
Of  vast  Cathedral  or  Conventual  Church, 
Their  vigils  kept ;  where  tapers  day  and  niglit 
On  the  dim  altar  burned  continually. 
In  token  that  the  House  was  evermore 
Watching  to  God.    Religioos  Men  were  they; 
Nor  would  their  Reason,  tutored  to  aspire 
Above  this  transitory  world,  allow 
That  there  should  pass  a  moment  of  the  year. 
When  in  their  land  the  Almighty  Service  ccudL 

*'  Triumph  who  will  in  these  pro&ner  rites 
Which  We,  a  generation  self^tolled. 
As  zealously  perform !  I  cannot  share 
His  proud  complacency ;  yet  I  exult. 
Casting  reserve  away,  exult  to  see 
An  Intellectual  mastery  exercised 
O'er  the  blind  Elements ;  s  purpose  given, 
A  perseverance  fed  ;  almost  a  soul 
I  Imparted  —  to  brute  Matter.    I  rejoice. 
Measuring  the  force  of  those  gigantic  powen^ 
That  by  the  thinking  Mind  have  been  compelled 
To  serve  the  will  of  feeble-bodied  Man. 
For  with  the  sense  of  admiration  blends 
The  animating  hope  that  time  may  come 
When,  strengthened,  yet  not  daxzled,  by  the  mifbt 
Of  this  dominion  over  Nature  gained. 
Men  of  all  lands  shall  exercise  the  same 
In  due  proportion  to  their  Country's  need ; 
Learning,  though  late,  that  all  true  glory  resti^ 
All  praise,  all  safety,  and  all  happiness, 
Upon  the  moral  law.    Egyptian  Thebes, 
Tyre  by  the  margin  of  the  sounding  waves, 
Palmyra,  central  in  the  Desert,  fell ; 
And  the  Arts  died  by  which  they  had  been 
—  Call  Archimedes  from  his  buried  Tomb 
Upon  the  plain  of  vanished  Syracuse, 
And  feelingly  the  Sage  shall  make  report 
How  insecure,  how  baseless  in  itself. 
Is  the  Philosophy,  whose  sway  depends 
On  mere  material  instruments;  —  how  weak 
Those  Arts,  and  high  Inventions,  if  unpinpped 
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ae.— He  frith  iigl»  of  pemiTe 
B  calm  thttractioiM,  woald  tdmit 
t  the  slender  pri?  ilege  m  theirs 

themselree  from  hhmk  fbrgetfalness  !** 

• 

kom  the  Wanderer's  lips  these  words  had  fiLllen* 

*  Andf  did  in  troth  these  Tannted  Arts 

each  privilegev  how  oooM  we  escape 

and  puttfhl  sadness,  who  revere, 

Nild  preserve  as  things  above  aU  price, 

1  domestic  morals  of  the  land, 

iple  manners,  and  the  stable  worth 

gnified  and  cheered  a  low  estate  1 

bere  is  now  the  character  of  peace, 

f,  and  order,  and  chaste  love, 

oesi  dealing,  and  ontuil^ted  speech, 

re  good-will,  and  hospitable  cheer; 

ade  the  very  thought  of  Coontry-life 

^t  of  refuge,  for  a  Mind  detained 

intly  amid  the  bustling  crowd  1 

now  the  beauty  of  the  Sabbath,  kept 

onscientioos  reverence,  as  a  day 

Almighty  Lawgiver  pronounced 

kl  blest  t  and  where  the  winning  grace 

the  lighter  oniaments  attached 

i  and  season,  as  the  year  rolled  round  1** 

'*  was  the  Wanderer*s  passionate  response, 
utterly !  or  only  to  be  traced 
w  fortunate  Retreats  like  this; 
I  behold  with  trembling,  when  I  think 
amentable  change,  a  year — a  month  — 
ing ;  that  Brook  converting  as  it  runs 
Instrument  of  deadly  bane 
ise,  who,  yet  untempted  to  forsake 
nple  occupations  of  their  Sires, 
the  pure  water  of  its  innocent  stream 
ip  almost  as  pure.  —  Domestic  bliss, 
1  it  comfort,  by  a  humbler  name,) 
rt  thou  blighted  for  the  poor  Man*s  heart ! 
such  neighbourhood,  from  morn  to  eve, 
abitations  empty !  or  perchance 
other  left  alone,  —  no  helping  hand 
k  the  cradle  of  her  peevish  babe ; 
ighters  round  her,  busy  at  the  wheel, 
lispatch  of  each  day^s  little  growth 
isehold  occupation ;  no  nice  arts 
^die-work ;  no  bustle  at  the  fire, 
i  once  the  dinner  was  prepared  with  pride ; 
ig  to  speed  the  day,  or  cheer  the  mind ; 
<g  to  praise,  to  teach,  or  to  command ! 
I  Father,  if  perchance  he  still  retain 
1  employments,  goes  to  field  or  wood, 
ger  led  or  followed  by  the  Sons; 
perchance  they  were, — but  in  kit  sight; 
ing  fresh  air,  and  treading  the  green  earth ; 
tieir  ^rt  holiday  of  childhood  ceased, 


NeV  to  return !    That  biithright  now  is  lost 

Economists  will  tellyoa  that  the  State 

Thrives  by  the  forfeiture — unfheling  thought, 

And  &lse  as  monstroos!    Can  the  Mother  thrive 

By  the  destruction  of  her  innocent  Sons! 

In  whom  a  premature  Necessity 

Blocks  out  the  forms  of  Nature,  preconsumes 

The  reason,  famishes  the  heart  riiuts  up 

The  Infimt  Being  in  itself,  and  makes 

Its  very  sprinff  a  season  of  decay! 

The  lot  is  wretched,  the  condition  sad. 

Whether  a  pining  discontent  survive. 

And  thurst  for  change ;  or  habit  hath  subdued 

The  soul  dejNrest,  dejected  —  even  to  love 

Of  her  dull  tasks,  and  close  captivity. 

—  Oh,  banish  fiur  such  wisdom  as  condemns 
A  native  Briton  to  these  inward  chams, 
F^xed  m  his  soul,  so  early  and  so  deep, 
Without  his  own  consent,  or  knowledge,  fixed ! 
He  is  a  Slave  to  whom  release  comes  not. 

And  cannot  come.    The  Boy,  where'er  he  turns. 

Is  still  a  prisoner;  when  the  wind  is  up 

Among  the  clouds  and  in  the  ancient  woods ; 

Or  when  the  sun  is  shining  in  the  east. 

Quiet  and  calm.    Behold  him  —  in  the  school 

Of  his  attainments!  no;  but  with  the  air 

Fanning  his  temples  under  heaven's  blue  arch. 

His  raiment,  whitened  o'er  with  cotton  flakes, 

Or  locks  of  wool,  announces  whence  be  comes. 

Creeping  his  gait  and  cowering  —  his  lip  pale  — 

His  respiration  quick  and  audible; 

And  scarcely  could  you  fancy  that  a  gleam 

From  out  those  languid  eyes  could  break,  or  Mush 

Mantle  upon  his  cheek.    Is  this  the  form. 

Is  that  the  countenance,  and  such  the  port. 

Of  no  mean  being?    One  who  should  be  clothed 

With  dignity  befitting  his  proud  hope; 

Who,  in  his  very  childhood,  should  appear 

Sublime  —  from  present  purity  and  joy ! 

The  limbs  rocrease,  but  liberty  of  mind 

Is  gone  for  ever ;  this  organic  Frame, 

So  joyful  in  her  motions,  is  become 

Dull,  to  the  joy  of  her  own  motions  dead ; 

And  even  the  Touch,  so  exquisitely  poured 

Through  the  whole  body,  with  a  languid  Will 

Performs  her  functions ;  rarely  competent 

To  impress  a  vivid  feeling  on  the  mind 

Of  what  there  is  delightful  in  the  breexe^ 

The  gentle  visitations  of  the  sun. 

Or  lapse  of  liquid  element  —  by  hand. 

Or  foot,  or  lip,  in  summer's  warmth  — perceived. 

—  Can  hope  look  forward  to  a  manhood  raised 
On  such  fbundatuos?" 

**  Hope  is  none  for  him  f* 
The  pale  Recluse  indignantly  exclaimed, 
"  And  tens  of  thousands  suffer  wrong  as  deep. 
Yet  be  it  asked,  in  justice  to  our  age. 
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II  n  not,  bcfbre  Uuwa  Art*  i^ipeartal, 

Thear  urei  raw%  cooiuiitigluiK  ulil  lod  joniic, 

And  ui  »>  with  tex.  Tor  tnulml  tainli 

Tti<  n  «rerp  Mit,  in  our  la^blnclI  bUd 

who  fhrai  JnfEDCjr  bad  brnilied 
nir  animpnannrd,  ind  hail  lirmi  at  lar(«: 
V«i  wilhi     ba-HMlli  llip  *iiii,  in  huuiab  ihBpCi 
Ai  abfoct,  -  '  dctrnilad  1     Al  Uiia  ilajr, 
Wtu  atnU  munwrata  tht  er*tj  huU 
And  toturinjc  hovvli,  wh«H:«  du  iiatii*  furth 
A  nggtA  CMbpring,  witli  Ilic  ir  own  bUncbed  Inir 
Crawnad  like  tbn  imtgt  of  foounic  fru ; 
Or  WW        we  niKht  m;,  m  thai  irliih)  frowlli 
An  ill-*:.^     ad  lurtu,  &t  defonn 
Or  ftwowig^  wraaClMd  aTauad  Ifaeir  auiwlunil  hrowa, 
By  mngt  >  n, 

Naknl,  an «.■  *.<..,  lh«  rmit 

On  which  Uii>)  — .^,  -^  if  ihentbjt  tlxrj  dnw 

SooM  Donridinient,  aa  Ttcm  do  b;  llicir  rooU. 

fnm  BafUi  ibo  conimon  MutbM  at  u>  all. 

Rgun  and  mion,  complexign  and  atiin. 

An  taaipi''^  ■<■  atrikc  dunnar.  but  outaUirtcbvd  hand 

And  whinui|[  voies  denote  tlien  Supplicaau 

For  the  leaat  bom  that  irity  c*n  b«ta«. 

Biich  on  Ihn  bnaM  of  darhioina  hnthn  an  (bund : 

And  with  thoir  Parenla  dwell  upon  llie  iliirta 

Of  fime~clad  oommona ;  atich  arn  born  and  rearod 

At  the  mine'a  mouth,  bcnmUi  impcndjni;  rocfca, 

Or  in  Ills  cbambor*  of  aonts  natural  oava : 

And  where  their  Ancoator*  erected  hut% 

Tut  Die  conTFnicncn  of  unlaHTuI  train. 

In  Ibresl  purijeua;  and  tlie  like  am  hml, 

All  England  through,  where  nooka  and  stipa  at  ground, 

Purloined,  in  Uinea  lew  jealous  than  out  own. 

From  The  ipnea  martrin  of  the  public  way, 

A  residence  afford  them,  'mid  the  bloom 

And  eaiety  of  culliTalod  liplda. 

—  Such  (ne  will  hope  the  loweat  in  the  aoate) 
Do  I  reoinmber  oft-times  in  have  seen 

'Mid  Buxton's  dreary  heiehta.     Upon  tlie  watnh, 
Till  the  Bwifl  vehicle  approach,  they  alnnd ; 
Then,  (hllowinE  cloeely  with  the  eluud  of  du«t. 
An  ancouth  feat  exhibit,  nr>d  are  pone 
Heels  over  head,  like  Tumblers  on  ■  SUge. 

—  ITp  from  [he  QTound  ihey  snatch  the  copper  coin. 
And,  on  the  fteiRht  of  merry  Paaeeneen 

Fixinif  a  eteaity  eye,  maintain  tJii-ir  epeed ; 
And  ipin  —  and  pant  —  anil  overhead  again. 
Wild  Pursuivants!  until  their  breath  in  lost. 
Or  bounty  tires  —  and  every  fiioe,  that  smiled 
Encotiratfement,  hath  ceaeed  ti>  look  that  way. 

—  But,  like  the  VaTranIa  of  the  Gipsy  tribe, 
rheae,  bred  to  little  pleasure  in  thenmelvee. 

Are  profitlew  to  others.     Turn  wo  Ihrn 
To  Britoni  bom  and  bred  within  the  pule 
or  civil  polity,  and  early  Iraitied 
To  Mm.  by  wholeaome  laliout  in  the  field. 
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irked  the  line,  and  strewn  the  mir&ce  o*er 

are  cerulean  {n^vel,  from  the  heights 

I  bj  the  neigrhboaring  brook. — Across  the  Vale 

itely  Fence  accompanied  our  steps ; 

ofl  the  Pathway,  by  perennial  g-roen 

d  and  graced,  seemed  fashioned  to  unite, 

I  beautiful  yet  solemn  chain, 

u€or*8  Mansion  with  the  House  of  Prayer. 

mage  of  solemnity,  conjoined 

eminine  allurement  soft  and  fair, 

ansion*s  self  displayed; — a  reverend  Pile 

xAd  projections  and  recesses  deep; 

7y,  yet  gay  and  lightsome  as  it  stood 

ig  the  noontide  Sun.    We  paused  to  admire 

llared  Poroh,  elaborately  embossed ; 

w  wide  windows  with  their  mullions  M ; 

mice  richly  fretted,  of  gray  stone ; 

it  smooth  slope  from  which  the  Dwelling  rose, 

s  and  banks  Arcadian  of  gay  flowers 

iwering  shrubs,  protected  and  adorned ; 

cm  bright !  and  every  flower  assuming 

i  than  natural  vividness  of  hue, 

mafiected  contrast  with  the  gloom 

T  cypress,  and  the  darker  foil 

',  in  which  survived  some  traces,  here 

becoming,  of  grotesque  device 

couth  fiincy.    From  behind  the  roof 

le  slim  ash  and  massy  sycamore, 

ig  their  diverse  foliage  with  the  green 

flourishing  and  thick,  that  clasped 
ge  round  chimneys,  harbour  of  delight 
ra  and  redbreast,  —  where  they  sit  and  sing 
lender  ditties  when  the  trees  are  bare, 
ist  I  leave  untouched  (the  picture  else 
ncomplete)  a  relique  of  old  times 
r  spared,  a  little  Crothic  niche 
!st  workmanship;  that  once  had  held 
nlptored  Image  of  some  Patron  Saint, 
he  Blessed  Virgin,  looking  down 
who  entered  those  religious  doors. 

where  from  the  rocky  garden  Mount 
sd  by  its  antique  summer-house  —  descends, 
IS  the  silver  fawn,  a  radiant  Girl ; 
»  hath  recognised  her  honoured  Friend, 
^anderer  ever  welcome !    A  prompt  kiss 
idsoroe  Child  bestows  at  his  request ; 
p  the  flowery  lawn  as  we  advance, 
on  the  Old  Man  with  a  happy  look, 
ith  a  pretty  restlees  hand  of  love, 
enter  —  by  the  Lady  of  the  Place 
ly  greeted.     Graceful  was  her  port : 
stature  undepressed  by  Time, 

visitation  had  not  wholly  spared 
er  lineaments  of  form  and  face ; 

complezioo  braoght  which  prudence  tmiti  m 
■dom  kyret.  —  But  when  a  stately  Ship 


Sails  m  smooth  weather  by  the  placid  coast 
On  homeward  voyage,  what  —  if  wind  and  wave 
And  hardship  undergone  in  various  climes, 
Have  caused  her  to  abate  the  virgin  pride. 
And  that  full  trim  of  inexperienced  hope 
With  which  she  left  her  haven  —  not  for  this, 
Should  the  sun  strike  her,  and  the  impartial  breeze 
Play  on  her  streamers,  fails  she  to  assume 
Brightness  and  touching  beauty  of  her  own, 
That  charm  all  eyes.    So  bright,  so  fair,  appeared 
This  goodly  Matron,  shining  in  the  beams 
Of  unexpected  pleasure.    Soon  the  board 
Was  spread,  and  we  partook  a  plain  repast 

Here,  resting  in  cool  shelter,  we  beguiled 
The  mid-day  hours  with  desultory  talk ; 
From  trivial  themes  to  general  argument 
Passing,  as  accident  or  fiincy  led, 
Or  courtesy  prescribed.    While  question  rose 
And  answer  flowed,  the  fetters  of  reserve 
Dropping  from  every  mind,  the  Solitary 
Resumed  the  manners  of  his  happier  days ; 
And,  in  the  various  conversation,  bore 
A  willing,  nay,  at  times,  a  forward  part ; 
Yet  with  the  grace  of  one  who  in  the  world 
Had  learned  the  art  of  pleasing,  and  had  now 
Occasion  given  him  to  display  his  skill. 
Upon  the  steadfast  ^vantage  ground  of  truth. 
He  gazed  with  admiration  unsupprcssed 
Upon  the  landscape  of  the  sun-bright  vale, 
Seen,  from  the  shady  room  in  which  we  sate. 
In  softened  perspective ;  and  more  than  once 
Praised  the  consummate  harmony  serene 
Of  gravity  and  elegance  — diffused 
Around  the  Mansion  and  its  whole  domain ; 
Not,  doubtless,  without  help  of  female  taste 
And  female  care.  —  **  A  blessed  lot  is  yours  !** 
The  words  escaped  his  lip  witli  a  tender  sigh 
Breathed  over  them ;  but  suddenly  the  door 
Flew  open,  and  a  pair  of  lusty  Boys 
Appeared  —  confusion  checking  thehr  delight 
— Not  Brothers  they  in  feature  or  attire. 
But  fond  Companions,  so  I  guessed,  in  field. 
And  by  the  river*s  margin  —  whence  they  come, 
Anglers  elated  with  unusual  spoil. 
One  bears  a  willow-pannier  on  his  back. 
The  Boy  of  plainer  garb,  whose  blush  survives 
More  deeply  tinged.    Twin  might  the  other  be 
To  that  fair  Girl  who  from  the  garden  MoonC 
Bounded — triumphant  entry  this  fbr  hhn ! 
Between  his  hands  he  holds  a  smooth  Uoe  stnoe^ 
On  whose  capacious  surface  see  oatsprsad 
I^arge  store  of  gleaming  crimson-spotted  trouts; 
Ranged  side  by  side,  and  lessening  by 
Up  to  the  Dwarf  that  tops  the 
Upon  the  Board  he  lays  the  sky-hhw 
With  Its  rich  fireight ;  —  their  Mal«  kt  m 
Tells  from  what  pool  the  noblagtMV^I 
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And  where  the  Tery  monarch  of  the  brook, 
Afler  long  struggle,  had  escaped  at  last — 
Stealing  alternately  at  them  and  us 
(As  doth  his  Comrade  too)  a  look  of  pride ; 
And,  verily,  the  silent  Creatures  made 
A  splendid  sight,  together  thus  exposed ; 
Dead — but  not  sullied  or  deformed  by  Death, 
That  seemed  to  pity  what  he  could  not  spare. 

But  O,  the  animation  in  the  mien 

Of  those  two  Boys !  Yea  in  the  very  words 

With  which  the^ouog  Narrator  was  inspired. 

When,  as  our  questions  led,  he  told  at  large 

Of  that  day's  prowess !    Him  might  I  compare. 

His  look,  tones,  gestures,  eager  eloquence. 

To  a  bold  Brook  that  splits  for  better  speed. 

And,  at  the  self-same  moment,  works  its  way 

Through  many  channels,  ever  and  anon 

Parted  and  reunited :  his  Compeer 

To  the  still  Lake,  whose  stillness  is  to  sight 


As  beaatifol,  as  gratefbl  to  the  mind. 

—  But  to  what  object  ahall  the  lovely  Girl 

Be  likened  1    She  whose  countenance  and  air 

Unite  the  graceful  qualities  of  both* 

Even  as  she  shares  the  pride  and  joy  of  bolh. 

My  gray-haired  Friend  was  DM>ved ;  bis  vivid  eye 
Glistened  with  tenderness ;  hie  Mind,  I  knew, 
Was  full ;  and  had,  I  doubted  not,  returned. 
Upon  this  impulse,  to  the  theme  erewhile 
Abruptly  broken  oC    The  ruddy  Boys 
Withdrew,  on  summons  to  their  well-earned  nml; 
And  He  —  (to  whom  all  tongues  resigned  their  ligl 
With  willingness,  to  whom  the  general  ear 
Listened  with  readier  patience  than  to  itiain 
Of  music,  lute  or  harp,  —  a  long  delight 
That  ceased  not  when  his  voice  had  ceased)  u  Ofel 
Who  from  truth*s  central  point  serenely  views 
The  compass  of  his  argament — began 
Mildly,  and  with  a  clear  and  steady  tone. 
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BOOK  THE  NINTH. 

DISCOURSE    OF    THE    WANDERER,  AND    AN   EVENING 

VISIT    TO    THE    LAKE. 


ARGUMENT. 

Wanderer  anerts  that  an  actire  principle  perradee  the  Univen» III  noWert  Mat  the  haman  aool  —  How  hnif 

this  principle  is  in  Childhood ->  Hence  the  delight  in  Old  Age  of  looking  back  upon  Childhood— The  digni^. 
powers,  and  privileges  of  Age  asserted— TheM  not  to  be  looked  for  generally  but  under  a  just  government  — R^ 
of  a  human  Creature  to  be  exempt  from  being  considered  as  a  mere  Instrument-  Vicious  inclinations  are  best  kept 
under  by  giving  good  ones  an  opportunity  to  show  themselves— The  condition  of  multitudes  deplored,  fiom  wiot 
of  due  respect  to  this  truth  on  the  part  of  their  ioperiors  in  society.  —  Fonner  oonversation  recurred  ta  and  tfas 
Wanderer's  opinions  set  in  a  clearer  light —Genuine  principles  of  eqnahty— Truth  placed  within  reach  of  tfat 
humblest-  Happy  state  of  the  two  Boys  again  adverted  to— Earnest  wish  expreased  for  a  System  of  National  Edu- 
cation established  universally  by  Government— Glorious  effects  of  this  foretold  —  Wanderer  breaks  off*— Walk  lo 
the  Lake  —  embark  —  Description  of  scenery  and  amusements  —  Grand  spectacle  from  the  side  of  a  hill  —  Addrai 
of  Priest  to  the  Supreme  Being  —  In  the  course  of  which  he  contrasts  with  ancient  Barbarism  the  present  t^ppmh 
once  of  the  scene  before  him  —  The  change  ascribed  to  Christianity  —  Apostrophe  to  his  Flock,  living  and  dead— 
Gratitude  to  the  Almighty  —  Return  over  the  Lake  —  Pitting  with  the  Solitary —Under  what  cireuoMtBDoeB. 


n 


**  To  every  Form  of  being  is  assigned,^ 
Thus  calmly  spake  the  venerable  Sage, 
"An  active  principle :  —  howe'er  removed 
From  sense  and  observation,  it  subsists 


In  all  things,  m  all  natures,  in  the  stars 
Of  azure  heaven,  the  unenduring  ckiiids, 
In  flower  and  tree,  in  every  pehbly  atone 
That  paves  the  brooks,  the  statiooary  loeki^ 
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tag  watera,  and  the  iDviaible  air. 
r  eziata  hath  properties  that  spread 
taelf,  commimicating  good, 

Uessing,  or  with  evil  mixed ; 
it  knowa  no  insulated  spot, 
D,  no  solitude ;  from  link  to  link 
ites,  the  Soul  of  all  the  Worlds, 
iie  freedom  of  the  Universe ; 

still  the  more,  more  visible, 
e  we  know ;  and  yet  is  reverenced  least, 
t  respected,  in  the  human  Mind, 
apparent  home.    The  food  of  hope 
ated  action ;  robbed  of  this 
support,  she  languishes  and  diea 
ih  also ;  for  we  live  by  hope 
lesire ;  we  see  by  the  glad  light, 
the  the  sweet  air  of  futurity, 
re  live,  or  else  we  have  no  life. 
iw  —  nay  perchance  this  very  hour,  — 
ry  moment  hath  its  o^n  to-morrow!) 
XMning  Boys,  whose  hearts  are  almost  sick 
•sent  triumph,  will  be  sure  to  find 
efore  them  fVeshened  with  the  dew 
ezpectBtioos ;  —  in  which  course 
ppy  year  spins  round.    The  youth  obeys 
ad  impulse ;  and  so  moves  the  Man 
lis  apprehensions,  cares,  and  fears,  — 
ought  to  move.    Ah !  why  in  age 
tvert  so  fondly  to  the  walks 
hood  —  but  that  there  the  Soul  discerns 

memorial  footsteps  unimpaired 
srn  native  vigour  —  thence  can  hear 
ations  ;  and  a  choral  song, 
^Hng  with  the  incense  that  ascenda 
id,  tow*rd  the  imperishable  heavens, 
'  own  lonely  altar?  —  Do  not  think 
k)  and  Wiae  ever  will  be  allowed, 
itrength  decay,  to  breathe  in  such  estate 
divide  them  wholly  from  the  stir 
111  nature.     Rightly  is  it  said 
n  descends  into  the  Vale  of  years ; 

I  thought  that  we  might  also  speak, 
presumptuously,  I  trust,  of  Age, 
inal  EiffiiBiiCB,  though  bare 

and  forbidding,  yet  a  Point 
1  *t  is  not  impossible  to  sit 
sovereignty  —  a  place  of  power  — 
s,  that  may  be  likened  unto  his, 
tome  placid  day  of  summer,  looks 
ro  a  mountain-top,  —  say  one  of  those 
iks,  that  bound  the  vale  where  now  we  are. 
i  diminished  to  the  gazing  eye, 
d  field,  and  hill  and  dale  appear, 
the  shapes  upon  their  surface  spread : 
e  the  gross  and  visible  frame  of  things 
lies  its  bold  upon  the  sense, 
lA  oo  the  Mind  herself  and  seems 


All  unsubstantialized,  —  how  loud  the  voice 

Of  waters,  with  invigorated  peal 

From  the  full  River  in  the  vale  below, 

Ascending !  —  For  on  that  superior  height 

Who  sits^  is  disencumbered  fiom  the  press 

Of  near  obstructions,  and  ia  privileged 

To  breathe  in  solitude  above  the  host 

Of  ever-humming  insects,  'mid  thin  air 

That  suits  not  them.    The  murmur  of  the  leaves 

Many  and  idle,  visits  not  his  ear ; 

This  he  is  freed  fimn,  and  fh>m  thousand  notes 

Not  less  unceasing,  not  less  vain  than  these,  — 

By  which  the  finer  passages  of  sense 

Are  occupied ;  and  the  Soul,  that  would  incline 

To  listen,  is  prevented  or  deterred. 

**  And  may  it  not  be  hoped,  that,  pieced  by  Age 

In  like  removal  tranquil  though  severe, 

We  are  not  BO  removed  for  utter  loss ; 

But  for  some  favour,  suited  to  our  need  1 

What  more  than  that  the  severing  should  confer 

Fresh  power  to  commune  with  the  invisible  world* 

And  hear  the  mighty  stream  of  tendency 

Uttering,  for  elevation  of  our  thought, 

A  clear  sonorous  voice,  inaudible 

To  the  vast  multitude ;  whose  doom  it  is 

To  run  the  giddy  round  of  vain  delight. 

Or  fret  and  labour  on  the  Plain  below. 

"  But,  if  to  such  sublime  ascent  the  hopes 

Of  Man  may  rise,  as  to  a  welcome  close 

And  termination  of  his  mortal  course, 

Them  only  can  such  hope  inspire  whose  minds 

Have  not  been  starved  by  absolute  neglect ; 

Nor  bodies  crushed  by  unremitting  toil ; 

To  whom  kind  Nature,  therefore,  may  aflbrd 

Proof  of  the  sacred  love  she  bears  for  all ; 

Whose  birthright  Reason,  therefore,  may  ensure. 

For  me,  consulting  what  I  feel  within 

In  timea  when  most  existence  with  herself 

Is  satisfied,  I  cannot  but  believe. 

That,  far  as  kindly  Nature  hath  free  scope 

And  Reason's  sway  predominates,  even  so  far. 

Country,  society,  and  time  itself. 

That  saps  the  Individuars  bodily  frame, 

And  lays  the  generations  low  in  dust, 

Do,  by  the  Almighty  Ruler's  grace,  partake 

Of  one  maternal  spirit,  bringing  forth 

And  cherishing  with  ever^onstant  bve, 

That  tires  not,  nor  betrays.    Our  Life  is  turned 

Out  of  her  course,  wherever  Man  is  made 

An  ofiering,  or  a  sacrifice,  a  tool 

Or  implement,  a  passive  Thing  employed 

As  a  brute  mean,  without  acknowledgment 

Of  common  right  or  interest  in  the  end ; 

Used  or  abused,  as  selfishness  may  pranpt 

Say,  what  can  follow  for  a  rational  Soul 

Perverted  thus,  but  weakneM  m  all  good 
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And  strength  in  evil  ?    Hence  an  after-call 

For  chastisementi  and  custody,  and  bonds. 

And  ofVtimes  Death,  avenger  of  the  past, 

And  the  sole  guardian  in  whose  hands  we  dare 

Entrust  the  future.  —  Not  for  these  sad  issues 

Was  Man  created ;  but  to  obey  the  law 

Of  life,  and  hope,  and  action.    And  *t  is  known 

That  when  we  stand  upon  our  native  soil, 

Unelbowed  by  such  objects  as  oppress 

Our  active  powers,  those  powers  themselves  become 

Strong  to  subvert  our  noxious  qualities : 

They  sweep  distemper  from  the  busy  day. 

And  make  the  Chalice  of  the  big  round  Year 

Run  o*er  with  gladness ;  whence  the  Being  moves 

In  beauty  through  the  world ;  and  all  who  see 

Bless  him,  rejoicing  in  his  neighbourhood.** 

"  Then,**  said  the  Solitary,  "  by  what  force 

Of  language  shall  a  feeling  Heart  express 

Her  sorrow  for  that  multitude  in  whom 

We  look  for  health  from  seeds  that  have  been  sown 

In  sickness,  and  for  increase  in  a  power 

That  works  but  by  extinction  1    On  themselves 

They  cannot  lean,  nor  turn  to  their  own  hearts 

To  know  what  they  must  do ;  their  wisdom  is 

To  look  into  the  eyes  of  others,  thence 

To  be  instructed  what  they  must  avoid : 

Or  rather,  let  us  say,  how  leaet  observed, 

How  with  most  quiet  and  most  silent  death. 

With  the  least  taint  and  injury  to  the  air 

The  Oppressor  breathes,  their  human  Form  divine. 

And  their  immortal  Soul,  may  waste  ai^'ay." 
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The  Sage  rejoined,  "  I  thank  you  —  you  have  spared 

My  voice  the  utterance  of  a  keen  regret, 

A  wide  compassion  which  with  you  I  share. 

When,  heretofore,  I  placed  before  your  sight 

A  Little-one,  subjected  to  the  Arts 

Of  modern  ingenuity,  and  made 

The  senseless  member  of  a  vast  machine. 

Serving  as  doth  a  spindle  or  a  wheel ; 

Think  not,  that,  pitying  him,  I  could  forget 

The  rustic  Boy,  who  walks  the  fields,  untaught; 

The  slave  of  ignorance,  and  ofl  of  want. 

And  miserable  hunger.     Much,  too  much 

Of  this  unhappy  lot,  in  early  youth 

We  both  have  witnessed,  lot  which  I  myself 

Shared,  though  in  mild  and  merciful  degree: 

Yet  was  the  mind  to  hinderances  exposed, 

Through  which  I  struggled,  not  without  distress 

And  sometimes  injury,  like  a  I^mb  enthralled 

\Mid  thorns  and  brambles;  or  a  Bird  that  breaks 

Through  a  strong  net,  and  mounts  upon  the  wind. 

Though  with  her  plumes  impaired.  If  they,  whose  souls 

Should  open  while  they  range  the  richer  fields 

Of  merry  England,  are  obstructed  less 

By  indigence,  their  ignorance  is  not  less, 

JVor  less  to  be  deplored.    For  who  can  doubt 


That  tens  of  thooiuids  at  this  day  ezial 
Such  as  the  Boy  yoa  painted,  lineal  Hein 
Of  those  who  once  were  Yaamls  of  her  soil, 
Following  its  fortune!  like  the  beasts  or  tiees 
Which  it  sustained.    Bat  no  one  takes  ddigkt 
In  this  oppression ;  none  are  prood  of  it; 
It  bears  no  sounding  name,  nor  hfet  bote; 
A  standing  grievance,  an  indigenous  vice 
Of  every  country  under  heaven.    My  tbooghli 
Were  turned  to  evils  that  are  new  and  chosea, 
A  Bondage  lurking  under  shape  of  good,^ 
Arts,  in  themselves  beneficent  and  kind. 
But  all  too  fondly  folk)wed  and  too  far; 
To  Victims,  which  the  merciful  can  see 
Nor  think  that  they  are  Yictims;  turned  to 
By  Women,  who  have  Children  of  their  ova, 
Beheld  without  compassion,  yea  with  praise! 
I  spake  of  mischief  by  the  vnse  difRised 
With  gladnesB,  thinking  that  the  more  it 
The  healthier,  the  securer,  we  become; 
Delusion  which  a  moment  may  destroy ! 
Lastly,  I  mourned  for  those  whom  I  bad  seen 
Corrupted  and  cast  down,  on  &voared  groiuii,  , 
Where  circumstance  and  nature  had  combiBed 
To  shelter  innocence,  and  cherish  love ; 
Who,  but  for  this  intrusion,  wonld  have  lived. 
Possessed  of  health,  and  strength,  and  peaee  of  i 
Thus  would  have  lived,  or  never  have  beeo  ban. 


'*  Alas !  whait  differs  more  than  man  from  mss! 

And  whence  that  difference?  whence  but  from  hi—iP 

For  see  the  universal  Race  endowed 

With  the  same  upright  form !  —  The  son  is  fixed. 

And  the  infinite  magnificence  of  heaven. 

Fixed  within  reach  of  every  human  eye; 

The  sleepless  Ocean  murmurs  for  all  ears; 

The  vernal  field  infuses  fresh  delight 

Into  all  hearts.    Throughout  the  workl  of  sense, 

Even  as  an  oliject  is  sublime  or  fair. 

That  object  is  laid  open  to  the  view 

Without  reserve  or  veil ;  and  as  a  power 

Is  salutary,  or  an  influence  sweet. 

Are  each  and  all  enabled  to  perceive 

That  power,  that  influence,  by  impartial  law. 

Gifls  nobler  are  vouchsafed  alike  to  all ; 

Reason,  —  and,  with  that  reason,  smiles  and  teaii. 

Imagination,  freedom  in  the  will. 

Conscience  to  guide  and  check ;  and  death  to  be 

Foretasted,  immortality  presumed. 

Strange,  then,  nor  less  than  monstrous  might  be  deeaii 

The  failure,  if  the  Almighty,  to  this  point 

Liberal  and  undistinguishing,  should  hide 

The  excellence  of  moral  qualities 

From  common  understanding ;  leaving  truth 

And  virtue,  difficult,  abstruse,  and  dark; 

Hard  to  be  won,  and  only  by  a  few ; 

Strange,  should  He  deal  herein  with  nice  respects. 

And  firustrate  all  the  rest !    Believe  it  not; 
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duties  shine  aloft — like  stare; 
dwrities  that  soothe,  and  heal,  and  bless, 
■eatttered  at  the  feet  of  Man  —  like  flowers.' 
inclination,  the  just  rule, 
and  good  actions,  and  pure  thoughts  — 
is  here ;  no  special  boon 
klfgli  and  not  for  low,  for  proudly  graced 
ibr  meek  of  heart    The  smoke  ascends 

as  lightly  from  the  Cottage  hearth 
the  haughty  palace.    lie,  whose  soul 
this  tme  equality,  may  walk 
idds  of  earth  Mrith  gratitude  and  hope ; 
im  that  meditation,  will  he  And 
to  sadder  grief,  as  we  have  found,  — 
ancient  virtues  overthrown, 
ftr  the  injustice  grieving,  that  hath  made 
vide  a  difference  betwixt  Man  and  Man. 


let  08  rather  turn  oar  gladdened  thoughts 
Iffoia  the  brighter  scene.  How  blest  that  Pair 
Of  blooming  Boys  (whom  we  beheld  even  now) 
XmC  in  their  several  and  their  common  lot ! 
A  turn  short  hoars  of  each  returning  day 
Ae  tliriring  Prisonera  of  their  Village  school : 
fr.:}  fiai  thence  let  loose,  to  seek  their  pleasant  homes 

3  Or  nnge  the  grassy  lawn  in  vacancy, 
lb  breethe  and  to  be  happy,  run  and  shout 
i^  tin.—- bat  no  delay,  no  harm,  no  loss; 
'*^  Jbr  every  genial  Power  of  heaven  and  earth, 
^   fkraogh  all  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  year, 
Qtaeqoioasly  doth  take  upon  herself 
lb  laboor  for  them ;  bringing  each  in  turn 
tribute  of  enjoyment,  knowledge,  health, 
intjt  or  strength !     Such  privilege  is  theirs, 
Gnnted  alike  in  the  outset  of  their  course 
To  both ;  and,  if  thai  partnerehip  must  cease, 
I  grieve  not,**  to  the  Pastor  here  he  turned, 
"Much  as  I  glory  in  that  Child  of  yours, 
Bepine  not,  for  his  Cottage-comrade,  whom 
Belike  no  higher  destiny  awaits 

the  old  hereditary  wish  fulfilled, 
wish  for  liberty  to  live  —  content 
With  what  Heaven  grants,  and  die — in  peace  of  mind. 
Within  the  bosom  of  his  native  Vale. 
At  least,  whatever  fate  the  noon  of  life 
Beaerves  for  either,  this  is  sure,  that  both 
Have  been  permitted  to  enjoy  the  dawn ; 
Whether  regarded  ss  a  jocund  time. 
That  in  itself  may  terminate,  or  lead 
In  eoorse  of  nature  to  a  sober  eve. 
Both  have  been  foirly  dealt  with ;  looking  back 
Hmj  will  allow  that  justice  has  in  them 
shown  —  alike  to  body  and  to  mind.** 


R«  paosedv  as  if  revolving  in  his  soul 

Boom  weighty  matter,  then,  with  fervent  voice 

And  an  impasskined  majesty,  exclaimed, 

*0  for  the  eootiug  of  that  glorious  time 
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When,  prizing  knowledge  as  her  noblest  wealth 
And  best  protection,  this  Imperial  Realm, 
While  she  exacts  allegiance,  shall  admit 
An  obligation,  on  her  part,  to  teach 
Them  who  are  bom  to  serve  her  and  obey ; 
Binding  herself  by  Statute*  to  secure 
For  all  the  Children  whom  her  soil  maintains 
The  rudiments  of  Letters,  and  inform 
The  mind  with  moral  and  religious  truth. 
Both  understood,  and  practiaed,  —  so  that  none, 
However  destitute,  be  left  to  droop 
By  timely  culture  unsustained ;  or  run 
Into  a  wild  disorder ;  or  be  forced 
To  drudge  through  weary  life  without  the  aid 
Of  intellectual  implements  and  tools ; 
A  savage  Horde  among  the  civilized, 
A  servile  Band  among  the  lordly  free ! 
This  sacred  right,  the  lisping  Babe  proclaims 
To  be  inherent  in  him,  by  Heaven*s  will. 
For  the  protection  of  his  innocence ; 
And  the  rude  Boy,  —  who,  having  overpast 
The  sinless  age,  by  conscience  is  enrolled, 
Yet  mutinously  knits  his  angry  brow. 
And  lifts  his  wilful  hand  on  mischief  bent. 
Or  turns  tlie  godlike  faculty  of  speech 
To  impious  use  —  by  process  indirect 
Declares  his  due,  while  he  makes  known  his  need 
I  — This  sacred  right  is  fruitlessly  announced. 
This  universal  plea  in  vain  addressed. 
To  eyes  and  ears  of  Parents  who  themselves 
Did,  in  the  time  of  their  necessity. 
Urge  it  in  vuin ;  and,  therefore,  like  a  prsyer 
Tliat  from  the  humblest  floor  ascends  to  heaven, 
It  mounts  to  reach  the  Slate*s  parental  ear ; 
Who,  if  indeed  she  own  a  Mother*s  heart. 
And  be  not  most  unfeelingly  devoid 
Of  gratitude  to  Providence,  will  grant 
The  unquestionable  good ;  which  England,  safo 
From  interference  of  external  force. 
May  grant  at  leisure ;  without  risk  incurred 
That  what  in  wisdom  for  herself  she  doth. 
Others  shsU  e*er  be  able  to  undo. 

'*  liook !  and  behold,  fVom  Calpe*s  sunburnt  clifls 
To  the  flat  margin  of  the  Baltic  sea. 
Long-reverenced  Titles  cast  away  as  weeds: 
Laws  overturned;  —  and  Territory  split. 
Like  fields  of  ice  rent  by  the  polar  wind. 
And  forced  to  join  in  less  oboozioos  shapea, 
Which,  ere  they  gain  consistence,  by  a  gust 
Of  the  same  breath  sre  shattered  and  destroyed. 
Meantime  the  Sovereignty  of  these  foir  Islna 


•  The  diKvvery  of  Dr.  Bell  aflbida  BnrrflOoei  focflifi»  Ar 
nnying  this  into  eflect;  and  it  is  impoMbto  to  ovvnais  tbm 
benefit  which  might  acrrue  to  honuiiiy  flosi  the  onivcnal  ap> 
plication  of  thii  ample  engine  wider  an  snlightsnsd  and 
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Remains  entire  and  indivisible ; 

And,  if  that  ignorance  were  removed,  which  breeds 

Within  the  compass  of  their  several  shores 

Dark  discontent,  or  loud  commotion,  each 

Might  still  preserve  the  beautiful  repose 

Of  heavenly  Bodies  shining  in  their  spheres. 

—  The  discipline  of  slavery  is  unknown 
Amongst  us,  —  hence  the  more  do  we  require 
The  discipline  of  virtue ;  order  else 
Cannot  subsist,  nor  confidence,  nor  peace. 
Thus,  duties  rising  out  of  good  possessed. 
And  prudent  caution  needful  to  avert 
Impending  evil,  equally  require 

That  the  whole  people  should  be  taught  and  trained. 
So  shall  licentiousness  and  black  resolve 
Be  rooted  out,  and  virtuous  habits  take 
Their  place ;  and  genuine  piety  descend 
Like  an  inheritance,  from  age  to  age. 

^  With  such  foundations  laid,  avaunt  the  fear 
Of  numbers  crowded  on  their  native  soil. 
To  the  prevention  of  all  healthful  growth 
Through  mutual  injury !     Rather  in  the  law 
Of  increase  and  the  mandate  from  above 
Rejoice ! — and  Ye  have  special  cause  for  joy. 

—  For,  as  the  element  of  air  afibrds 
An  easy  passage  to  the  industrious  bees 
Fraught  with  their  burthens ;  and  a  way  as  smooth 
For  those  ordained  to  take  their  sounding  flight 
From  the  thronged  hive,  and  settle  where  they  list 
In  fresh  abodes,  their  labour  to  renew ; 

So  the  wide  waters,  open  to  the  power. 

The  will,  the  instincts,  and  appointed  needs 

Of  Britain,  do  invite  her  to  cast  off 

Her  swarms,  and  in  succession  send  them  forth ; 

Bound  to  establish  new  communities 

On  every  shore  whose  aspect  favours  hope 

Or  bold  adventure ;  promising  to  skill 

And  perseverance  their  deserved  reward. 

—  Yes,"  he  continued,  kindling  as  he  spake, 

**  Change  wide,  and  deep,  and  silently  performed. 

This  Land  shall  witness  ;  and  as  days  roll  on, 

Earih*s  universal  Frame  shall  feel  the  effect 

Even  till  the  smallest  habitable  Rock, 

Beaten  by  lonely  billows,  hear  the  songs 

Of  humanized  Society ;  and  bloom 

With  civil  arts,  that  send  their  fragrance  forth, 

A  grateful  tribute  to  all-ruling  Heaven. 

From  Culture,  unexclusively  bestowed 

On  Albion's  noble  Race  in  freedom  born, 

Expect  these  mighty  issues ;  from  the  pains 

And  faithful  care  of  unambitious  Schools 

Instructing  simple  Childhood's  ready  ear : 

Thenc^look  for  these  magnificent  results  ! 

Vast  the  circumference  of  hope  —  and  Ye 

Are  at  its  centre,  British  Lawgivers; 

Ah !  sleep  not  there  in  shame !  Shall  Wisdom's  voice 


From  out  the  bosooi  of  these  tnxibled  Times 
Repeat  the  dictates  of  her  calmer  mind, 
And  shall  the  venerable  Halls  ye  fill 
Refuse  to  echo  the  sublime  decree? 
Trust  not  to  partial  care  a  general  good; 
Transfer  not  to  futurity  a  work 
Of  urgent  need.  —  Your  Country  must  compkta 
Her  glorious  destiny.  —  Begin  even  now, 
Now,  when  Oppression,  like  the  Egyptian  pligM 
Of  darkness,  stretched  o'er  guilty  Europe,  makei 
The  brightness  more  conspicuous,  that  invests 
The  happy  Island  where  ye  think  and  act; 
Now,  when  Destruction  is  a  prime  pumit. 
Show  to  the  wretched  Nations  for  what  end 
The  Powers  of  civil  Polity  were  given  T 


Abruptly  here,  but  with  a  graceful  air, 
The  Sage  broke  off    No  sooner  had  he  ceased 
Than,  looking  forth,  the  gentle  Lady  said, 
**  Behold  the  shades  of  aflemoon  have  &IleQ 
Upon  this  flowery  slope;  and  see  —  beyond  — 
The  Lake,  though  bright,  is  of  a  placid  blue; 
As  if  preparing  for  the  peace  of  evening. 
How  temptingly  the  Landscape  shines ! — Tke  air 
Breathes  invitation ;  easy  is  the  walk 
To  the  Lake's  margin,  where  a  boat  lies  moored 
Beneath  her  sheltering  tree."  —  Upon  this  hint 
We  rose  together:  all  were  pleased  —  bat  mart 
The  beauteous  Girl,  whose  cheek  was  flushed  wilb  ji 
Light  as  a  sunbeam  glides  along  the  hills 
She  vanished  —  eager  to  impart  the  scheme 
To  her  loved  Brother  and  his  shy  Compeer. 
—  Now  was  there  bustle  in  the  Vicar's  house 
And  earnest  preparation.  —  Forth  we  went, 
And  down  the  vale  along  the  Streamlet's  edge 
Pursued  our  way,  a  broken  Company, 
Mute  or  conversing,  single  or  in  pairsL 
Thus  having  reached  a  bridge,  that  overarched 
The  hasty  rivulet  where  it  lay  becalmed 
In  a  deep  pool,  by  happy  chance  we  saw 
A  two-fold  Image ;  on  a  grassy  bank 
A  snow-white  Ram,  and  in  the  crystal  flood 
Another  and  the  same !     Most  beautiful, 
On  the  green  turf,  with  his  imperial  froot 
Shaggy  and  bold,  and  wreathed  boms  superb, 
The  breathing  Creature  stood ;  as  beautiful, 
Beneath  him,  showed  his  shadowy  counterpart 
Each  had  his  glowing  mountains,  each  his  sky. 
And  each  seemed  centre  of  his  own  fair  world : 
Antipodes  unconscious  of  each  other. 
Yet,  in  partition,  with  their  several  sphertrs. 
Blended  in  perfect  stillness,  to  our  sight ! 

"  Ah !  what  a  pity  were  it  to  disperse, 
Or  to  disturb,  so  fair  a  spectacle. 
And  yet  a  breath  can  do  it!" 
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These  few  words 
spered,  while  we  stood  and  gazed 
Lber,  all,  in  still  delight, 
ve.    Thence  passing  on,  she  said 
ice  to  my  porticalar  ear, 
r  that  eloquent  Old  Man 
meditations,  and  descant 
!  from  infancy  to  age. 
spirit !  in  what  Tivid  hues 
s  back  the  various  forms  of  things, 
r  fairest,  happiest  attitude ! 
leaking,  I  have  power  to  see 
» ;  but  when  his  voice  hath  ceased, 
figh,  sometimes  I  feel,  as  now, 
ions  so  serene  and  bright, 
lected  in  yon  quiet  Pool, 
ing  in  a  world  like  ours, 
nnall  disturbances  exposed/* 
said  —  but  sportive  shouts  were  heard ; 
jocund  hearts  of  those  two  Boys» 
each  a  basket  on  his  arm, 
}n  field  came  tripping  after  ns. 
lad  cautiously  embarked,  the  Pair 
ider  service  were  addrest ; 
.ble  law  forbade, 

^ed  the  oar  which  he  had  seized. 
I  willing  hand  I  undertook 
hour ;  grateful  task  !  —  to  me 

recollections  of  the  time 
bosom,  spacious  Windermere ! 
ictised  this  delightful  art; 
waves  alone,  or  *mid  a  crew 
rades.  —  Now,  the  reedy  marge 
a  ftrenuous  arm  I  dipped  the  oar, 
ruction ;  and  the  Boat  advanced 
al  water,  smoothly  as  a  Hawk, 
gled  from  the  shady  boughs 

wood,  her  place  of  covert,  cleaves 
ndent  wings  the  abyss  of  air. 
the  Vicar  said,  **  yon  rocky  Isle 
ees  fringed ;  my  hand  shall  guide  the 

vard  we  bend  our  course ;  or  while 

other,  on  the  western  shore,  — 

'e  columns  of  those  lofty  firs, 

icefuUy  a  massy  Dome 

age,  seem  to  imitate 

nple  rising  from  the  Deep.^ 


w 


we  may,**  said  I,  "  we  cannot  err 
IS  Region."  —  Cultured  slopes, 
forest-ground,  and  scattered  groves, 
I  bare  —  or  clothed  with  ancient  woodsi 
;  and,  as  we  held  our  way 
^1  of  the  glassy  flood, 
lot  to  sarround  us ;  change  of  place, 
featorea  diveAely  combined, 
Dge  of  beauty  ever  oew. 


—  Ah !  that  such  beauty,  varying  in  the  light 
Of  living  nature,  cannot  be  portrayed 

By  words,  nor  by  the  pencil's  silent  skill ; 

But  is  the  property  of  him  alone 

Who  hath  beheld  it,  noted  it  with  care. 

And  in  his  mind  recorded  it  with  love ! 

Sufiice  it,  therefore,  if  the  rural  Muse 

Vouchsafe  sweet  influence,  while  her  Poet  speaks 

Of  trivial  occupations  well  devised. 

And  unsought  pleasures  springing  np  by  chance; 

As  if  some  friendly  Genius  had  ordained 

That,  as  the  day  thus  far  had  been  enriched 

By  acquisition  of  sincere  delight. 

The  same  should  be  continued  to  its  close. 

One  spirit  animating  old  and  yonng, 

A  gipsy  fire  we  kindled  on  the  shore 

Of  the  fair  Isle  with  birch-trees  fringed — and  there, 

Merrily  seated  in  a  ring,  partook 

The  beverage  drawn  from  China's  firagrant  herb. 

—  Lanched  from  our  hands,  the  smooth  stone  skimmed 

the  lake ; 
With  shouts  we  roused  the  echoes;  — stiller  sounds 
The  lovely  Girl  supplied — a  simple  song, 
Whose  low  tones  reached  not  to  the  distant  rocks 
To  be  repeated  thence,  but  gently  sank 
Into  our  hearts ;  and  charmed  the  peacefiil  flood. 
Rapaciously  we  gathered  flowery  spoils 
From  land  and  water ;  Lilies  of  each  hue  — 
Golden  and  white,  that  float  upon  the  waves. 
And  court  the  wind ;  and  leaves  of  that  shy  Plant, 
(Her  flowers  were  shed)  the  Lily  of  the  Vale, 
That  loves  the  ground,  and  firom  the  sun  withholds 
Her  pensive  beauty,  from  the  breeze  her  sweets. 

Such  product,  and  such  pastime  did  the  place 
And  season  yield ;  but,  as  we  re-embarked. 
Leaving,  in  quest  of  other  scenes,  the  shore 
Of  that  wild  Spot,  the  SoliUry  said 
In  a  low  voice,  yet  careless  who  might  hear, 
**  The  fire,  that  burned  so  brightly  to  our  wish. 
Where  is  it  now  ?    Deserted  on  the  beach 
It  seems  extinct ;  nor  shall  the  fanning  breeze 
Revive  its  ashes.     What  care  we  for  this. 
Whose  ends  are  gained  ?    Behold  an  emblem  here 
Of  one  day*s  pleasure,  and  all  mortal  joys ! 
And,  in  this  unpremeditated  slight 
Of  that  which  is  no  longer  needed,  see 
The  conunoo  course  of  human  gratitude  !* 


•w 


This  plaintive  note  disturbed  not  the  repose 
Of  the  still  evening.    Right  across  the  Lake 
Our  pinnace  moves :  then,  coasting  creek  and  bay, 
Glades  we  behold  —  and  into  thickets  peep— 
Where  couch  the  spotted  deer ;  or  raised  oor  eyet 
To  shaggy  steeps  on  which  the  careless  goat 
Btowaed  by  the  aide  of  dashing  wmleHUls. 
Thiia  did  the  Bvk,  meaiideriiif  with  tliftdiom 
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Pursue  her  voyage  till  a  natural  pier 

Of  jutting  rock  invited  us  to  land. 

—  Alert  to  follow  as  the  Pastor  led, 

We  clomb  a  green  hilKe  side ;  and  as  we  clomb. 

The  Valley,  opening  out  her  bosom,  gave 

Pair  prospect,  intercepted  less  and  less. 

Of  the  flat  meadows  and  indented  coast 

Of  the  smooth  lake  —  in  compass  seen :  —  far  o£^ 

And  yet  conspicuous,  stood  the  old  Church-tower, 

In  majesty  presiding  over  fields 

And  habitations,  seemingly  preserved 

From  the  intrusion  of  a  restless  world 

By  rocks  impassable  and  mountains  huge. 

Soft  heath  this  elevated  spot  supplied, 

And  choice  of  moss-clad  stones,  whereon  we  couched 

Or  sate  reclined  — admiring  quietly 

The  general  aspect  of  the  scene ;  but  each 

Not  seldom  over-anxious  to  make  known 

His  own  discoveries;  or  to  favourite  points 

Directing  notice,  merely  from  a  wish 

To  impart  a  joy,  imperfect  while  unshared. 

That  rapturous  moment  ne*er  shall  I  forget 

When  these  particular  interests  were  efiaced 

From  every  mind !  —  Already  had  the  sun. 

Sinking  with  less  than  ordinary  state, 

Attained  his  western  bound ;  but  rays  of  light  — 

Now  suddenly  divergmg  from  the  orb 

Retired  behind  the  mountain  tops  or  veiled 

By  the  dense  air  —  shot  upwards  to  the  crown 

Of  the  blue  firmament  —  aloft  —  and  wide: 

And  multitudes  of  little  floating  clouds. 

Ere  we,  who  saw,  of  change  were  conscious,  pierced 

Through  their  ethereal  texture,  had  become 

Vivid  as  fire  —  clouds  separately  poised, 

Innumerable  multitude  of  Forms 

Scattered  through  half  the  circle  of  the  sky ; 

And  giving  back,  and  shedding  each  on  each. 

With  prodigal  communion,  the  bright  hues 

Which  from  the  unapparent  Fount  of  glory 

They  had  imbibed,  and  ceased  not  to  receive. 

That  which  the  heavens  displayed,  the  liquid  deep 

Repeated ;  but  with  unity  sublime ! 

While  from  the  grassy  mountain's  open  side 
We  gazed,  in  silence  hushed,  with  eyes  intent 
On  the  refulgent  spectacle  —  diffused 
Through  earth,  sky,  water,  and  all  visible  space. 
The  Priest  in  holy  transport  thus  exclaimed  — 

•*  Eternal  Spirit !  universal  God ! 

Power  inaccessible  to  human  thought. 

Save  by  degrees  and  steps  which  Thou  hast  deigned 

To  furnish ;  for  this  effluence  of  Thyself, 

To  the  infirmity  of  mortal  sense 

Vouchsafed ;  this  local  transitory  type 

Of  thy  paternal  splendours,  and  the  pomp 


Of  those  who  fill  thy  coarts  in  higfaeat  heavea, 
The  radiant  Cherubim ;  —  accept  the  thanks 
Which  we,  thy  humble  Creaturee*  bore  convene 
Presume  to  oflTer ;  we,  who  from  the  breast 
Of  the  frail  earthy  permitted  to  behold 
The  faint  reflections  only  of  thy  fiice* 
Are  yet  exalted,  and  in  soul  adore ! 
Such  as  they  are  who  in  thy  preeenoe  stand 
Unsullied,  incorruptible,  and  drink 
Imperishable  majesty  streamed  forth 
From  thy  empyreal  Throoe,  the  elect  of  Earth 
Shall  be — divested  at  the  appointed  boor 
Of  all  dishonour — cleanaed  from  mortal  stain. 

—  Accomplish,  then,  their  number;  and  coocU 
Time's  weary  course !    Or  i(  by  thy  decree, 
The  consummation  that  will  come  by  stealtk 
Be  yet  far  distant,  let  thy  Word  prevail. 

Oh !  let  thy  Word  prevail,  to  take  away 
The  sting  of  human  nature.    Spread  the  law, 
As  it  is  written  in  thy  holy  Book, 
Throughout  all  lands :  let  every  nation  bear 
The  high  behest,  and  every  heart  obey ; 
Both  for  the  love  of  purity,  and  hope 
Wliich  it  aflbnls,  to  such  as  do  thy  will 
And  persevere  in  good,  that  they  shall  rise, 
To  have  a  nearer  view  of  Thee,  in  heaven. 

—  Father  of  Grood !  this  prayer  in  bounty  gru^ 
In  mercy  grant  it  to  thy  wretched  Sons. 
Then,  nor  till  then,  ahall  persecution  cease, 
And  cruel  Wars  expire.    The  way  is  marked, 
The  guide  appointed,  and  the  ranaom  paid. 
Alas!  the  Nations,  who  of  yore  received 
These  tidings,  and  in  Christian  Temples  meet 
The  sacred  truth  to  acknowledge,  linger  still; 
Preferring  bonds  and  darkness  to  a  state 

Of  holy  freedom,  by  redeeming  love 
Proffered  to  all,  while  yet  on  earth  detained. 

"  So  fare  the  many ;  and  the  thoughtfiil  few, 
Who  in  the  anguish  of  their  souls  bewail 
This  dire  perverseness,  cannot  choose  but  isk, 
Shall  it  endure?  —  Shall  enmity  and  strife. 
Falsehood  and  guile,  be  left  to  sow  their  seed; 
And  the  kind  never  perish  !     Is  the  hope 
Fallacious,  or  shall  righteousness  obtam 
A  peaceable  dominion,  wide  as  earth. 
And  ne'er  to  fail  ?     Shall  that  blest  day  arrire 
When  they,  whose  choice  or  lot  it  is  to  dwell 
In  crowded  cities,  without  fear  shall  live 
Studious  of  mutual  benefit;  and  be*, 
Whom  morning  wakes,  among  sweet  dews  tod  IkM 
Of  every  clime,  to  till  the  lonely  field, 
Be  happy  in  himself?  — The  law  of  fiiith 
Working  through  love,  such  conquest  shall  ii^ 
Such  triumph  over  sin  and  guilt  achieve  1 
Almighty  Lord,  thy  further  grace  impart! 
And  with  that  help  the  wonder  ahall  be  seen 
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hope  accompliihed ;  and  thy  praise 
transport  and  anceasing  joy. 

with  mild  demeanoar,  as  he  spake, 

merable  Pastor  tamed 

eye  that  had  been  raised  to  Heaven, 

i  the  Name,  Jehovah,  was  a  sound 

ircuit  of  this  sea-g^irt  isle 
savage  nations  bowed  the  head 

ghting  in  remorseless  deeds ; 

ihemselves  had  fashioned,  to  promote 

and  flatter  foal  desires. 

bosom  of  yon  mountain  cove, 

»ntions  of  corrupted  Man 

ites  were  solemnized ;  and  there, 

iing  rocks  and  gloomy  woods, 

'ific  Idols,  some  received 

service,  that  the  loudest  voice 

I  cataracts  (which  now  are  heard 

ing)  was  too  weak  to  overcome, 

d  by  wild  winds,  the  groans  and  shrieks 

ictims,  offered  up  to  appease 

ite.    And,  if  living  eyes 

7  fiiculties  to  see 

at  hath  been  as  the  thing  that  is, 

light  behold  this  crystal  Mere 
'ith  smoke,  in  wreaths  voluminous, 
ihe  body  of  devouring  fires, 

erected  on  the  heights 
lands,  for  sacrifice  performed 
in  view  of  open  day 
»mblage  of  a  barbarous  Host ; 
;s,  Female  Power!  who  gave 

^ncied)  glorious  Victory. 

le  Monuments  of  mountain-stone 

else  is  swept  away.  —  How  bright 
nces  of  things !   From  such,  how  changed 
f  worship;  and  with  those  compared, 
ppers  how  innocent  and  blest ! 
difference,  a  willing  mind, 
ting  hour,  might  almost  think 
se,  the  lost  sbode  of  man, 
again :  and  to  a  happy  Few, 
lal  beauty,  here  restored, 
but  from  Thee,  the  true  and  only  God, 
e  faith  derived  through  Him  who  bled 
OSS,  this  marvellous  advance 
n  evil ;  as  if  one  extreme 
•  the  othi»r  gained  —  O  Ye,  who  come 
voutly  in  yon  reverend  Pile, 
rh  oflice  by  the  peaceful  sound 
bells ;  and  Ye,  who  sleep  in  earth, 
gotten,  round  its  hallowed  walls! 
presence  of  this  little  Band 
^ether  on  the  green  hill-side, 

is  emboldened  to  prefer 
frivings  to  the  Eternal  King ; 


Whose  love,  whose  oonniel,  whose  oommands  kave 

made 
Your  very  poorest  rich  in  peace  of  thought 
And  in  good  works ;  and  Him,  who  is  endowed 
With  scantiest  knowledge,  Master  of  all  truth 
Which  the  salvation  of  his  soul  requires. 
Conscious  of  that  abundant  fiivoar  showered 
On  yoo,  the  Children  of  my  humble  care. 
And  this  dear  Land,  our  Country,  while  on  Earth 
We  sojourn,  have  I  lifted  up  my  soul, 
Joy  giving  voice  to  fervent  gratitude. 
These  barren  rocks,  your  stem  inheritance  *, 
These  fertile  fields,  that  recompense  year  pains; 
The  shadowy  vale,  the  sunny  mountain-top ; 
Woods  waving  in  the  wind  their  lofty  heads. 
Or  hushed ;  the  roaring  waters,  and  the  still ; 
They  see  the  oflhring  of  my  lifted  hands — 
They  hear  my  lips  present  their  sacrifice — 
They  know  if  I  be  silent,  mora  or  even : 
For,  though  in  whispers  speaking,  the  full  heart 
Will  find  a  vent ;  and  Thought  is  praise  to  Him, 
Audible  praise,  to  Thee,  Omniscient  Mind, 
From  Whom  all  gifts  descend,  all  blessings  flow  !** 

This  Vesper  service  closed,  without  delay, 

From  that  exalted  station  to  the  plain 

Descending,  we  pursued  our  homeward  course. 

In  mute  composure,  o*er  the  shadowy  lake, 

Beneath  a  faded  sky.    No  trace  remained 

Of  those  celestial  splendours ;  gray  the  vault. 

Pure,  cloudless  ether ;  and  the  Star  of  Eve 

Was  wanting ;  —  but  inferior  Lights  appeared 

Faintly,  too  fiiint  almost  for  sight;  and  some 

Above  the  darkened  hills  stood  boldly  forth 

In  twinkling  lustre,  ere  the  Boat  attained 

Her  mooring-place ;  —  where,  to  the  sheltering  tree 

Our  youthful  Voyagers  bound  fast  her  prow. 

With  prompt  yet  careful  hands.    This  done,  we  paced 

The  dewy  fields ;  but  ere  the  Vicar*s  door 

Was  reached,  the  Solitary  checked  his  steps; 

Then,  intermingling  thanks,  on  each  bestowed 

A  &rewell  salutation, — and,  the  like 

Receiving,  took  the  slender  path  that  leads 

To  the  one  Cottage  in  the  lonely  dell ; 

But  turned  not  without  welcome  promise  given. 

That  be  would  share  the  pleasures  and  pursuits 

Of  yet  another  summer*s  day,  consumed 

In  wandering  with  us  through  the  Valleys  hir^ 

And  o*er  the  Mountain- wastes.    *'  Another  sun,* 

Said  he,  "  shall  shine  upon  us,^ere  we  part,  — 

Another  sun,  and  peradventure  more; 

If  time,  with  firee  consent,  is  yours  to  give,  — 

And  season  favours.** 


To  enfeebled  Power, 
From  this  communion  with  uninjured  Minds, 

I 

What  renovatioo  had  been  brought;  and  what 
Degree  of  healing  to  a  wounded  spirit, 
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Dejected,  and  habitually  disposed 
To  seek,  in  degradation  of  the  Kind, 
Excuse  and  solace  for  her  own  defects; 
How  far  those  erring  notions  were  reformed ; 
And  whether  aught,  of  tendency  as  good 


And  pure,  from  further  mtercoime  ensaed ; 
This— (if  delightful  hopes,  u  heietiQibre, 
Inspire  the  serious  song,  and  gentle  Hearts 
Cherish,  and  lofty  Minds  approve  the  pasO 
My  future  Labours  may  not  leave  untold. 


END  OF  THE  EXCURSION. 


NOTES 


TO 


THE    EXCURSION 


u 


Note  1,  p.  556. 
much  did  he  see  of  Men,''* 


At  the  risk  of  giving  a  shock  to  the  prejudices  of 
artificial  society,  I  have  ever  been  ready  to  pay  hom- 
age to  the  Aristocracy  of  Nature ;  under  a  conviction 
that  vigorous  human-heartedness  is  the  constituent 
principle  of  true  tasto.  It  may  still,  however,  be  sat- 
isfactory to  have  prose-testimony  how  far  a  Character, 
employed  for  purposes  of  imagination,  is  founded  upon 
general  fact  I,  therefore,  subjoin  an  extract  from  an 
author  who  had  opportunities  of  being  well  acquainted 
with  a  class  of  men,  from  whom  my  own  personal 
knowledge  emboldened  me  to  draw  this  Portrait 

"  We  learn  from  Cesar  and  other  Roman  Writers, 
that  the  travelling  merchants  who  frequented  Gaul  and 
other  barbarous  countries,  either  newly  conquered  by 
the  Roman  arms,  or  bordering  on  the  Roman  conquests, 
were  ever  the  first  to  make  the  inhabitants  of  those 
'Countries  familiarly  acquainted  with  the  Roman  modes 
of  life,  and  to  inspire  them  with  an  inclination  to  fol- 
low the  Roman  fashions,  and  to  enjoy  Roman  conve- 
niences. In  North  America,  travelling  merchants  from 
the  Settlements  have  done  and  continue  to  do  much 
more  towards  civilizing  the  Indian  natives,  than  all 
the  Missionaries,  Papist  or  Protestant,  who  have  ever 
been  sent  among  them. 

It  is  farther  to  be  observed,  for  the  credit  of  this  most 
useful  class  of  men,  that  they  commonly  contribute,  by 
their  personal  manners,  no  less  than  by  the  sale  of 
their  wares,  to  the  refinement  of  the  people  among 
whom  they  travel.  Th^ir  dealingrs  form  them  to  great 
quickness  of  wit  and  acutenees  of  judgment  Having 
constant  occasion  to  recommend  themselves  and  their 
goods,  they  acquire  habits  of  the  most  obliging  atten- 
tion, and  the  most  insinuating  address.  As  in  their 
peregrinations  they  have  opportunity  of  contemplating 
the  manners  of  various  Men  and  various  Cities,  they 
become  eminently  skilled  in  the  knowledge  of  the 
world.     As  they  wander,  each  alone,  through  thinly- 


inhabited  districts,  they  form  habits  ofrtj 
of  sublime  contemplation.  With  all  theie  fdl 
tions,  no  wonder,  that  they  should  often  be,  in  M 
parts'of  the  country,  the  best  mirrors  of  &M», 
censors  of  manners ;  and  should  contribote  ■sd 
polish  the  roughness,  and  soften  the  nuticity  cf 
peasantry.  It  is  not  more  than  twenty  or  thiitf  yi 
since  a  young  man  going  from  any  part  of  Sooiki 
England,  of  purpose  to  carry  the  pack,  was  eoaiA 
as  going  to  lead  the  life,  and  acquire  the  FortM 
a  Gentleman.  When,  after  twenty  yean'  tbos 
that  honourable  line  of  employment,  be  retuael' 
his  acquisitions  to  his  native  country,  be  wu  fcfi 
as  a  Grentleman  to  all  intents  and  purposes.** 

Heron's  Journey  in  Scotland,  VoL  i  p 

Note  2,  p.  572. 
**  lA>8t  in  unsearchable  Eternity  T 

Since  this  paragraph  was  composed,  I  hife 
with  so  much  pleasure,  in  Bumet*s  Theory  ol 
Earth,  a  passage  expressing  correspondent  eeotiB 
excited  by  objects  of  a  similar  nature,  that  I  e 
forbear  to  transcribe  it 

**Siquod  ver6  Natura  nobis  dedit  spectacolo 
hAc  tellure,  verd  gratum,  et  philosopho  dignam, ; 
mel  mihi  contigisse  arbitror ;  cikm  ex  celsistBil 
speculabundus  ad  oram  maris  Mediterranei,  hiact 
caeruleum,  illinc  tractus  Alpines  prospexi;  nihil qt 
magis  dispar  aut  dissimile,  nee  in  sue  genere^ 
egregium  et  singulare.    Hoc  theatrum  ego  hak 
tulerim   Romanis  cunctis,  Grsoisve;  atque  d 
natura  htc  spectandum  exhibet,  scenicis  ludis  m 
aut  amphitheatri  certaminibus.     Nihil  htc  elega 
venustum,  sed  ingens  et  magnificum,  et  qood 
magnitudinesu^etquAdam  specie  immensitatia 
intuebar  maris  lequabilem  superficiem,  usque  et 
diffusam,    quantum   maximiim   oculorum  acies 
potuit;  illinc  disruptissimam  terrc  frciem,  H 
moles  varid  elevatas  aut  epreosas,  erectai^  laupeid 
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coaeervatu,  omni  situ  inequali  et  turbida 
■1^  ex  hAc  parte,  Nature  unitas  et  simplicitas,  et 
Hufta  qaedam  planities ;  ex  altera,  multifonnia 
bio  magnoniin  corporum,  et  insane  rerum  strages : 
(dm  intoebar,  non  urbia  alicujus  aut  oppidi,  sed  con- 
ti  Biuidi  rudera,  ante  oculos  habere  mihi  visus  sum. 
h  aingolis  ferd  montibus  erat  aliquid  insolens  et 
Ailei  fed  pre  ceteris  mihi  placebat  ilia,  quft  sede- 
I  nipea ;  erat  maxima  et  altissima,  et  quk  terram 
icMat,  molliori  ascensu  altitudinem  suam  diasimu- 
. :  qui  Ter6  mare,  horrenjlum  preceps,  et  quasi  ad 
MMlicalom  &cta,  instar  parietis.  Pretere^  facies 
Banna  ade6  erat  levis  ac  uniformis  (quod  in  nipi- 
■liquando  obeervare  licet)  ac  si  scissa  fuisset  h, 
•d  imum,  in  illo  piano ;  vel  terre  motu  aliquo, 
divulsa. 

ba  pars  nipia  erat  cava,  recessusque  habuit,  et 
Oi  ipeciia,  euntea  in  vacuum  montem ;  sive  naturft 
ia  fiustoa,  aive  exesoa  mnri,  et  undarum  crcbris 
■ :  In  boe  enim  cum  impetu  ruebant  et  fragrore, 
Uitk  maris  fluctua;  quos  iterum  spumantea  reddi- 
ttmiii,  et  quaai  ab  imo  ventre  evomuit 
^ejtmm  latus  mentis  erat  preruptum,  aspero  saxo 
U  caute ;  sinistrum  non  ade6  neglexerat  Nature, 
^Mm  atpote  omatum :  et  propc  pcdem  montis  rivns 
tm  aqne  prompit;  qui  cilm  vicinam  vallera  irri- 
^t»  lento  motu  serpens,  et  per  varioe  meandros, 
md  proCrahendam  vitam,  in  magno  mari  absorptus 
^  periit  Denique  in  suromo  vertice  promontorii, 
feod^  eminebat  saxum,  cui  insidebam  contempla- 
IHL  Vale  au^sta  sedee,  Rege  digna:  Augusta 
i*  aempcr  mihi  memorenda!**  P.  89.  TellurU 
Bocra,  dec.     Editio  Mf:cunda, 


Note  3,  p.  57S. 

WkitUe*er  Abstraction  furnished  for  my  needs 
>r  purposes  ;'* 

It  seems  a  paradox  only  to  the  unthinking,  and  it 
fact  that  none,  but  the  unread  in  history,  will  deny, 
in  periods  of  popular  tumult  and  innovation  the 

•batract  a  notion  if«,  the  more  readily  has  it  been 
I  to  combine,  the  closer  has  appeared  its  affinity, 
the  feelings  of  a  people  and  with  all  their  immc- 

impalaes  to  action.  At  the  commencement  of 
Vench  Revolution,  in  the  remotest  villages  every 
le  waa  employed  in  echoing  and  enforcing  the 
It  Kfeometrical  abstrections  of  the  physiocretic 
eiana  and  economists.  The  public  roads  were 
lied  with  armed  enthusiasts  disputing  on  the  in- 
able  sovereignty  of  the  people,  the  imprescripti-  | 
iws  of  the  pure  reason,  and  the  universal  consti-  ! 
a,  which,  as  rising  out  of  the  nature  and  rights 
BH  as  man,  all  nations  alike  were  under  the  obli- 

t  dt  adopting.** 

!t  is  with  nations  as  with  individuals.  In  tranquil 
la  and  peaceable  times  we  are  quite  pmetieal, 
•  oolj  and  oool  common  sense  are  then  in  fiuhion. 


But  let  the  winds  of  paasion  awell,  and  straightway 
men  begin  to  generalize;  to  connect  "by  remotest 
analogies ;  to  expresa  the  most  universal  poaitiona  of 
reason  in  the  most  glowing  figures  of  fancy ;  in  short, 
to  feel  particular  trutha  and  mere  fiicts,  as  poor,  cold» 
narrow,  and  incommensurate  with  their  feelings. 

**  The  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  quoted  from  a  Gree^ 
comic  poet  Let  it  not  then  be  condemned  as  unsea* 
sonable  or  out  of  place,  if  I  remind  you  that  in  the  in- 
tuitive knowledge  of  this  truth,  and  with  his  wonted 
fidelity  to  nature,  our  own  great  poet  haa  placed  the 
greater  number  of  his  profoundest  maxima  and  general 
truths,  both  political  and  moral,  not  in  the  mouths  of 
men  at  ease,  but  of  men  under  the  influence  of  paa- 
sion, when  the  mighty  thoughts  overmaster  and  be- 
come the  tyrants  of  the  mind  that  haa  brought  tlicm 
forth.  In  his  Lear,  Othello,  Macbeth,  Hamlet,  princi- 
ples of  deepest  insight  and  widest  intereat  fly  ofi*  like 
sparks  from  the  glowing  iron  under  the  loud  anvil.** 
CoLERiDOB :  '  The  Statesman's  Manual^  a  Lay 
Sermon: H.  R.] 

Note  4,  p.  579. 

**0f  Mississippi,  or  that  Northern  Stream,^ 

**  A  man  is  supposed  to  improve  by  going  out  into 
the  World,  by  visiting  London.  Artificial  man  does; 
he  extends  with  his  sphere ;  but,  alas !  that  sphere  is 
microscopic ;  it  is  formed  of  minutie,  and  he  snrrendera 
his  genuine  vision  to  the  artist,  in  order  to  embrace  it 
in  hia  ken.  His  bodily  senses  grow  acute,  even  to 
barren  and  inhuman  pruriency ;  while  hia  mental  be- 
come proportionally  obtuse.  The  reverse  ia  the  Man 
of  Mind :  He  who  is  placed  in  the  sphere  of  Nature 
and  of  Grod,  might  be  a  mock  at  TattersalKs  and 
Brooke8*8,  and  a  sneer  at  St  James*s :  he  would  cer- 
tainly be  swallowed  alive  by  the  first  Pizarro  that 
crossed  him:  —  But  when  he  walks  along  the  RivcT 
of  Amazons;  when  he  rests  his  eye  on  the  unrivalled 
Andes;  when  he  measures  the  long  and  watered  Savan- 
nah ;  or  contemplates,  from  a  sudden  Promontory,  the 
di8tan^  vast  Pacific  —  and  feels  himself  a  Freeman  in 
this  vast  Theatre,  and  commanding  each  ready  pro- 
duced fruit  of  this  wilderness,  and  each  progeny  of 
this  stream  —  His  exaltation  is  not  less  than  Imperial. 
He  is  as  gentle,  too,  as  he  is  great :  Hia  emotions  of 
tendemesa  keep  pace  with  his  elevation  of  sentiment ; 
for  he  says,  *  These  were  made  by  a  good  Being,  who, 
unsought  by  me,  placed  me  here  to  enjoy  them.*  He 
becomea  at  once  a  Child  and  a  King.  His  mind  is  in 
himself;  from  hence  he  argues,  and  from  hence  he 
acts ;  and  he  argues  unerringly,  and  acta  magisterially : 
His  mind  in  himself  is  also  in  his  God ;  and  therefore 
he  lovea,  and  therefore  he  soars.**  —  FVom  the  notes 
upon  The  Hurrieane,  a  Poem,  by  Wiluam  Gilbkrt. 

The  Reader,  I  am  sure,  will  thank  me  for  the  abova 
Quotation,  which,  though  from  a  strange  book,  is 
of  the  finest  pasnges  of  modem  Eogiish  pna9. 
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Note  5,  II.  582. 

•*  Alas  !  the  endowment  of  immortal  Power, 
Is  matched  unequally  with  custom,  time^^  &c. 

This  subject  is  treated  at  length  in  the  Ode  entitled 
•*  Imtimations  of  Immortality  from  Recollbctions 
OF  Early  Childhood,  p.  470. 

[This  Note  affords  an  appropriate  place  for  two  ex- 
tracts from  Coleriilge's  writings  —  one,  a  comment, 
and  the  other  a  description  of  that  temperament  of 
which  there  are  manifestations  throughout  this  ode : 

**To  the  *Ode  on  the   intimations  of  Immortality 

from  Recollections  of  Early  Childhood,'  the  Poet  might 

have  prefixed  the  lines  which  Dante  addresses  to  one 

of  his  own  Canzoni :  — 

*Canzon!  io  credo,  che  saranno  radi 
Che  tua  ragione  intendan  bone : 
Tanto  lor  sei  fiidcoso  ed  alto !" 

'  O  lyric  song,  there  will  be  few,  think  !, 
Who  may  thy  import  understand  aright : 
Thou  art  for  them  bo  arduous  and  so  high !' 

^  But  the  ode  was  intended  for  such  readers  only  as 
had  been  accustomed  to  watch  the  flux  and  reflux  of 
their  inmost  nature,  to  venture  at  times  into  the  twi- 
light realms  of  consciousness,  and  to  feci  a  deep  inte- 
rest  in  modes  of  inmost  being,  to  which  they  know 
that  the  attributes  of  time  and  space  are  inapplicable 
and  alien,  but  which  yet  cannot  be  conveyed,  save  in 
symbols  of  time  and  space.  For  such  readers  the 
sense  is  sufficiently  plain,  and  they  will  be  as  little 
disposed  to  charge  Mr.  Wordsworth  with  believing  the 
Platonic  pre-existence  in  the  ordinary  interpretation  of 
the  words,  as  I  am  to  believe  that  Plato  himself  ever 
meant  or  taught  it 

voi  itxia  ^(\fit 
'TLviov  IvtI  tpapirpas 
^iivSvra  avvcriifftv  is 
AI  rd  irJv,  fpftrfvitav 
Xar/^ci.  <ro<pbs  h  roX- 

Xd  iiSt^s  i^vf ' 
Ma^dwrti  6if  \d0fMn 
HayyXuKrfflqf  xdpaKCf  &(, 
'Acpavra  yafrnt/ttv 
Aids  rpif  Spvi&a  ^tiov. PiNDAR :  Otymp.  11.** 

CoLERiDOK :  *BiogTaphia  IMerariOy*  Ch.  xxii. 


M 


" To  find  no  contradiction  in  the  union  of  old 

and  new,  to  contemplate  the  Ancient  of  Days  with 
feelings  as  fresh  as  if  they  then  sprang  forth  at  his  own 
fiat,  this  characterizes  the  minds  that  feci  the  riddle  of 
the  world,  and  may  help  to  unravel  it !  To  carry  on  the 
feelings  of  childhood  into  the  powers  of  manhood,  to 
combine  the  child's  sense  of  wonder  and  novelty  with 
the  appearances  which  every  day  for  perhaps  forty 
years  had  rendered  familiar. 

With  Sun  and  Moon  and  Siara  iliroiiirhout  iho  year, 

And  Man  and  Woman 

this  is  the  character  and  privilege  of  genius,  and  one 
of  the  marks  which  distinguish  genius  from  talents." 
*  The  Friend,'  Vol.  I.  p.  183. H.  R] 


Note  6,  p.  sea. 

Knowing  the  heart  of  Man  is  sei  to  be,^^ 

The  passage  quoted  from  Daniel  is  taken  fr 
poem  addressed  to  the  Lady  Margaret,  Coonte 
Cumberland,  and  the  two  last  lines,  printed  in  It 
are  by  him  translated  from  Seneca.  The  whole  1 
is  very  beautiful  I  will  transcribe  (bar  stanai 
it,  as  they  contain  an  admirable  picture  of  the 
of  a  wise  Man^s  mind  in  a  time  of  public  cqbhin 

*  Nor  is  he  moved  with  all  Che  tbunder-cracfai 
Of  Tyrant's  threats,  or  with  the  surly  brow 
Of  Power,  that  proudly  sits  oo  other's  ciinMs; 
Charged  with  more  crying  nns  than  tttase  he  checks 
The  storms  of  sad  coofusion  that  may  grow 
Up  in  the  prnent  for  the  coming  times, 
Appal  not  him ;  that  hath  no  side  at  all. 
But  of  himself,  and  knows  the  womt  can  iaIL 

Although  his  heart  (so  near  allied  to  earth) 
Cannot  but  pity  the  perplexed  state 
Of  troublous  and  distressed  mortality, 
l*hat  thus  make  way  unto  the  ogly  Birth 
Of  their  own  Sorrows,  and  do  still  beget 
Affliction  upon  Imbecihty: 
Yet  seeing  thus  the  coarse  of  things  moM  ran. 
He  looks  thereon  not  strange,  but  as  fon-doat. 

And  whilst  distraught  Ambition  compasses. 
And  is  encompassed,  while  as  Crafi  deceives. 
And  is  deceived :  whilst  Man  doth  ransack  Man, 
And  builds  on  blood,  and  rises  by  distress ; 
And  th*  Inheritance  of  desolation  leaves 
T\>  greatrexpecting  Hopes ;  He  looks  thereoo. 
As  from  the  shore  of  Peace,  with  imwet  eye. 
And  bears  no  venture  in  Impiety. 

Thus.  Lady,  fares  that  Man  that  hath  prepared 
A  Rest  for  his  desires ;  and  sees  all  things 
Beneath  him ;  and  hath  learned  this  Book  of  Mm. 
Full  of  the  notes  of  frailty ;  and  ccnnpared 
The  best  of  Glory  with  her  sufierings : 
By  whom,  I  see,  you  labour  all  you  can 
To  plant  your  heart !  and  set  your  thooghM  ss  as* 
His  glorious  Mansion  as  your  powers  can  bear. 

[♦••*•••• 

This  concord.  Lady,  of  a  well^tuned  mind 

Hath  been  so  set  by  that  all-working  hand 

Of  Heaven,  that  though  the  world  hath  done  his 

To  put  it  out  by  discords  most  unkind ; 

Yet  doth  it  still  in  perfect  union  stand 

With  God  and  man ;  nor  ever  will  be  fbrced 

From  that  most  sweet  accord ;  but  still  agree. 

Equal  in  fortune's  inequality.' 


I  have  added  to  the  quotation  another  stana 
admirable  poem  ;  though  not  in  immediate  ogb 
with  the  former  stanzas,  it  may  be  resided  as 
the  same  picture.  In  transcribing  this  stai 
thoughts  have  turned  to  Wordsworth*s  own  d 
and  career  —  the  purity  of  purpose  with  whici 
voted  himself  to  his  high  calling*,  and  the  oa 
with  which,  through  the  evil  and  the  i^ood  re 
criticism,  he  has  adhered  to  it — H.  R.] 
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:  tkx  observations  prefixed  to  that  portion  of  this 
▼ohune  which  was  published  many  years  ago, 
UDdbr  the  title  of  *'  Lyrical  Ballads,"  have  so  little 
^  a  q)ecial  application  to  the  greater  part  of  the 
weteat  enlarged  and  diversified  collection,  that 
icy  could  not  with  propriety  stand  as  an  Intro- 
Qctioii  to  it.  Not  deeming  it,  however,  expedient 
»  suppress  that  exposition,  slight  and  imperfect 
■  it  is^  of  the  feelings  which  had  determined  the 
boioe  of  the  subjects,  and  the  principles  which 
ad  regulated  the  composition  of  those  Pieces,  I 
ttve  transferred  it  to  an  Appendix,  to  be  attended 
(1^  or  not,  at  the  pleasure  of  the  Reader. 

In  the  Preface  to  that  part  of  <<  The  Recluse," 
ildy  published  under  the  title  of  **  The  Excur- 
iotkf^  I  have  alluded  to  a  meditated  arrangement 
iT  my  minor  Poems,  which  should  assist  the  at- 
ealive  Reader  in  perceiving  their  connexion  with 
neh  other,  and  also  their  subordination  to  that 
ilTork.  I  shall  here  say  a  few  words  explanatory 
if  this  arrangement,  as  carried  into  effect. 

The  powers  requisite  for  the  production  of 
wetry  are,  first,  those  of  observation  and  descrip- 
ioD,  t.  e.  the  ability  to  observe  with  accuracy 
hings  as  they  are  in  themselves,  and  with  fidelity 
o  describe  them,  unmodified  by  any  passion  or 
eeling  existing  in  the  mind  of  the  Dcscriber : 
rhether  the  things  depictecf  be  actually  present  to 
lie  senses,  or  have  a  place  only  in  the  memory. 
Phis  power,  though  indispensable  to  a  Poet,  is  one 
rhich  he  employs  only  in  submission  to  necessity, 
ind  never  for  a  continuance  of  time :  as  its  exer- 
use  supposes  all  the  higher  qualities  of  the  mind 
o  be  passive,  and  in  a  state  of  subjection  to  exter- 
ml  objects,  much  in  the  same  way  as  the  Trans- 
ator  or  Engraver  ought  to  be  to  his  Original. 
tdly.  Sensibility, — which,  the  more  exquisite  it  is, 
he  wider  will  be  the  range  of  a  Poet*s  perceptions ; 
md  the  more  will  he  be  incited  to  observe  objects, 
loth  as  they  exist  in  themselves  and  as  re-acted 
ipon  by  his  own  mind.  (The  distinction  between 
MeCic  and  human  sensibility  has  been  marked  in 
be  character  of  the  Poet  delineated  in  the  original 
preface,  before-mentioned.)  3dly,  Reflection,^ 
rhich  makes  the  Poet  acouainted  with  the  value 


of  actions,  images,  thoughts,  and  feelings ;  and 
assists  the  sensibility  in  perceiving  their  con- 
nexion with  each  other.  4thly,  Imagination  and 
Fancy, — to  modify,  to  create,  and  to  associate. 
5thly,  Invention, — by  which  characters  are  com- 
posed out  of  materials  supplied  by  observation ; 
whether  of  the  Poet's  own  heart  and  mind,  or  of 
external  life  and  nature ;  and  such  incidents  and 
situations  produced  as  are  most  impressive  to  tho 
imagination,  and  most  fitted  to  do  justice  to  the 
characters,  sentiments,  and  passions,  which  the 
Poet  undertakes  to  illustrate.  And,  lastfy,  Judg- 
ment,— to  decide  how  and  where,  and  in  ■%  hat  de- 
gree, each  of  these  faculties  ought  to  be  exerted ; 
so  that  the  less  shall  not  be  sacrificed  io  the 
greater ;  nor  the  greater,  slighting  the  less,  arro- 
gate, to  its  own  injury,  more  than  its  due.  By 
judgment,  also,  is  determined  what  are  the  laws 
and  appropriate  graces  of  every  species  of  com- 
position. 

The  materials  of  Poetry,  by  these  powers  col- 
lected and  produced,  are  cast,  by  means  of  various 
moulds,  into  divers  forms.  The  moulds  may  be 
enumerated,  and  the  forms  specified,  in  the  fol- 
lowing order.  1st,  the  Narrative, — including  the 
Epopoeia,  the  Historic  Poem,  the  Tale,  the  Ro- 
mance, the  Mock-heroic,  and,  if  the  spirit  of  Ho- 
mer will  tolerate  such  neighbourhood,  that  dear 
production  of  our  days,  the  metrical  Novel.  Of 
this  Class,  the  distinguishing  mark  is,  that  the 
Narrator,  however  liberally  his  speaking  agents 
be  introduced,  is  himself  the  source  from  which 
everything  primarily  flows.  Epic  Poets,  in  order 
that  their  mode  of  composition  may  accord  with 
the  elevation  of  their  subject,  represent  themselves 
as  singing  from  the  inspiration  of  the  Muse,  *'  Ar- 
ma  virumque  cano ;"  but  this  is  a  fiction,  in  mo- 
dem times,  of  slight  value :  the  Iliad  or  the  Para- 
dise Lost  would  gain  little  in  our  estimation  by 
being  chanted.  The  other  poets  who  belong  to 
this  class  are  commonly  content  to  tell  thcar  rale  * 
— so  that  of  the  whole  it  mav  be  affirmed  that 
they  neither  require  nor  reject  the  accompanianent 
of  music. 

2dly,  The  Dramatic^— consisting  of  Tnigsdy, 
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Historic  Drama,  Comedy,  and  Masque,  in  wiiich 
the  poet  does  not  appear  at  all  in  his  own  penon, 
and   where  the   whole  action  is  carried  on  by 
speech  and  dialogue  of  the  agents ;  music  being 
admitted    only    incidentally    and    rarely.    The 
Opera  may  be  placed  here,  inasmuch  as  it  pro- 
ceeds by  dialogue  ;  though  depending,  to  the  de- 
gree that  it  does,  upon  music,  it  has  a  strong  claim 
to  be  ranked  with  the  Lyrical.     The  characteristic 
and  impassioned  Epistle,  of  which  Ovid  and  Pope 
have  given  examples,  considered  as  a  species  of 
monodrama,  may,  without  impropriety,  be  placed 
in  this  class. 

3dly,  The  Lyrical,— containing  the  Hynm,  the 
Ode,  the  Elegy,  the  Song,  and  the  Ballad ;  in  all 
which,  for  the  production  of  their  fvU  effect,  an 
accompaniment  of  music  is  indispensable. 

4thly,  Th^  Idyllium,— descriptive  chiefly  either 
oi*  the  processes  and  appearances  of  external  na- 
ture, as  the  Seasons  of  Thomson ;  or  of  charac- 
ters, manners,  and  sentiments,  as  are  Shenstone*s 
Schoolmistress,  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  of 
Burns,  The  Twa  Dogs  of  the  same  Author ;  or 
of  these  in  conjunction  with  the  appearances  of 
Nature,  as  most  of  the  pieces  of  Theocritus,  the 
Allegro  and  Penseroso  of  Milton,  Beattie's  Min- 
strel, Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village.  The  Epi- 
taph, the  Inscription,  the  Sonnet,  most  of  the  epis- 
tles of  poets  writing  in  their  own  persona,  and  all 
loco-descriptive  poetry,  belong  to  this  class. 

5thly,  Didactic, — the  principal  object  of  which 
is  direct  instruction ;  as  the  Poem  of  Lucretius, 
the  GJeorgics  of  Virgil,  The  Fleece  of  Dyer,  Ma- 
son's **  English  Garden,"  &c. 

And,  lastly,  philosophical  satire,  like  that  of 
Horace  and  Juvenal ;  personal  and  occasional  Sa- 
tire rarely  comprehending  sufficient  of  the  general 
in  the  individual  to  be  dignified  with  the  name  of 
poetry. 

Out  of  the  three  last  has  been  constructed  a 
composite  order,  of  which  Young's  Night  Thoughts, 
and  Cowper's  Task,  are  excellent  examples. 

It  is  deducible  from  the  above,  that  poems,  ap- 
parently miscellaneous,  may  with  propriety  be 
arranged  cither  with  reference  to  the  powers  of 
mind  predominant  in  the  production  of  them ;  or 
to  the  mould  in  which  they  are  cast ;  or,  lastly, 
to  the  subjects  to  which  they  relate.  From  each 
of  these  considerations,  the  following  Poems  have 
!>ocn  divided  into  classes ;  which,  that  the  work 
may  more  obviously  correspond  with  the  course 
of  human  life,  and  for  the  sake  of  exhibiting  in  it 
the  three  requisites  of  a  legitimate  whole,  a  begin- 
nmg,  a  middle,  and   an  end,  have  been  p^ 


ranged,  as  far  as  it  was  possible,  aoooidiog 

order  of  time,  commencing  with  Childhooc 

terminating  with  Old  Age,  Death,  and  Immor 

My  guiding  wish  was,  that  the  small  {Mcoes  \ 

volume,  thus  discriminated,  might  be  re^ 

under  a  two-fold  view;  as  composing  an 

work  within  themselves,  and  as  adjuncts 

philosophical  Poem,  "The  Recluse."    Th 

rangement  has  long  presented  itself  habita 

my  own  mind.     Nevertheless,  I  should  hai 

ferred  to  scatter  them  at  random,  if  I  hac 

persuaded  that,  by  the  plan  adopted,  any 

material  would  be  taken  from  the  natural  e£ 

the  pieces,  individually,  on  the  mind  of  the 

fleeting  Reader.     I  trust  there  is  a  suffidi 

riety  in  each  class  to  prevent  this ;  while,  fS 

who  reads  with  reflection,  the  arrangeroei 

serve  as  a  commentary  unostentatiously  dii 

his  attention  to  my  purposes,  both  partical 

general.    But,  as  I  wish  to  guard  against  tl 

sibility  of  misleading  by  this  classificatk» 

proper  first  to  remind  the  Reader,  that  \ 

poems  are  placed  according  to  the  powers  of 

in  the  Author's  conception,  predominant 

production  of  them ;  predominant^  which  i 

the  exertion  of  other   faculties  in  less  ( 

Where  there  is  more  imagination  than  fiuM 

poem,  it  is  placed  under  the  head  of  imagi 

and  vice  verad.    Both  the  above  classes 

without  impropriety  have  been  enlarged  fro 

consisting  of  "  Poems  founded  on  the  Afled 

as  might  this  latter  from  those,  and  from  th 

<' proceeding    from  Sentiment    and  Refle 

The  most  striking  characteristics  of  each 

mutual  illustration,  variety,  and  proportioi 

governed  me  throughout. 

It  may  be  proper  in  this  place  to  state,  t 

Extracts  in  the  Second  Class,  entitled  ^  Ji 

Pieces,"  are  in  many   places   altered  fro 

'  printed  copy,  chiefly  by  omission  and  compr 

,  The  slight  alterations  of  another  kind  were 

most  part  made  not  long  ailer  the  publics 

the  Poems  from  which  the  Extracts  are  I 

'  These  Extracts  seem  to  have  a  title  to  be 

i  here,  as  they  were  the  productions  of  youi 

I  represent   implicitly   some  of  the   feature 

I  youthful  mind,  at  a  time  when  images  of 

supplied  to  it  the  place  of  thought,  sentimei 

almost  of  action ;  or  as  it  will  be  found  exp 

of  a  state  of  mind  when 

**  the  sounding  cataract 


Haunted  mc  like  a  passion :  the  tall  rock. 
The  mountain,  and  the  deep  and  gloomj 


I  o/-k    o  r. 


*  These  Poems  are  now  printed  cntira. 
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of  evoking  and  combining.  The  imagination  is 
formed  by  patient  observation;  the  fancy  by  a 
voluntary  activity  in  shiding  the  scenery  of  the 
nAind.  The  more  accurate  the  imagination,  the 
more  safely  may  a  painter,  or  a  poet,  undertake  a 
delineation,  or  a  description,  without  the  presence 
of  the  objects  to  be  characterised.  The  mon;  ver- 
satile the  fancy,  the  more  original  and  striking 
will  be  the  decorations  produced." — British  iS'y- 
nanyms  discriminated^  by  W,  Taylor. 

Is  not  this  as  if  a  man  should  undertake  to  sup- 
ply an  account  of  a  building,  and  be  so  intent  upon 
be  mtde.  All  Poets,  except  the  dramatic,  have  ;  what  he  had  discovered  of  the  foundation,  as  to 
in  the  practice  of  feigning  that  their  works  conclude  his  task  without  once  looking  up  at  the 
composed  to  the  music  of  the  harp  or  lyre:  i  superstructure?  Here,  as  in  other  instances 
With  what  degree  of  afl^tation  this  has  been  done  throughout  tlw  volume,  the  judicious  Author's 
h  modem  tiroes,  I  leave  to  the  judicious  to  deter-  mind  is  enthralled  by  Etymology ;  he  takes  up  the 
■nne.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  not  been  dis-  ,  original  word  as  his  guide  and  escort,  and  too 
poted  to  violate  probability  so  far,  or  to  make  oden  does  not  perceive  how  soon  he  becomes  its 
■Dch  a  lai^  demand  upon  the  Reader's  charity,  prisoner,  without  liberty  to  tread  in  any  path  but 
Some  of  these  pieces  are  essentially  lyrical ;  and,  that  to  which  it  confines  him.  It  is  not  easy  to 
therefore,  cannot  have  their  due  force  without  a   find  out  how  imagination,  thus  explained,  diflers 


l%eir  enlouni  and  their  formi  were  then  to  me 
An  appetite,  a  feeling,  and  a  lore. 
That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm, 
Bj  thought  supplied,  ot  any  interest 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye." — 

will  own  that  I  was  much  at  a  loss  what  to  se- 
set  of  these  descriptions ;  and  perhaps  it  would 
Mve  been  better  either  to  have  reprinted  the  whole, 
ir  suppressed  what  I  have  given. 

None  of  the  other  Classes,  except  those  of 
?kncy  and  Imagination,  require  any  particular 
But  a  remark  of  general  application  may 


■upposed  musical  accompaniment ;  but,  in  much 
the  greatest  part,  as  a  substitute  for  the  classic 


from  distinct  remembrance  of  images ;  or  fancy 
from  quick  and  vivid  recollection  of  them :  each 


lyre  or  romantic  harp,  I  require  nothing  more  is  nothing  more  than  a  mode  of  mennory.     If  tlie 

two  words  bear  the  above  meaning,  and  no  other, 
what  term  is  led  to  designate  that  Faculty  of  which 
the  Poet  is  ''  all  compact  ;*'  he  whose  eye  glances 
from  earth  to  heaven,  whose  spiritual  attributes 
body  forth  what  his  pen  is  prompt  in  turning  to 
shape ;  or  what  is  lefl  to  characterise  Fancy,  as 
insinuating  herself  into  the  heart  of  objects  with 

creative  activity  ? Imagination,  in  the  sense 

of  the  word  as  giving  title  to  a  Class  of  the  fol- 
lowing Poems,  has  no  reference  to  images  that  are 
merely  a  faithful  copy,  existing  in  the  mind,  (»f 
absent  external  objects ;  but  is  a  word  of  higher 
import,  denoting  operations  of  the  mind  upon 
those  objects,  and  processes  of  creation  or  of  com- 
position, governed  by  certain  fixed  laws.  I  pro- 
coed  to  illustrate  my  meaning  by  instances.  A 
parrot  hangs  from  the  wires  of  his  cage  by  his 
beak  or  by  his  claws;  or  a  monkey  from  the 
bough  of  a  trre  by  his  paws  or  his  tail.  Karh 
creature  does  so  literally  and  actiiallv.  In  the 
first  Eclogue  of  Virgil,  the  Shepherd,  thinking  of 
the  time  when  he  is  to  take  Irrivr  of  his  Farm, 
thus  addresses  his  Goats : — 

*  Non  ego  vos  pontliac  viridi  proji-ctus  in  antro 
Duroosi  jmi^ere  procul  dc  riipr  vidcbo." 


than  an  animated  or  impassioned  recitation, 
■dapted  to  the  subject.  Poems,  however  humble 
in  their  kind,  if  they  be  good  in  that  kind,  cannot 
read  themselves:  the  law  of  long  syllable  and 
ahort  must  not  bo  so  inflexible, — ^the  letter  of  metre 
niist  not  be  so  impassive  to  the  spirit  of  versifi- 
cation,—as  to  deprive  the  Reader  of  a  voluntary 
power  to  modulate,  in  subordination  to  the  sense, 
the  music  of  the  poem ; — in  the  sanm  manner  as 
his  mind  is  left  at  liberty,  and  even  summoned,  to 
act  upon  its  thoughts  and  images.  But,  though 
the  accompaniment  of  a  musical  instrument  be 
frequently  dispensed  with,  the  true  Poet  does  not 
therefore  at>andon  his  privilege  distinct  from  that 
of  the  mere  Proseman ; 

**  He  murmurs  near  tlie  running  brooks 
A  music  sweeter  tlion  their  own.** 

I  come  now  to  the  consideration  of  the  words 
Fancy  and  Imagination,  as  employed  in  the  classi- 
fication of  the  following  Poems.  *'  A  man,"  says 
an  intelligent  author,  "  has  imagination  in  propor-* 
tion  as  he  can  distinctly  copy  in  idea  the  impres- 
sions of  sense :  it  is  the  faculty  which  imagts 
within  the  mind  the  phenomena  of  sensation.  A 
man  has  fancy  in  proportion  as  he  can  call  up, 
connect,  or  associate,  at  pleasure,  those  internal 
images  (forrttCiir  is  to  cause  to  appear)  so  as  to 


Half  way  down 


Hsngi  one  who  patlicni  ftamitfiire," 

complete  ideal  representations  of  absent  objects,    is  the  well-known  expression  of  Shakspeare,  de» 
Inpginatioa  is  the  power  of  depicting,  and  fancy  1  lineating  an  ordinary  image  upon  the  Cliib  of 
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Dover.  In  these  two  instancea  is  a  slight  exer- 
tion of  the  faculty  which  I  denominate  Imagina- 
tion, in  the  use  of  one  word :  neither  the  goats 
nor  the  samphire-gatherer  do  literally  hang,  as 
does  the  parrot  or  the  monkey ;  but,  presenting  to 
the  senses  something  of  such  an  appearance,  the 
mind  in  its  activity,  for  its  own  gratification,  con- 
templates them  as  hanging. 

**  As  when  far  off  at  Sea  a  Fleet  descried 
Hangs  in  the  clouds,  by  equinoctial  winds 
Qoee  sailing  from  Bengola,  or  the  Isks 
Of  Ternato  or  Tidore,  whence  Merchants  bring 
Their  s[Mcy  drugs ;  they  on  the  trading  flood 
Through  the  wide  Ethiopian  to  the  Cape 
Fly,  stemming  nightly  toward  the  Pole :  so  seemed 
Far  off  the  flying  Fiend.** 

Here  is  the  full  strength  of  the  imagination  in- 
volved in  the  word  hangty  and  exerted  upon  the 
whole  image :  First,  the  Fleet,  an  aggregate  of 
many  Ships,  is  represented  as  one  mighty  Person, 
whose  track,  we  know  and  feel,  is  upon  the  wa- 
ters :  but,  taking  advantage  of  its  appearance  to 
the  senses,  the  Poet  dares  to  represent  it  as  kang* 
ing  in  the  clouds^  both  for  the  gratification  of  the 
mind  in  contemplating  the  image  itself,  and  in 
reference  to  the  motion  and  appearance  of  the 
sublime  objects  to  which  it  is  compared. 

Frofn  images  of  sight  we  will  pass  to  those  of 
sound: 

**  Over  his  own  sweet  voice  the  Stockdove  broods  ;** 

of  the  same  bird, 

**  His  voice  was  buried  among  trees. 
Yet  to  be  come  at  by  the  breeze  ;** 

*"  O,  Cuckoo!  shall  I  call  thee  Bird, 
Or  but  a  wandering  Voice  7" 


The  Stock-dove  is  said  to  coo,  a  sound  well 
imitating  the  note  of  the  bird ;  but,  by  the  inter- 
vention of  the  metaphor  broodt,  the  affections  are 
called  in  by  the  imagination  to  assist  in  marking 
the  manner  in  which  the  Bird  reiterates  and  pro- 
longs her  sofl  note,  as  if  herself  delighting  to 
listen  to  it,  and  participating  of  a  still  and  quiet 
8a*isfaction,  like  that  which  mny  be  supposed  inse- 
jmrable  from  the  continuous  process  of  incubation. 
"  His  voice  was  buried  among  trees,"  a  metaphor 
expressing  the  love  of  seclusion  by  which  this 
Bird  is  marked  ;  and  characterising  its  note  as  not 
partaking  of  the  shrill  and  the  piercing,  and  there- 
fore more  easily  df^adonod  by  the  inter\'ening 
shade;  vet  a  note  so  peculiar  and  withal  so  pleas- 
ing, that  the  breeze,  gifted  with  that  love  of  the 
wound  which  the  Poet  feels,  penetrates  the  shade  |  something  of  the  power  oflife  to  appioziintte  il 


in  which  it  is  entombed,  and  oonveys  it  to  tte  en 
of  the  listener. 

••Shall  I  call  thee  Bird, 
Or  but  a  wandering  Voice  ?** 

This  concise  iDterrogation  characterises  tte 
seeming  ubiquity  of  the  voice  of  the  Cuckoo,  oi 
dispossesses  the  creature  almost  of  a  ooqx)reil 
existence ;  the  Imagination  being  tempted  to  tbii 
exertion  of  her  power  by  a  consciousness  in  tliB 
memory  that  the  Cuckoo  is  abnost  perpecoally 
heard  throughout  the  season  of  Spring,  bat  seldon 
becomes  an  object  of  sight. 

Thus  far  of  images  independent  of  each  other, 
and  immediately  endowed  by  the  mind  with  pny 
perties  that  do  not  inhere  in  them,  upon  an  iocito* 
ment  from  properties  and  qualities  theexistenoB 
of  which  is  inherent  and  obvioos.  These  prO' 
cesses  of  imagination  are  carried  on  either  by  coo* 
ferring  additional  properties  upon  an  object,  cr 
abstracting  from  it  some  of  those  which  it  actoaUj 
possesses,  and  thus  enabling  it  to  re-act  apoQ  tk 
mind  which  hath  performed  the  process,  hke  t 
Lew  existence. 

I  pass  from  the  Imagination  acting  upon  an 
individual  image  to  a  consideration  of  the  mm 
(acuity  employed  upon  images  in  a  conjnnctiQB 
by  which  they  modify  each  other.  The  Retder 
has  already  had  a  fine  instance  before  him  in  the 
passage  quoted  from  Virgil,  where  the  apparently 
perilous  situation  of  the  Groat,  hanging  upon  the 
shaggy  precipice,  is  contrasted  with  that  of  the 
Shepherd,  contemplating  it  from  the  seclusioa  of 
the  Cavern  in  which  he  lies  stretched  at  ease  and 
in  security.  Take  these  images  separately,  and 
how  unaffecting  the  picture  compared  with  that 
produced  by  their  being  thus  connected  with,  and 
opposed  to,  each  other ! 

**  As  a  huge  Stone  is  lometimee  seen  to  lie 
0>uched  on  the  bald  top  of  an  eminenoe, 
Wonder  to  all  who  do  the  same  esjyy 
By  what  means  it  could  thither  come,  and  whenoe, 
So  that  it  seems  a  thing  endued  with  sense. 
Like  a  Sea-beast  crawled  forth,  which  on  a  shelf 
Of  rock  or  sand  reposeth,  there  to  son  himselE 

Such  seemed  this  Man ;  not  all  alive  or  dead, 
Nor  all  asleep,  in  his  extreme  old  age. 
Motionless  as  a  cloud  the  old  Man  stood. 
That  hearcth  not  the  loud  winds  when  they  call. 
And  moveth  altogether  if  it  move  at  alL" 

In  these  images,  the  conferring,  the  abstracting, 
and  the  modifying  powers  of  the  Imagination,  im- 
mediately and  mediately  acting,  are  all  brought 
into  conjunction.     The  Stone  is  endowed  with 
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I  the  Sea-beast;  and  the  Sea-beast  stripiK-d  of   have  already  done  by  implication)  as  that  power 
of  its  vital  qualities  to  assimilate  it  to  the    which,  in  the  language  of  one  of  my  most  cs- 
;  which  intermediate  image  is  thus  treated    teemed  Friends,  **  draws  all  things  to  one  ;  which 
tbe  purpose  of  bringing  the  original  image, :  makes  things  animate  or  inanimiite,  beings  with 
of  the  stone,  to  a  nearer  resemblance  to  the    their  attributes,  subjects  with  their  accessaries, 
and  condition  of  the  aged  Man ;  who  is  di-  \  take  one  colour  and  serve  to  one  eflcct/'*     The 
of  80  much  of  the  indications  of  life  and  •  grand  store-houses  of  enthusiastic  and  meditative 

Imagination,  of  poetical,   as  contradistinguished 
from  human  and  dramatic  Imagination,  are  the 
Uler  what  has  been  said,  the  image  of  the  Cloud  '  prophetic  and  lyrical  parts  of  the  Holy  Scriptures, 
nd  not  be  commented  upon.  and  the  works  of  Milton,  to  which  I  cannot  for* 

Thus  far  of  an  endowing  or  modifying  power :  |  bear  to  add   those   of  Spenser.     I   select  these 


to  bring  him  to  the  point  where  the  two 
unite  and  coalesce  in  just  comparison. 


the  Imagination  also  shapes  and  createt ;  and 
T  By  innumerable  processes ;  and  in  none 
it  more  delight  than  in  that  of  consolidating 
iben  into  unity,  and  dissolving  and  separating 
■ity  into  number, — alternations  proceeding  from, 
lad  governed  by,  a  sublime  consciousness  of  the 
ool  in  her  own  mighty  and  almost  divine  powers. 
Laeur  to  the  passage  already  cited  from  Milton. 
¥lieD  the  compact  Fleet,  as  one  Person,  has  been 
Btffoduced  **  Sailing  from  Bengala,*'  '*  They,"  i.  e. 
bB  **  Merchants,**  representing  the  Fleet,  resolved 
nfto  a  Multitude  of  Ships,  *'  ply*'  their  voyage 
owards  the  extremities  of  the  earth :  ''  So**  (re- 
to  the  word  "  As*'  in  the  commencement) 


writers  in  prc^lerence  to  those  of  ancient  Greece 
and  Rome,  because  the  anthropomorphitism  of  the 
Pagan  religion  subjected  the  minds  of  the  greatest 
poets  in  those  countries  too  much  to  the  bondage 
of  definite  form ;  from  which  the  Hebrews  were 
preserved  by  their  abhorrence  of  idolatry.  This 
abhorrence  was  almost  as  strong  in  our  great  epic 
Poet,  both  from  circumstances  of  his  life,  and  from 
the  constitution  of  his  mind.  However  imbued 
the  surface  might  be  with  classical  literature,  he 
was  a  Hebrew  in  soul ;  and  all  things  tended  in 
him  towards  the  sublime.  Spenser,  of  a  gentler 
nature,  maintained  his  freedom  by  aid  of  his  alle- 


gorical spirit,  at  one  time  inciting  liim  to  create 
the  flying  Fiend  ;*'  the  image  of  his  Per- '  persons  out  of  abstractions ;  niid,  at  another,  by 
acting  to  recombine  the  multitude  of  Ships   a  superior  eifort  of  genius,  to  give  X\\v  universality 


into  one  body, — the  point  from  which  the  compa- 
riaoo  set  out.  *'  So  seemed,*'  and  to  whom  seemed  ? 
Fo  the  heavenly  Muse  who  dictates  the  poem,  to 
tha  eye  of  the  Poet's  mind,  and  to  that  of  the 
Bander,  present  at  one  moment  in  the  wide  Ethio- 
pian, and  the  next  in  the  solitudes,  then  first ; 
hnken  in  upon,  of  the  infernal  regions !  . 

*  Modo  me  Thcbii,  modo  ponit  Atheniiu** 


Hear  again  this  mighty  Poet, — speaking  of  the 
Messiah  going  forth  to  expel  from  Heaven  the 
lebellious  Angels, 

**  Attended  by  ten  thounand  thousand  Saints 
He  oDward  came :  far  off  his  coming  shone,** — 

the  retinue  of  Saints,  and  the  Person  of  the  Mes- 
liah  himself,  lr>st  almost  and  mopircil  in  the  splen- 
dour of  that  indcfmite  abstraction,  ''  His  com- 
ing!" 

As  I  do  not  mean  here  to  treat  this  subject  fur- 
ther than  to  throw  some  li^ht  upon  the  present 
Poems,  and  especially  upon  one  division  of  them, 
I  shall  spare  myself  and  the  Render  the  trouble 
of  considering  the  Imagination  ns  it  deals  with 
tbooghts  and  sentiments,  as  it  regulates  the  com- 
|H?si>KMi  of  characters,  and  determines  the  course 
of  acooos :  I  will  not  consider  it  ^more  than  I 


and  permanence  of  al»stractions  to  his  human  Ixs 
ings,  by  means  of  attributes  and  embtenrvs  that 
belong  to  the  hif^hest  moral  truths  and  the  purest 
sensations,— of  whi<rh  his  character  of  Una  is  a 
glorious  example.  Of  the  human  and  dramatic 
Imagination  the  works  of  Shakspeare  are  an  inex 
haustible  source. 


**  I  tax  not  you,  ye  Elements,  with  unkindnesa, 
I  ncrrr  gave  you  Kingdoms,  called  you  Daughters ! 


•n 


And  if,  bearing  in  mind  the  many  Ptx^s  distin- 
guished by  this  prime  quality,  whose  names  1 
omit  to  mention ;  yet  justified  by  a  recr)l  lection 
of  the  insults  which  the  Ignorant,  the  Incapable 
and  the  Presumptuous,  have  heaiKsl  u|K)n  these 
and  my  other  writings,  I  may  be  permitted  to  an- 
ticipate the  jud^jiwMit  of  posfrrity  ujxm  myself; 
I  shall  declare  (rrn^nrabln,  I  grant,  if  the  noto- 
riety  of  the  fact  alw»ve  stated  dries  not  justify  me) 
that  I  have  given,  in  th^sn  unfavourable  times, 
evidence  of  exertions  of  this  faculty  upon  its 
wortliiest  obj«»rts,  tho  ext<'rnal  uiiivers<?,  the  moral 
and  rrli:;inns  sf^ntimrnts  of  Man,  his  natural  wS* 
(ect ions,  and  his  ar<iuir(fl  passions;  which  have 
I  the  same  ennobling  tendency  as  the  productions 

*  Chtrlea  Lamb  u^oa  tbb  f^xmn  ^  Vknfjitf^ 
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of  men,  in  this  kind,  worthy  to  bo  holden  in  un- 
dying remembrance. 

This  subject  may  be  dismissed  with  observing 
— that,  in  the  series  of  Poems  placed  under  the 
head  of  Imagination,  I  have  begun  with  one  of  the 
earliest  processes  of  Nature  in  the  dcvelopement 
of  this  faculty.     Guidad  by  one  of  my  own  pri- 
mary consciousnesses,  1  have  represented  a  com- 
mutation and  transfer  of  internal   feelings,  co- 
operating with  external  accidents,  to   plant,  for 
immortality,  images  of  sound  and  sight,  in  the  ce- 
'estial  soil  of  the  Imagination.     The  Boy,  there 
introduced,  is  listening,  with  something  of  a  fever- 
ish and  restless  anxiety,  for  the  recurrence  of  the 
riotous  sounds  which  he  had  previously  excited  ; 
andy  at  the  moment  when  the  iutenscness  of  his 
mind  is  beginning  to  remit,  he  is  surprised  into  a 
perception  of  the  solemn  and  tranquillizing  images 
which  the  Poem  describes. — The  Poems  next  in 
succession  exhibit  the  faculty  exerting  itself  upon 
various  objects  of  the  external  universe ;  then  fol- 
low others,  where  it  is  employed  upon  feelings, 
characters,  and   actions  * ;  and  the  Class  is  con- 
cluded with  imaginative  pictures  of  moral,  politi- 
cal, and  religious  sentiments. 

To  the  mode  in  which  Fancy  has  already  been 
characterised  as  the  Power  of  evoking  and  com- 
bining, or,  as  my  friend  Mr.  Coleridge  has  styled 
it,  "  th'3  aggregative  and  associative  Power,"  my 
objection  is  only  that  the  defmition  is  too  general. 
To  aKsrcgnte  and  to  associate,  to  evoke  and  to 
cx)mbiue,  belong  as  well  to  the  Imagination  as  to 
the  Fancy :  but  cither  the  materials  evoked  and 
combined  are  different ;  or  they  are  brought  toge- 
ther under  a  different  law,  and  for  a  different  pur- 
pose. Fancy  does  not  require  that  the  materials 
which  she  makes  ujje  of  should  be  susceptible  of 
change  in  their  constitution,  from  her  touch ;  and, 
where  they  admit  of  modification,  it  is  enough  for 
her  purpose  if  it  be  slight,  limited,  and  evanescent. 
Directly  the  reverse  of  these,  are  the  desires  and 
demands  of  the  Imagination.  She  recoils  from 
every  thinor  but  the  plastic,  the  pliant,  and  the  in- 
definite. She  leaves  it  to  Fancy  to  describe  Queen 
Mab  as  coming, 

**  In  shape  no  bigger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  tlie  fore-fingcr  of  an  Alderman.** 

Having  to  speak  of  stature,  she  does  not  tell  you 
that  Ii'^r  gigantic  Angel  was  as  tall  as  Pompey's 
Pillir;  much  less  that  he  was  twelve  cubits,  or 
twelve  hundred  cubits  high ;  or  that  his  dimen- 

*  In  the  prcKpnt  edition,  such  of  these  as  were  fumished 
br  Scottish  subjects  are  incorporated  with  a  clast  entitled, 
Af  emorialfl  of  Toon  in  Scotkad. 


sions  equalled  those  of  Tcncrifle  or  Atlas;— fw-  | 
cause  these,  and  if  they  were  a  million  limes  n  \ 
high,  it  would  be  the  same,  are  bounded :  The  a-  ] 
pression  is,  ^  His  stature  reached  the  sky  !**  tKe 
illimitable  firmament! — ^When  the  ImagioitioB 
frames  a  comparison,  if  it  docs  not  strike  on  thu 
first  presentation,  a  sense  of  the  truth  of  the  like- 
ness, from  the  moment  that  it  is  perceived,  growi 
— and  continues  to  grow — upon  the  mind;  tliB 
resemblance  depending  less  upon  outline  of  fom 
and  feature,  than  upon  expression  and  effect;  lea 
upon  casual  and  outstanding,  than  upon  inbereot 
and  internal,  properties: — moreover,  the  imsgoi 
invariably  modify  each  other. — ^Tbe  law  under 
which  the  processes  of  Fancy  are  carried  on  isn 
capricious  as  the  accidents  of  things ;  and  the  tt 
fects  are  surprising,  playful,  ludicrous,  amusing, 
tender,  or  pathetic,  as  the  objects  happen  to  ba 
appositely  produced  or  fortunately  combtaei 
Fancy  depends  upon  the  rapidity  and  profuaoQ 
with  which  she  scatters  her  thoughts  and  imagei; 
trusting  that  their  number,  and  the  felicity  witk 
which  they  are  linked  together,  will  make  anieodi 
for  the  want  of  individual  value :  or  she  pridei 
herself  upon  the  curious  subtilty  and  the  suooesi- 
ful  elaboration  with  which  she  can  detect  tbdr 
lurking  affinities.  If  she  can  win  you  over  to  ber 
purpose,  and  impart  to  you  her  feelings,  she  am 
not  how  unstable  or  transitory  may  be  her  infiiH 
ence,  knowing  that  it  will  not  be  out  of  her  povff 
to  resume  it  upon  an  apt  occasion.  But  the  Ima- 
gination is  conscious  of  an  indestructiblo  domi- 
nion ; — the  Soul  may  fall  away  from  it,  not  being 
able  to  sustain  its  grandeur ;  but,  if  once  felt  aod 
acknowledged,  by  no  act  of  any  other  facuUy  of 
the  mind  can  it  be  relaxed,  impaired,  or  dimin- 
ished.— Fancy  is  given  to  quicken  and  to  bei^niiLe 
the  temporal  part  of  our  Nature,  Imagination  to 
incite  and  to  support  the  eternal. — Yet  is  it  not  tlie 
less  true  that  Fancy,  as  she  is  an  active,  is  alfc, 
under  her  own  laws  and  in  her  own  spirit,  a  on^ 
ative  faculty.  In  what  manner  Fancy  ambitious K 
aims  at  a  rivalship  with  the  Imagination,  and  Ima- 
gination stoops  to  work  with  the  materials  of 
Fancy,  might  be  illustrated  from  the  composiii-.w 
of  all  eloquent  writers,  whether  in  prose  or  wr*-; 
and  chiefly  from  those  of  our  own  Countn*. 
Scarcely  a  page  of  the  impassioned  parts  of  Bish-p 
Taylor's  Works  can  be  opened  that  shall  n(A  af- 
ford examples. — Referring  the  Reader  to  those 
inestimable  Volumes,  I  will  content  mvself  *i:h 
placing  a  conceit  (ascribed  to  Lord  Chestertiold)  in 
contrast  with  a  passage  from  the  Paradise  Lost  :— 

**  The  dews  of  the  evening'  moet  cuefttlly  ihaa, 
^      TVsAi  «n  the  tears  of  the  sky  ftr  the  loa  of  tfat  8n.l 


PREFACE  TO  THE  EDITION  OP  1816. 


647 


tlie  tmnagreMion  of  Adcun,  Milton,  with 
appearances  of  sympathising  Natarey  thus 
I  the  immediate  consequence, 

f  lowered,  and  muttering  thunder,  some  sad  drops 
ipi  at  oompledoD  of  the  mortal  sin.^ 

iMociating  link  is  the  same  in  each  instance ; 
w  or  rain,  not  distinguishable  from  the  liquid 
KDce  of  tears,  are  employed  as  indications  of 
w.  A  flash  of  surprise  is  the  efiect  in  the 
sr  case;  a  flash  of  surprise,  and  nothing 

;  for  the  nature  of  things  does  not  sustain 
ombinatiou.  In  the  latter,  the  efiects  of  the 
if  which  there  is  this  immediate  consequence 
risible  sign,  are  so  momentous,  that  the  mind 
Dwledges  the  justice  and  reasonableness  of 
jmpaUiy  in  Nature  so  manifested ;  and  the 
■eopa  drops  of  water  as  if  with  human  eyes, 
Barth  had  before,  trembled  from  her  entrails, 
Mature  given  a  second  groan/' 
re-stricken  as  I  am  by  contemplating  the 
ttkMis  of  the  mind  of  this  truly  divine  Poet,  I 
ely  dare  venture  to  add  that "  An  Address 

Infant,''  which  the  reader  will  find  under  the 
.  of  Fancy  in  the  present  Volume,  exhibits 
thing  of  this  communion  and  interchange  of 
iments  and  functions  between  the  two  pow- 
and  is,  accordingly,  placed  last  in  the  class, 

preparation  for  that  of  Imagination  which 


daily,  I  will  refer  to  Cotton's  **Ode  upon 
er,**  an  admirable  composition,  though  stained 
some  peculiarities  of  the  age  in  which  he 
» for  a  general  illustration  of  the  characteris- 
»f  Fancy.  The  middle  part  of  this  ode  con- 
a  roost  lively  description  of  the  entrance  of 
er,  with  his  retinue,  as  '*  A  palsied  King," 
iret  a  military  Monarch, — advancing  for  con* 
;  with  his  Army ;  the  several  bodies  of  which, 
beir  arms  and  equipments,  are  described  with 
ddity  of  detail,  and  a  profusion  o^  fanciful 
larisoos,  which  indicate  on  the  part  of  the 
extreme  activity  of  intellect,  and  a  corre- 
ient  hurry  of  delightful  feeling.  Winter 
from  the  Foe  into  his  fortress,  where 


Of  aofereign  juice  is  cellared  in ; 
Liquor  that  will  the  ncgt  maintain 
Should  Phcebus  ne*er  return  agahu** 

igh  myself  a  water-drinker,  I  cannot  resist 
>leasure  of  transcribing  what  follows,  as  an 
Doe  still  more  happy  of  Fancy  employed  in 
tfgatment  of  feeling  than,  in  its  pieoeding 


passages,  the  Poem  suppUes  of  her  management 
of  forms. 

••  *Tis  that,  that  gives  the  Poet  rage, 
And  thaws  the  gelljM  blood  of  Age ; 
Matures  the  Young,  resloiee  the  Old, 
And  makes  the  Aintiag  Gowird  bold. 

It  lays  the  careful  head  to  rest. 
Calms  palpitations  in  the  breast, 
Renders  our  lives*  misfortune  sweet ; 


Then  let  the  chill  Sirocco  Uow, 
And  gird  us  round  with  hills  of  snow, 
Or  else  go  whistle  to  the  shore. 
And  make  the  hoUow  "vwintiins  roar, 

Whilst  we  together  jorial  sit 
CaseleM^  and  crowned  with  mirth  and  wit, 
Where,  though  bleak  winds  confine  nshnmH^i 
Our  fcaeies  round  the  worid  ahaJl  roam. 

We*ll  thmk  of  all  the  Friends  we  know. 
And  drink  to  all  worth  drinking  to ; 
When  having  drunk  all  thine  and  mine. 
We  rather  shall  want  healths  than  winOi 

But  where  Friends  &il  us,  we*ll  supply 
Our  friendships  with  our  charity ; 
Men  that  remote  in  sorrows  live. 
Shall  by  our  lusty  Brinmicrs  thrive. 

We*ll  drink  the  wanting  into  Wealth, 
And  those  that  languish  mto  health  ; 
The  Afflicted  into  joy;  th'  Oppiest 
Into  security  and  rest 


The  Worthy  in  disgrace  shaU  find 
Favour  return  again  more  kind, 
And  in  restraint  who  stifled  lie. 
Shall  taste  the  air  of  liberty. 

The  Brave  shall  triumph  in  success. 
The  Lovers  shall  have  Mistresaes, 
Poor  unregarded  Virtue,  praise. 
And  the  neglected  Poet,  Bajra. 

ITini  shaU  our  healths  do  others  good, 
WhiUt  we  ourselves  do  all  we  would ; 
For,  freed  from  envy  and  fWmi  care, 
Wbal  would  we  be  but  what  w«  are  r 

It  reaiains  that  I  should  express  my  regret  a 
the  neoessity  of  separating  my  compositions  froir 
some  beautiful  Poems  of  Mr.  Coleridge,  with 
which  they  have  been  long  associated  in  publica- 
tion. The  feelings  with  which  that  joint  publica- 
tion was  made,  have  been  gratified ;  its  end  is  an- 
swered ;  and  the  time  is  come  when  considerations 
of  general  propriety  dictate  the  separation.  Four 
short  pioces  are  the  work  oC  a  Female  Friend ; 
and  the  Reader,  to  whom  they  may  be  acceptable, 
is  indebted  to  me  for  his  pleasure ;  if  any  one 
regard  them  with  dislike,  or  bo  dispoeed  lo  ooo- 
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demn  them,  let  the  censure  fall  upon  him  who, 
trusting  in  his  own  sense  of  their  merit  and  their 
fitness  for  the  place  which  they  occupy,  extorted 
them  from  the  Authoress. 

When  I  sate  down  to  write  this  preface,  it  was 
my  intention  to  have  made  it  more  comprehen- 


sive ',  but  as  all  that  I  deem  necessary  is  expresN^ 
I  will  here  detain  the  reader  no  longer:— wkit I 
have  further  to  remark  shall  be  introduced  in  i 
Supplementary  Essay.* 


*  See  Appendix  II. 


NOTE  IN  EDITION  OF  1846 


Much  the  greatest  part  of  the  foregoing  Pdems  have 
hftfii|h|rT  long  before  the  public  that  no  prefatory  matter, 
eifMliMory  of  any  portion  of  them  or  of  the  arrange- 
ment which  has  been  adopted,  appears  to  be  required ; 


and  had  it  not  been  for  the  observations  ooottiad  ii 
these  Prefaces  upon  the  principles  of  Poetry  in  geaenl 
they  would  not  have  been  reprinted  even  as  an  Appcsii 
in  this  Edition. 


DEDICATION 


PREFIXED  TO  THE  EDITION  OF  1816 


^^•^^^^^■^^^i^^^^^^^^^l^^i^^l^^^V^^^^^^V^^fV^^^^^^^t^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^'^^^WM^'^'^ 


TO 


SIR  GEORGE  ROWLAND  BEAUMONT,  BART 


j 


Mt  dear  Sir  George, 

Accept  mj  thanks  for  the  permission  given  me  to 
dedicate  these  Poems  to  you.  —  In  addition  to  a  lively 
pleasure  derived  from  general  considerations,  I  feel  a 
particular  satisfaction ;  for  by  inscribing  them  with  your 
Name,  I  seem  to  myself  in  some  degree  to  repay,  by  an 
appropriate  honour,  the  great  obligation  which  I  owe  to 
one  part  of  the  Collection — as  having  been  the  means 
of  first  making  us  personally  known  to  each  other. 
Upon  much  of  the  remainder,  also,  you  have  a  peculiar 
claim,  —  for  several  of  the  best  pieces  were  composed 
under  the  shade  of  your  own  groves,  upon  the  classic 
ground  of  Coleorton;  where  I  was  animated  by  the 
recollection  of  those  illustrious  Poets  of  your  Name 
and  Family,  who  were  bom  in  that  neighbourhood; 
and,  we  may  be  assured,  did  not  wander  with  indiffer- 
ence by  the  dashing  stream  of  Grace  Dieu,  and  among 
the  rocks  that  diversify  the  forest  of  Chamwood. — Nor 
is  there  any  one  to  whom  such  parts  of  this  Collection 


as  have  been  inspired  or  coloured  by  the  beaotifiri 
Country  from  which  I  now  address  you,  could  be  pra* 
sented  with  more  propriety  than  to  yourself— who  haft 
composed  so  many  admirable  Pictures  finom  the  spf* 
gestions  of  the  same  scenery.  Early  in  life,  the  m^ 
limity  and  beauty  of  this  Region  excited  your  aiimi» 
tion ;  and  I  know  that  you  are  bound  to  it  in  mind  If  i 
still-strengthening  attachment 

Wishing  and  hoping  that  this  Work  may  survive  ii 
a  lasting  memorial  of  a  friendship,  which  I  leckos 
among  the  blessings  of  my  life, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
My  dear  Sir  Gieorge, 

Yours  most  afiectionately  and  frithfblly, 
WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

RtPAL  MoUHT,  WBtTMOEBLAm, 
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Wim  the  yoang  of  both  Sexes,  Poetry  is,  like  love, 
;  but,  for  much  the  {rreater  part  of  those  who 
proud  of  its  power  over  their  minds,  a  neces- 
9ff  aoQD  arises  of  breaking  the  pleasing  bondage ;  or  it 
of  itself ;  —  the  thoughts  being  occupied  in  do- 
or the  time  engrossed  by  business.  Poetry 
only  an  occasional  recreation ;  while  to 
whose  existence  passes  away  in  a  course  of  fash- 
pleasure,  it  is  a  species  of  luxurious  amuse- 
.— In  middle  and  declining  age,  a  scattered  number 
persons  resort  to  poetry,  as  to  religion,  for  a 
fnlectioo  against  the  pressure  of  trivial  employments, 
■ad  M  a  consolation  for  the  afflictions  of  life.  And,  last- 
^g  there  are  many,  who,  having  been  enamoured  of  this 
•It  IB  their  youth,  have  found  leisure,  after  youth  was 
to  cultivate  general  literature ;  in  which  poetry 
eootinued  to  be  comprehended  as  a  study, 
IdIo  the  above  Classes  the  Readers  of  poetry  may 
be  divided  ;  Critics  abound  in  them  all ;  but  from  the 
het  only  can  opinions  be  collected  of  absolute  value, 
■ad  worthy  to  be  depended  upon,  as  prophetic  of  the 
of  a  new  work.  The  young,  who  in  nothing 
ipe  delusion,  are  especially  subject  to  it  in  their 
iatetooarse  with  Poetry.  The  cause,  not  so  obvious  as 
Ito  fret  is  unquestionable,  is  the  same  as  that  from 
wUch  erroneous  judgments  in  this  art,  in  the  minds 
ef  BOD  of  all  ages,  chiefly  proceed ;  but  upon  Youth 
ilopeiatee  with  peculiar  force.  The  appropriate  busi- 
MM  of  poetry,  (which,  nevertheless,  if  genuine,  is  as 
It  as  pure  science,)  her  appropriate  employ- 
her  privilege  and  her  Jti/y,  is  to  treat  of  things 
BOt  as  they  ore,  but  as  they  appear ;  not  as  they  exist 
hi  themselvee,  but  as  they  seem  to  exist  to  the  senses 
tad  to  the  passions.  What  a  world  of  delusion  does 
due  acknowledged  principle  prepare  for  the  inexp^ 
rienced !  what  tempUtions  to  go  astray  are  here  held 
ftffth  ibr  them  whose  thoughts  have  been  little  disci- 
plined by  the  understanding,  and  whose  feelings  revolt 
fnm  the  sway  of  reason !  ^  When  a  juvenile  Reader 
a  ia  the  height  of  his  rapture  with  some  vicious  pae- 
■boold  experience  throw  in  doubts,  or  oommon- 


f  See  Appendix  L,  p.  648.— H.  R.] 
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sense  suggest  suspicions,  a  lurking  conscioosnen  that 
the  realities  of  the  Muse  are  but  shows,  and  that  her 
liveliest  excitements  are  raised  by  transient  shocks  of 
conflictmg  feeling  and  successive  assemblagef  ofteon- 
tradictory  thoughts — is  ever  at  hand  to  jostii^'ejtba- 
vagance,  and  to  sanction  absurdity.  But,  it  may  be 
asked,  as  these  illusions  are  unavoidable,  and,  no  doubt, 
eminently  useful  to  the  mind  as  a  process,  whst  good 
can  be  gained  by  making  observations^  the  tendency  of 
which  is  to  diminish  the  confidence  of  youth  in  its 
feelings,  and  thus  to  abridge  its  innocent  and  even 
profitable  pleasures  1  The  reproach  implied  in  the  ques- 
tion could  not  be  warded  ofi^  if  Youth  were  incapable 
of  being  delighted  with  what  is  truly  excellent;  or,  if 
these  errors  always  terminated  of  themselves  in  due 
season.  But,  with  the  majority,  though  their  force  be 
abated,  they  continue  through  life.  Moreoitr,  the  fire 
of  youth  is  too  vivacious  an  element  to  be  extinguished 
or  damped  by  a  philosophical  remark;  and,  while  there 
is  no  danger  that  what  has  been  said  will  be  injurious 
or  painful  to  the  ardent  and  the  confident,  it  may  prove 
beneficial  to  those  who,  being  enthusiastic,  are,  at  the 
same  time,  modest  and  ingenuoua  The  intimation 
may  unite  with  their  own  misgivings  to  regulate  their 
sensibility,  and  to  bring  in,  sooner  than  it  would  other- 
wise have  arrived,  a  more  discreet  and  sound  judg- 
ment 

If  it  should  excite  wonder  that  men  of  ability,  in 
later  life,  whose  understandings  have  been  rendered 
!  acute  by  practice  in  a&irs,  should  be  so  easily  and  so 
I  fiur  imposed  upon  when  they  happen  to  take  up  a  new 
work  in  verse,  this  appears  to  be  the  cause;  —  thatt 
having  discontinued  their  attention  to  poetry,  whatever 
progress  may  have  been  made  in  other  departments  of 
knowledge,  they  have  not,  as  to  this  art,  advanced  in 
true  discernment  beyond  the  age  of  youth.  Ifi  then,  a 
new  poem  falls  in  their  way,  whose  attractkxw  are  of 
that  kind  which  would  have  enraptured  them  daring 
the  heat  of  youth,  the  judgment  not  being  unproved  to 
a  degree  that  they  shall  be  disgusted,  they  are  das- 
xled ;  and  prixe  and  cherish  the  faults  fcr  having  hed 
power  to  make  the  present  time  vanish  before  then, 

and  to  throw  the  mind  back,  ee  by  enchentawl,  into 
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the  happiest  season  of  life.  As  they  read,  powers 
seem  to  be  revived,  passions  are  regpenerated,  and 
pleasures  restored.  The  Book  was  probably  taken  up 
after  an  escape  from  the  burthen  of  busineas,  and  with 
a  wish  to  forget  the  world,  and  all  its  vexations  and 
anxieties.  Having  obtained  this  wish,  and  so  mnch 
more,  it  i«  natural  that  they  should  make  report  as  they 

have  felt 

If  Men  of  mature  age,  through  want  of  practice,  be 
thus  easily  beguiled  into  admiration  of  absurdities,  ex- 
travagances, and  misplaced  ornaments,  thinking  it  pro- 
per that  their  understandings  should  enjoy  a  holiday, 
while  they  are  unbending  their  minds  with  verse,  it 
may  be  expected  that  such  Readers  will  resemble  their 
fbrmer  selves  also  in  strength  of  prejudice,  and  an  in- 
aptitude to  be  moved  by  the  unostentatious  beauties  of 
a  pure  style.  In  the  higher  poetry,  an  enlightened 
Gritk)  chiefly  looks  fbr  a  reflection  of  the  wisdom  of 
the  heart  and  the  grandeur  of  the  imagination. 
Wherever  these  appear,  simplicity  accompanies  them ; 
Magnificence  herself,  when  legitimate,  depending  upon 
a  simplicity  of  her  own,  to  regulate  her  ornaments. 
But  it  is  a  well-known  property  of  human  nature,  that 
our  estimates  are  ever  governed  by  comparisons,  of 
which  we  are  conscious  with  various  degrees  of  dis- 
tinctness. Is  it  not,  then,  inevitable  (confining  these 
observations  to  the  efiects  of  style  merely)  that  an  eye, 
accustomed  to  the  glaring  hues  of  diction  by  which 
such  Readers  are  caught  and  excited,  will  for  the  most 
pert  be  rather  repelled  than  attracted  by  an  original 
Work,  the  colouring  of  which  is  disposed  according  to 
a  pure  and  refined  scheme  of  harmony  1  It  is  in  the 
fine  arts  as  in  the  afiairs  of  life,  no  man  can  serve  (i.  e. 
obey  with  zeal  and  fidelity)  two  Masters. 

As  Poetry  is  most  just  to  its  own  divine  origin  when 
it  administers  the  comforts  and  breathes  the  spirit  of 
religion,  they  who  have  learned  to  perceive  this  truth, 
and  who  betake  themselves  to  reading  verse  for  sacred 
purposes,  must  be  preserved  from  numerous  illusions  to 
which  the  two  Classes  of  Readers,  whom  we  have  been 
considering,  are  liable.  But,  as  the  mind  grows  seri- 
ous from  the  weight  of  life,  the  range  of  its  passions 
is  contracted  accordingly ;  and  its  sympathies  become 
80  exclusive,  that  many  species  of  high  excellence 
wholly  escape,  or  but  languidly  excite,  its  notice.  Be- 
sides, men  who  read  flrom  religious  or  moral  inclina- 
tions, even  when  the  subject  is  of  that  kind  which 
they  approve,  are  beset  with  misconceptions  and  mis- 
takes peculiar  to  themselves.  Attaching  so  much  im- 
portance to  the  truths  which  interest  them,  they  are 
prone  to  over-rate  the  Authors  by  whom  these  truths 
are  expressed  and  enforced.  They  come  prepared  to 
impart  so  much  passion  to  the  Poet*s  language,  that 
they  remain  unconscious  how  little,  In  fact,  they  re-  • 
ceive  from  it  And,  on  the  other  hand,  religious  faith 
is  to  him  who  holds  it  so  momentous  a  thing,  and  error 
aj^ieara  to  be  attended  with  such  tremendous  conse- 


quences, that,  if  opmions  touching  upon  leligiaa 
which  the  Reader  condemns,  he  not  oolj  ctnoot 
pathise  with  them,  however  animated  the 
but  there  is,  for  the  most  part,  an  end  pat  to  all 
&ction  and  enjoyment    Love,  if  it  before  ezkli( 
converted  into  dislike ;  and  the  heart  of  the  Rate 
set  against  the  Author  and  his  book. — To  thM» 
cesses,  they,  who  fhtm  their  professiQiis  oogfat  till 
the  most  guarded  against  them,  are  perfaapi  the  Hi 
liable ;  I  mean  those  sects  whose  religioo,  beiiif  &■  li- 
the calculating  understanding,  w  cold  and  fonaiL  Bv 
when  Christianity,  the  religion  of  humility,  it  fmM 
upon  the  proudest  faculty  of  our  nature,  wfait  oi  li 
expected  but  contradictions  t    Accordingly,  UieMi^.: 
of  this  cast  are  at  one  time  contemptuous;  it 
being  troubled,  as  they  are  and  must  be,  witb 
misgivings,  they  are  jealous  and  suspicious ;—iiJil 
all  seasons,  they  are  under  teroptatioa  to  sapjiiy,  If 
the  heat  with  which  they  defend  their  teDe(i,tbe» 
mation  which  is  wanting  to  the  oonstitutioo  cf  tk» 
ligion  itself 

Faith  was  given  to  man  that  his  afibcUoDi,  detieU 
from  the  treasures  of  time,  might  be  incImedtoKflll 
upon  those  of  eternity :  —  the  elevation  of  hii  hM^ 
which  this  habit  produces  on  earth,  berogtohinip^ 
sumptive  evidence  of  a  future  state  of  exiitaiee;  wi 
giving  him  a  title  to  partake  of  its  holinen.  Thi  » 
ligious  man  values  what  he  sees  chiefly  u  in  ''i^i^ 
feet  shadowing  forth*'  of  what  he  is  incapable  of  fl^ 
ing.    The  concerns  of  religion  refer  to  indefimH  ^ 
jects,  and  are  too  weighty  fbr  the  mind  to  HffiA 
them  without  relieving  itself  by  resting  a  gnat  pit 
of  the  burthen  upon  words  and  symbols.    TIm  ca» 
merce  between  Man  and  his  Maker  cannot  be  cuiiii 
on  but  by  a  process  where  much  is  represented  iattp 
tie,  and  the  Infinite  Being  accommodates  hinM^toi 
finite  capacity.    In  all  this  may  be  pcrceited  thi 
aflinity  between  religion  and  poetry ;  —  between  fA> 
gion  —  making  up  the  deficiencies  of  reason  by  fA\ 
and  poetry  —  passionate  for  the  instruction  of  reasoi; 
between  religion  —  whose  element  is  infinitude,  ill 
whose  ultimate  trust  is  the  supreme  of  things,  eolBi^ 
ting  herself  to  circumscription,  and  reconciled  to  ni^ 
stitutions:   and   poetry  —  ethereal  and  transceoiM 
yet  incapable  to  sustain  her  existence  without  semoov 
incarnation.    In  this  community  of  nature  may  be  pe^ 
ceived  also  the  lurking  incitements  of  kindred  emr; 
— so  that  we  shall  find  that  no  poetry  has  been  noR 
subject  to  distortion,  than  that  species,  the  arjrunert 
and  scope  of  which  is  religious ;  and  no  loven  of  tki 
art  have  gone  fiirther  astray  than  the  pioos  and  tki 
devout 

Whither  then  shall  we  turn  fbr  that  anno  of  qoib* 
fications  which  must  necessarily  exist  before  the  ^ 
cisions  of  a  critic  can  be  of  absolute  TsJue  ?  For  t 
mind  at  once  poetical  and  philosophical ;  fbr  a  critie 
whose  afl^tioos  are  as  free  and  kindly  m  the  apirilflf 
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hoee  understand  in^f  is  severe  as  that  of 
jrovemment  1  Where  are  we  to  look  for 
composare  of  mind  which  no  selfishness 
For  a  natural  sensibility  that  has  been 
cyrrectness  without  losing  any  thing  of 
;  and  for  active  faculties  capable  of  an- 
denoands  which  an  Author  of  original 
ball  make  upon  them,  —  associated  with 
lat  cannot  be  duped  into  admiration  by 

unworthy  of  it?  —  Among  those  and 
KS  never  having  suffered  their  youthful 

to  remit  much  of  its  force,  have  applied 
oration  of  the  laws  of  this  art  the  best 
t  understandings.  At  the  same  time  it 
Ted  —  that,  as  this  Class  comprehends 
ments  which  are  trust-worthy,  so  does 

most  erroneous  and  perverse.    For  to 

is  worse  than  to  be  untaught ;  and  no 
fquals  that  which  is  supported  by  system, 
so  difficult  to  root  out  as  those  which 
ding  has  pledged  its  credit  to  uphold, 
are  contained  Censors,  who,  if  they  be 
what  is  good,  are  pleased  with  it  only 
flimpees,  and  upon  fdlse  principles;  who, 
eneralise  rightly  to  a  certain  point,  are 

for  it  in  the  end  ; — who,  if  they  stum- 
iind  rule,  are  fettered  by  misapplying  it, 
f  it  too  far ;  being  incapable  of  perceiv- 
NJght  to  yield  to  one  of  higher  order, 
d  Critics  too  petulant  to  be  passive  to 
et,  and  too  feeble  to  grapple  with  him ; 
[e  upon  them  to  report  of  the  course 
Ids  whom  they  are  utterly  unable  to 
confounded  if  he  turn  quick  upon  the 
id  if  he  soar  steadily  **  into  the  region  ;** 
sied  imaginations  and  indurated  hearts; 
ds  all  healthy  action  is  languid,  —  who 

as  the  many  direct  them,  or,  with  the 
edy  after  vicious  provocatives ; — Judges, 
B  is  auspicious,  and  whose  praise  omi- 
B  class  meet  together  the  two  extremes 
>r8t 

itions  presented  in  the  foregoing  series 
igrscious  a  nature  to  have  been  nuule 
ance ;  and,  were  it  only  on  this  account, 

the  reader  to  try  them  by  the  test  of 
3  experience.  If  the  number  of  Judges 
confidently  relied  upon  be  in  reality  so 
It  to  follow  that  partial  notice  only,  or 
vp9  long  continued,  or  attention  wholly 
their  merits — must  have  been  the  fate  of 

the  higher  departments  of  poetry ;  and 
3ther  hand,  numerous  productions  have 
pularity,  and  have  passed  away^  leaving 
«  behind  them : — it  will  be  Anther  ibood, 
thors  have,  at  length,  raiaed  themselves 
dmiratioo  and  maintained  their  gioandi 


errom  and  prejudices  have  prevailed  oonceming  their 
genius  and  their  works,  which  the  few  who  are  con- 
scious of  those  errors  and  prejudices  would  deplore ;  if 
they  were  not  recompensed  by  perceiving  that  there 
are  select  Spirits  for  whmn  it  is  ordained  that  their 
fame  shall  he  in  the  world  an  existence  like  that  of 
Virtue,  which  owes  its  being  to  the  struggles  it  makes, 
and  its  vigour  to  the  enemies  whom  it  provokes ; — a 
vivacious  quality,  ever  doomed  to  meet  with  opposition, 
and  still  triumphing  over  it;  and,  from  the  nature  of 
its  dominion,  incapable  of  being  brought  to  the  sad 
conclusion  of  Alexander,  when  he  wept  that  there 
were  no  more  worlds  for  him  to  conquer. 

Let  us  take  a  hasty  retrospect  of  the  poetical  litera- 
ture of  this  Country  for  the  greater  part  of  the  last 
two  Centuries,  and  see  if  the  facts  support  these  infer- 
ences. 

Who  is  there  that  can  now  endure  to  read  #e 
''Creation'*  of  Dubartas?  Yet  all  Europe  onee  ro- 
sounded  with  his  praise ;  he  was  caressed  by  Kings ; 
and,  when  his  Poem  was  translated  into  our  language, 
the  Faery  Queen  faded  before  it  The  name  of  Spen- 
ser, whose  genius  is  of  a  higher  order  than  even  that 
of  Ariosto,  is  at  this  day  scarcely  known  beyond  the 
limits  of  the  British  Isles.  And  if  the  valil^  of  his 
works  is  to  be  estimated  from  the  attention  now  paid 
to  them  by  his  Countrymen,  compared  with  that  which 
they  bestow  on  those  of  some  other  writers,  it  must  be 
pronounced  small  indeed. 

**The  laurel,  meed  of  migfaty  Cooqaerois 
And  Poets  nge**— 

are  his  own  words ;  but  his  wisdom  has,  in  this  par- 
ticular, been  his  worst  enemy;  while  its  opposite, 
whether  in  the  shape  of  folly  or  madness,  has  been 
their  best  friend.  But  he  was  a  great  power;  and 
bears  a  high  name :  the  laurel  has  been  awarded  to 
him. 

A  Dramatic  Author,  if  he  write  for  the  Stage,  most 
adapt  himself  to  the  taste  of  the  Audience,  or  they 
will  not  endure  him ;  accordingly  the  mighty  genius 
of  Shakspeare  was  listened  ta  The  people  were  de> 
lighted :  but  I  am  not  sufficiently  versed  in  Stage  an- 
tiquities to  determine  whether  they  did  not  flock  as 
eagerly  to  the  representation  of  many  pieces  of  con- 
temporary Autbora,  wholly  undeserving  to  appear  upon 
the  same  boards.  Had  there  been  a  formal  contest  for 
superiority  auKxig  dramatic  Writers,  that  Shakspears, 
like  his  predecessors,  Sophocles  and  Euripides,  woaU 
have  often  been  subject  to  the  mortification  of  seeoif 
the  prise  adjudged  to  sorry  competitors,  becomes  loo 
probable,  when  we  reflect  that  the  Admirers  of  SetU« 
and  Sbadwell  were,  in  a  later  age,  as  nunmuMS^  aa4 
reckoned  as  rsspectaUe  in  point  of  talent,  as  those  ot 
Dryden.  At  all  events,  that  Shakspeare  stooped  to 
aooommpdate  himself  to  the  People,  is  sofBcisntly  a^ 
parent;  and  one  of  the  most  strikiog  proofo  of  Ui 


^MDt  gwte^  K  Ou  ha  Hmy  tvra  to  M* 

^jpiB  Una  ■ktviab  vbkli  Ike  prapo* 

«f  Ik    tg*  tomtMai  him  la  nkka  Me  oC 

J  tlw  nattilloas  akiU  «pp«M«  wit  ■»  ban  hMM 

h  to  pmcot  lua  nntb  ftom  kaviog  nn*  ■dru>> 


•ooomM  far  pBBBKM  anrf  «•■■■■  UmI  uiat  ia  ki*  wi^ob. 
Miha  np«n  m  M^poBtioa  ihu  kmm  of  ttw  pwaa^ 
itf  Ibaa,  •  fcel  wlikfe  in  07  «wa  nlnd  I  ham  no  douU 
oC  wv*  Mstol  ■  It  lk«  rUjvm,  ir  Um  Knlificatam' 

•/tWoMTl  I 

But  iImI  hia  Wtrfe^  wbal«?ar  A)|4it  ba  Untir  rcMftiaaj 
utnn  the  lUt*.  wait  lilik  Impmnin  opua  Uie  rvltng; 
Intellectj  of  Ibe  time,  ntj  he  iit&md  60111  ih«  &ct 
that  l^ird  IhooD,  ID  hia  mnlti&noua  wnltuga,  now 
«ilJb«r  ijootaa  «r  anodaa  to  him.*— Hu  dmnatic  e 
lattM  fnahkJ  hfaa  In  nwama  ;ar«an  of  the  atagv 
■■•vlte  RMbntim;  but  Drjiivn  t*lt*  ua  tlial  ti 
tia*  t««  of  th»  flkj*  of  Saaonunt  aad  Fletcher  ww* 
■end  ftr  «— rf  ShttmtewL  And  ao  6int  ud  Ik 
wth«fiiriplawrfllMpQelkbewilieaofhiadnnDi» 
ia  UM  line  ot  Pti^  that,  in  faia  Edilioa  of  the  Pla}« 
with  •  view  of  mtdefatg  u>  the  general  Reader  a  n^ 
eaavy  Mrric*.  ha  printed  between  inrcrlod  cemi 
dioae  paaMffw  which  he  Iboushl  hkM  wonhjr  aTnoliea, 

At  tbi*  dajp,  the  French  Cnlica  have  abated  nothing 
of  thpir  irrnHon  to  ihia  darliDK  of  nir  Nation :  "  the 
Gncliah,  with  tbcir  BulEia  do  Sliakapearf,"  ia  aa  &• 
■lilMr  aa  eirpmainn  tawng  Uiem  aa  b  the  time  of 
Vellair*.  Baiun  Grunm  ia  the  only  French  ttrilrr  who 
■ermi  to  have  prrrpired  hii  infinila  mpcriotitj  U 
rtnrt  Dunra  of  ihn  Ftfnch  Thcairp;  an  aiirauU^ 
which  liie  I'aruian  Critic  owed  lu  hii  German  hluid 
tjid  (trrman  aducatiun.  The  moat  pnlightcnnd  Italian^ 
Ihoaub  well  ncquaintod  with  our  Unf^njfp,  ire  wbollj 
inoompetcnl  In  tneaaure  the  praporliunn  uT  Shakipeare. 
*nw  Gcrmana  oolr,  of  foreign  nitions,  irf  approaching 
lowerda  a  knowledge  and  feehng  of  what  he  u. 
aome  napeeta  tbejr  have  acquired  •  cuperioril;  o«i>r 
the  tellow-counliymt^n  of  tho  Poet :  for  amonj;  ub  it  ia 
a  cumnt,  1  might  My.  an  eatablished  opinion,  that 
ShakapnarD  ia  juitly  praiaed  whea  ho  ii  pronounced  to 
be  "a  wild  irregular  geniua,  in  whom  great  fautts  are 
compenaitHl  hjr  great  beauliea."  How  long  mtf  it  be 
berorn  liii*  miaconeeption  paasca  away,  and  il  beeomea 
luiivenally  acknowledged  that  the  judgment  of  Shah- 
apearo  ju  the  aeleclion  of  hia  materiaU,  and  in  the 
manner  in  which  he  has  made  them.  heTerogeneoiu  aa 
Ihny  (iflen  are,  conatituto  a  anily  of  their  own.  and 
oontribuiA  all  Ui  una  great  end,  ia  not  leaa  admirable 

•Tlw  hamari  llnkxwUI  (*  Ihtnl  adilion  of  whoM  beat  baan 
*Um  lUM.  wrtMni  W  nlUf  Ih*  (mir  ■•  Muching  Niloie^  par 
plnal  aiW  iIWIMmI  itwuj, "  i1ia«  Iri.mplunlljr  lh«  nuaca  of 
ArtertKll»n,ll.lli»a.»1HiV*".""*i*n™tl>«pd«>rg..     1 
nie  hai  nt  dafwowl*!  1  Inn  !>'  hisIih  n<>  mmiHin  of  Shak-    1 
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nbl  he  gained  more  thao  he  asked ;  this  I  be- 
k  ip  tnie;  but  Dr.  JohnaoD  has  fallen  into  a 

when  he  attempU  to  prove,  by  the  sale 

that  Milton*8  Countrymen  were  **Just  to 

inl  appearance.  Thirteen  hundred  Copies 

Id  two  years;  an  uncommon  example,  he 

the  pfermlence  of  ^oius  in  opposition  to  so 

enmity  as  Milton's  public  conduct  had 
t  Bbt,  be  it  remembered  that,  if  Milton*s  po- 
iiii  friigioos  opinions,  and  the  manner  in  which 

them,  had  raised  him  many  enemies,  they 
hhn  numerous  friends ;  who,  as  all  person- 
|Mr  WW  passed  away  at  the  time  of  publication, 
hi  enger  to  procure  the  master-work  of  a  Man 
MNy  levered,  and  whom  they  would  be  proud  of 
1^    Hie  demand  did  not  immediately  increase ; 
^M|e  Br.  Johnson,  '^many  more  Readers'*  (he 
fflnmii  in  the  habit  of  reading  poetry)  **  than 
^tiiiii!  at  first  the  Nation  did  not  afford."  How 
Kvinl  a  writer  be  who  can  make  this  assertion 
ttae  ef  so  many  existing  title-pages  to  belie  it ! 
k  Ib  my  own  shelves,  I  find  the  folio  of  Cowley, 
kioBt  1081.  A  book  near  it  is  Flatman's  Poems, 
hko»  1686.    Waller,  5th  Edition,  same  date. 
■■M  of  Norris  of  Bemerton  not  long  after  went, 
^  through  nine  Editions.     What  further  de- 
Hve  might  be  for  these  works  I  do  not  know, 
ill  lemember,  that  25  years  ago,  the  Booksell- 
!■  hi  London  swarmed  with  the  folios  of  Cow- 
Mi  ii  not  mentioned  in  disparagement  of  that 
Iter  and  amiable  Man ;  but  merely  to  show — 
1filtoo*s  work  was  not  more  read,  it  was  not 
>  leaden  did  not  exist  at  the  time.    The  early 
I  ef  the  Paradise  Lost  were  printed  in  a  shape 
lHowed  th^m  to  be  sold  at  a  low  price,  yet  only 
fieeof  the  Work  were  sold  in  11  years;  and 
tioa,  aays  Dr.  Johnson,  had  been  satisfied  fhmi 
1 1644,  that  is  21  years,  with  only  two  Editions 
RTorke  of  Shakspeare ;  which  probably  did  not 
r  nake  1000  Copies ;  fiicts  adduced  by  the  critic 
I  the  **  paucity  of  Readers." — There  were  Read- 
■altitudes ;  but  their  money  went  for  other  pur- 

■  their  admiration  was  fixed  elsewhere.  We 
loriied,  then,  to  affirm,  that  the  reception  of  the 
t  Lost,  and  the  slow  progress  of  its  fame,  are 

■  itriking  as  can  be  desired  that  the  positions 
!  am  attempting  to  establish  are  not  erroneous.* 
•mosing  to  shape  to  one's  self  such  a  critique 
it  of  Charles's  days,  or  a  Lord  of  the  Miscella- 

tnding  Journalist  of  King  William's  time, 
Ave  brought  forth,  if  he  had  set  his  faculties 


k 

m 

f 


nptfwi  upon  this  fubjcct :  in  hii  dedication  of 
to  Lord  Sumen,  he  writes  that:   **  It  was  your 
a  besutifQl  Edition  of  PandiPe  Lort  d»t 
inwwpparible  Poem  to  be  generally  known  sad 


industrionsly  to  work  upon  this  Poem,  every  where 
impregnated  with  ariginai  excellence  ! 

So  strange  indeed  are  the  obliqu*ties  of  admiration, 
that  they  whose  opinions  are  much  influenced  by  au- 
thority will  often  be  tempted  to  think  that  there  are  no 
fixed  principlesf  in  human  nature  for  this  art  to  rest 
upon.  I  have  been  honoured  by  being  permitted  to  pe- 
ruse in  MS.  a  tract  composed  between  the  period  of 
the  Revolution  and  the  close  of  that  Century.  It  is  the 
Work  of  an  English  Peer  of  high  accomplishments,  its 
object  to  fbrm  the  character  and  direct  the  studies  of 
his  Son.    Perhaps  nowhere  does  a  more  beautiful  trea- 
tise of  the  kind  exist    The  good  sense  and  wisdom  of 
the  thoughts,  the  delicacy  of  the  feelings,  and  the 
charm  of  the  style,  are,  throughout,  equally  conspicu- 
ous.   Yet  the  Author,  selecting  among  the  Poets  of 
his  own  Country  those  whom  he  deems  most  worthy 
of  his  son's  perusal,  particularises  only  Lord  Rochester, 
Sir  John  Denham,  and  Cowley.    Writing  about  the 
same  time,  Shaftesbury,  an  Author  at  present  unjustly 
depreciated,  describes  the  English  Muses  as  only  yet 
lisping  in  their  Cradles. 

The  arts  by  which  Pope,  soon  afterwards,  contrived 
to  procure  to  himself  a  more  general  and  a  higher 
reputation  than  perhaps  any  English  Poet  ever  attain- 
ed during  his  life-time,  are  known  to  the  judicious. 
And  as  well  known  is  it  to  them,  that  the  undue  exer- 
tion of  these  arts  is  the  cause  why  Pope  has  for  some 
time  held  a  rank  in  literature,  to  which,  if  he  had  not 
been  seduced  by  an  over-love  of  immediate  popularity, 
and  had  confided  more  in  his  native  genius,  he  never 
could  have  descended.  He  bewitched  the  nation  by 
his  melody,  and  dazzled  it  by  his  polished  style,  and 
was  himself  blinded  by  his  own  success.  Having  wan- 
dered from  humanity  in  his  Eclogues  with  boyish  inex- 
perience, the  praise,  which  these  compositions  obtain- 
ed, tempted  him  into  a  belief  that  Nature  was  not  to 
be  trusted,  at  least  in  pastoral  Poetry.  To  prove  this 
by  example,  he  put  his  friend  Gay  upon  writing  thoeo 
Eclogues  which  the  Author  intended  to  be  burlesque. 
The  Instigator  of  the  work,  and  his  Admirers,  could 
perceive  in  them  iK>thing  but  what  was  ridiculous. 
Nevertheless,  though  these  Poems  contain  some  detest- 
able passages,  the  effect,  as  Dr.  Johnson  well  observes, 
**  of  reality  and  truth  became  conspicuous  even  when 
the  intention  was  to  show  them  grovelling  sihI  degra- 
ded." These  Pastorals,  ludicrous  to  those  who  prided 
themselves  upon  their  refinement,  in  spite  of  those  dis- 
gusting passages,  **  became  popular,  and  were  read  with 
delight,  as  just  representations  of  rural  manners  and 
occupations." 
Something  leas  than  60  years  after  the  publication  of 

t  Thii  opinion  eeew  actually  to  have  been  entertained  by 
Adam  Smith,  the  wont  critic,  David  Hume  not  excepted,  that 
Scotknd.  a  aoil  to  whfeh  thii  tort  of  weed  we  ma  tmimal.  ha« 
piodaecd. 
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Al  >  It  ippouvd  TlHont**  Wmtaii  wbaA  I 

WW  Ifmmaaf  failuwod  bf  kit  Oilier  Saunna.  It  m  t 
inA  of  ta^iimiaa  i  aiteb  of  tt  u  wtiii«ii  frota  hint- 
mICimIwAI]'  frjaihumrlC  Itow  <rM  it  Kcnrodl  "U 
«w  ^  MHwr  nad,"  at;*  mm  uT  IiIj  faaleroponrr  B>i> 
M^tan  "Umd  nnivxmtty  iilinirR] :  Uiob  only  u- 
«i^li|  flki  tmi  a«t  bvBD  wed  ki  fsol.  m  to  look  ft* 
^^il§%totiUf.^Md  t  foini  J  MWkMl  or  ^ik 
glOHaMe  <i4t,  ■  MDUt  Mfilim*  richly  tnniiMd  with 
lh]r»»,OtlW  wfluiw  of  «n  W^ipar  compi^int.  ToNoh 
Ua  MaBlf  alaMol  ifini  eooU  not  millljr  DMnmend 
)lHtf[  tiH,  bIIr  •  ■««  ■itMtiTB  pvoMl,  Hie;  1m>I  jpit 
Ito  hrtMr  cf  tWr  prajodiMfc  wtd  •itbtr  Mquirad  «c  •£- 
ftMtd  a  hmt  tuln.  A  few  otiun  atood  iIimC  aeraly 
hnwM  Ifcv  ha' >>«  M<»  Am' (1»  ortielM  of  Uwr 
pitf^  IIM*^  Hi  W^pil  IfeMMhM  to  M  »im]m 
dn^rir  «r  anr  MitaK  w "^  ■>""'  '"^  utvumL 
■MMiB*aiMHAi*aaliiiit>'b>d  ibnit  iiotk>iud» 
jhwi  If  lh»  ipflMUDi  I  rfm  port,  who  pmiih^I  to  ooa 
■rifctaV  1*1 1*  ■rinv  urf  Ilia  own  |[«bitu.    Bat,  in  k 


Wwteiilf  how  m  moj  pictnn*,  and  pictiinn  an  b^ 
■Mh^  ihoaU  luvo  nnved  Uii-ni  bot  hiotlr  to  trhat 
Ikiy  Mt  b  bw  dtacriptmM.  lli«  ttiKranioni.  loo,  ttw 
•■■iBw)B(>«fa  teodM  bmvT'Jvta  liMrt,eliKnn«dtlM 
■ate  M  )mi  letvinf  him  io  doubt,  whether  b« 
AmU  Bdn  ■dmtre  the  Poet  or  )ov«  tfao  Utn." 

nii  «n  appotn  to  brar  itronirlj  kgainil  u: — 
hM  «•  MMt  ftaifiiiih  b»lwTCD  wuodM  and  Irgiti- 
MMi  tiahtUti^  Ttn  nifeieet  of  the  work  i*  the 
ifeHgWi  pnAnil  ta  tba  ■tipeinncM  of  oBture  bjt  the 
imohrttM  of  tlw  jmr:  lai,  bjr  uodnrtaking  to  write 
ill  TPrwv  TVnMon  pled^  himtelf  to  treM  hia  sub- 
ject u  berame  ■  Poet  Nitw  it  »  remubsble  thai,  ex* 
GOpliiHt  tho  noctuntal  Reverie  or  Ltdy  Winchelse*, 
and  I  pe— ge  or  two  in  the  Wiodsor  Foreet  of  Pope, 
the  Po«1r]r  nf  the  period  intervening  between  the  pub- 
lieatioa  of  the  Pendiae  Lost  aod  the  Seadona  dace  not 
oontain  a  aingle  new  mage  of  eileinal  nature ;  and 
aonwly  preaenta  a  bmiliar  one  froin  which  it  can  be 
inferred  that  the  eje  of  tlie  Poet  had  been  ateadityBxed 
upon  hie  object,  much  leaa  that  hia  feeling  had  urged 
him  lo  work  upon  it  in  the  apirit  of  irenaine  imagination. 
To  what  a  low  atale  knowledge  of  the  moat  obviooa 
and  important  phenorocna  had  nink,  it  evident  from 
the  etjie  in  which  Di7den  haa  executed  a  deacriptioa 
of  Nif  ht  in  one  of  hit  Tngediei,  and  Pope  his  trana- 
lation  of  the  celebrated  maanliffal  scene  io  the  Iliad. 
A  blind  man,  in  the  habit  of  attending  accurately  to 
deecriptions  caaoallf  drof^ied  fmm  the  lipa  of  tfaoee 
around  him,  might  easily  depict  iheee  appeaiwtcea  with 
more  truth.  Dryden'a  linea  are  vagae,  bombaatic,  and 
nmelea^;  those  of  Pope,  thoagb  be  bed  UonieT  to 

*Caani  aim*  u  a  nigk^gtmn. 
All  Ihln^  are  hiuhni  «•  Naiun*!  lairiar  rteadt 
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et*  were  perceived,  till  the  elder  War- 
ycBTB  after  the  publication  of  the  Seap 
em  out  by  a  note  in  his  Esaay  on  the 
igs  of  Pope.  In  the  Castle  of  Indolence 
speaks  so  coldly)  these  characteristics 
I  conspicuoosly  displayed,  and  in  verse 
us,  and  diction  more  pure.  Yet  that 
neglected  on  its  appearance,  and  is  at 
light  only  of  a  Few ! 
son  died,  Collins  breathed  forth  his  re- 
giac  Poem,  in  which  he  pronounces  a 

* 

ipon  M'ln  who  should  regard  with  insen- 
ce  where  the  Poet's  remains  were  de- 
'oems  of  the  mourner  himself  have  now 
innumerable  Editions,  and  are  nniver- 
lut  if,  when  Collins  died,  the  same  kind 
had  been  pronounced  by  a  surviving 
is  the  number  whmn  it  would  not  have 
The  notice  which  his  poems  attained 
•time  was  so  small,  and  of  course  the 
leant,  that  not  long  before  his  death  he 
it  to  repay  to  the  Bookseller  the  sum 
Ivanced  for  them,  and  threw  the  Edition 

portance  to  the  Seasons  of  Thomson, 
derable  distance  from  that  work  in  order 
he  Reliques  of  Ancient  English  Poetry ; 
DQodelled,  and  in  numy  instances  (if  such 
in  terms  may  be  used)  composed  by  the 
cy.  This  work  did  not  steal  silently 
as  is  evident  from  the  number  of  legen- 
ch  appeared  not  long  after  its  publica- 
1  were  modelled,  as  the  Authors  persua- 
,  after  the  Old  Ballad.  The  Coropilap 
rer  ill  suited  to  the  then  existing  taste 
;  and  Dr.  Johnson,  *mid  the  little  senate 
ire  laws,  was  not  sparing  in  his  exertions 
bject  of  contempt  The  Critic  triumph- 
ry  imitators  were  deservedly  disregard- 
iservedly,  their  ill-imitated  models  sank, 
,  into  temporary  neglect ;  while  Burger, 
writers  of  Germany,  were  translating, 
3se  Reliques,  and  composing,  with  the 
»n  thence  derived.  Poems  which  are  the 
German  nation.  Dr.  Percy  was  so 
ridicule  flung  upon  his  labours  from  the 
inaensibiiity  of  the  PerMms  with  whom 
though  while  he  was  writing  under  a 
>t  wanted  resolution  to  follow  hia  genius 
I  of  true  simplicity  and  genuine  pathos 
by  the  exquisite  ballad  of  Sir  Cauline 


observatkifMi  npoo  ThooHOQ  ww  written,  I 
9d  Editioo  of  hii  SeMoot,  and  find  that  aviin 
lUDthtf  mart  itrikiiif  pMHgei  whirb  Warlon 
dauiatkn;  thaw,  with  other  inpmv«fB«nlm 
Ma  work,  omit  havs  bma  addsd  at  a  lalar 


and  by  many  other  piecesX  yet  when  be  appeared  in 
his  own  person  and  character  as  a  poetical  writer,  be 
adopted,  as  in  the  tale  of  The  Hermit  of  Warkworth* 
a  diction  scarcely  in  any  one  of  its  features  distinguish- 
able from  the  vague,  the  glossy,  and  unfeeling  language 
of  his  day.  I  mention  this  remarkable  ftctf  with  re- 
gret, esteeming  the  genius  of  Dr.  Percy  in  this  kind 
of  writing  superior  to  that  of  any  other  man  by  whom 
in  modem  times  it  has  been  cultivated.  That  even 
Burger  (to  whom  Klopstock  gave,  in  my  bearing,  a 
commendation  which  he  denied  to  G^Mbe  and  Schiller, 
pronouncing  him  to  be  a  genuine  Poet,  and  one  of  the 
few  among  the  Germans  whose  works  would  last,)  bad 
not  the  fine  sensibility  of  Percyt  might  be  shown  from 
many  passages,  in  which  he  baa  deserted  hie  original 
only  to  go  astray.    For  example. 

Now  daje  was  gone,  and  nigfat  wai 
And  aU  weia  fiMt  ailaapa. 
All  aava  the  Lady  Kmelineb 
Who  nte  in  her  bowre  to  weepe: 

And  aoone  riia  haaid  her  traa-lova'a 
Ldw  whispering  at  the  walia. 
Awake,  awake,  my  dear  Ladye, 
Tii  I  thy  troe-krve  calL 

Which  ia  thus  tricked  out  and  dilated: 


Ab  nun  die  Naeht  Gebug' 

Vermommt  in  RabanachaiteB, 

Und  Hochbnigi  Lampen  nber«n 

Scboo  ansgeflinnneit  batten, 

Und  allea  tief  entachlafen  war; 

Dodi  nnr  dai  FVaolein 

VoU  FiebenuigM,  Doch 

Und  aeinen  RiUer  dachte ; 

Da  hoit^ !  £tn  toawi 

Kam  leia'  empor  geflogea 

**  Ho,  Trudchen,  bo!    Da  bin  ich  aefario! 

Friach  aof!    Didi  angesQgen  T* 

But  from  humble  balUds  we  must  ascend  to 
All  hail,  Macpherson !  hail  to  thee,  Sire  of  Osstan ! 
The  Phantom  was  begotten  by  the  mng  embrace  of 
an  impudent  Highlander  upon  a  cloud  of  tradition — it 
travelled  southward,  where  it  was  greeted  with  accla- 
mation, and  the  thin  Consistence  took  itaeoorse  through 
Europe,  upon  the  breath  of  popular  applause.  The 
Editor  of  the  *'  Reliques**  had  indirectly  preferred  a 
claim  to  the  praise  of  invention,  by  not  concealing  thai 
his  supplementary  labours  were  considerable!  how 
selfish  his  conduct,  contrasted  with  that  of  the  disinler* 
csted  Gael,  who^  like  I^r,  gives  his  kingdom  away, 
and  is  oontent  to  become  a  pensioner  upon  bis  own 

t  nheiiflfone,  In  hU  N(«hiHilmlalrM».  givm  a  Milt  mofp  fptnarka* 
hie  Inilanre  of  Ihk  llmliltlr.  C)n  Ita  fliat  aptwaranre.  (ttee  IVImh. 
eli'atd  Mpfiea  of  0ie  riirtiMilltM  i^^  limialtira)  the  IHwai  was 
aooamiviiled  with  an  aimifil  fmm  nimnieniarx,  ilMiwIni,  aa  ki* 
dead  nime  limaifrtNaMi  ai|irvM|i«iB  In  iHe  tell  lM}ilx.llial  iks 
wlmle  mm  liileiMteil  li«r  )Nir)i«i|iMi.  In  auHaei|ttaiil  Mlillani.  the 
nsiimenuirv  mm  «lni|i|tMl.  and  ihe  IVn|ila  have  tint's  wWlnMsd 
in  fMMl  In  ■erhnwaw.  duliii  U  Ihe  AmiIm  ^ImM  hs  M  NM 
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MM  flbr  fttaggulypitmoal— OpM  thk  ftr4kaNi|  tor 
BBokl-— I  iMVt  done  n  at  fudoB^  aa4  Ito  b^fioBiqf 
if  th6  "E|iic  PoMH  Tenon,"  m  6  Botfa^  pMButo 

teelC    **Tlwliliiewtv«of  UlliaraUiBliflit    The  ta 

fiMii  biUfl  are  eoterad  with  day.    IVaaa  ahakt  their  pn 

doaky  haada  io  the  bieeie.    Gray  laneiita  poor  their  lai 

aoiiy  atraaoHL  Two  fioeo  hilla  with  aged  oaki  aoi^  dM 
looad  a  narrow  plam.  TTie  Moe  ooona  of  a  atreaa  ia 
there.  On  iU baaka atood Gairhar of  Atha.  Hiaapear 
aopporu  the  hiof ;  the  red  eyoa  of  hia  fcar  are  aad. 
Comae  riaea  on  hia  aoul  with  all  hia  ffaaatly  woondft** 
Precioaa  memonndQina  non  the  pockeCpvOok  of  uie 
blind  (Man! 

If  it  be  nnbeeominf ,  aa  I  aeknowMfa  that  fbr  the 
moot  part  it  ia.  to  apeak  diveapectihlly  of  Worka  that 

hafee^JQyedlbralenfthoftimeawidely<opreadrepo>  Cb 

tatkm*  withoot  at  the  aune  time  prodocing  ineftaga-  ed, 

ble  pnoft  of  their  onwortbineaa,  let  me  be  Ibrgifen  ma 

ttpoo  thia  oeeaaioo.  — Havmg  had  the  good  fiirtone  to  dii 

be  bom  and  reared  in  a  moontainooa  Coontrj,  from  my  ter 

very  childhood  I  baie  ftlt  the  iUaebood  that  pervadea  the 

the  volumea  impoaed  upon  the  World  onder  the  name  ooa 

of  Oaaian.    From  what  I  aaw  with  my  own  eyea,  I  hia 

knew  that  the  imagery  waa  aporioua.   In  nature  every  gu 

thing  ia  diatinct,  yet  nothing  defined  into  abaolute  in-  tim 

dependent  aingleneai.    In  MaqdienRm'a  work  it  ia  ex-  unf 

actly  the  revem ;  every  thing  (that  ia  not  alolen)  ia  in  atn 

thia  manner  defined,  inaulated,  didocated,  deadened, —  trai 

yet  nothing  distinct   It  will  alwaya  be  ao  when  woida  cati 

are  aubatituted  for  tfainga.    To  aay  that  the  charaetera  rooi 

never  could  exiat,  that  the  mannera  are  iropooaible,  and  boa 

that  a  dream  baa  more  substance  than  the  whole  state  and 

of  society,  as  there  depicted,  is  doing  nothing  more  lutf 

than  pronouncing  a  censure  which  Macpherson  defied ;  abh 

when,  with  the  steeps  of  Morven  before  his  eyes,  he  be  f 

could  talk  ao  fiuniliarly  of  his  car-borne  heroes; — of  I  ki 

Morven,  which,  if  one  may  judge  from  its  appearance  am 

at  the  distance  of  a  few  miles,  cootatna  scarcely  an  my 
acre  of  ground  sufficiently  accommodating  for  a  sledge       E 

to  be  trailed  along  its  sur&ce.  —  Mr.  Malcokn  Laing  labo 

haa  ably  ahown  that  the  diction  of  this  pretended  trans-  waa 

lation  is  a  motley  aasemblage  from  all  quarters ;  but  he  gra| 

is  so  fond  of  making  out  parallel  passagea  as  to  call  emit 

poor  Macpherson  to  account  for  his  very  ^  ondM**  and  thee 

hia  ^  buts  /**  and  he  has  weakened  his  argument  by  bly  i 

conducting  it  as  if  he  thought  that  every  striking  re-  abiv 

semblance  was  a  confctotis  plagiarism.    It  ia  enough  claii 

that  the  coincidences  are  too  remarkable  fbr  its  being  Eov 

probable  or  possible  that  they  could  arise  in  different  read 

minds  without  communication  between  them.    Now  as  sale 

the  Translatora  of  the  Bible,  ShakHpeare,  Milton,  and  to  th 

Pope,  could  not  be  indebted  to  Macpherson,  it  followa  ercii 

that  he  must  have  owed  his  fine  feathers  to  them ;  un-  men 

leas  we  are  prepared  gravely  to  assert,  with  Madame  We 

de  Stiiel,  that  many  of  the  charocterititic  beauties  of  astoc 

our  most  celebrated  English  Poets  are  derived  from  the  — W 

ancient  Fingallian ;  in  which  case  the  modem  tranala-  etry ! 


mHJKtawpeB  vhiefa  tut*  miy  la  tnnladiit  ■•  h 
IMl  lo  lUf  cAe« ;  —  fU  in  iu  iotrrcMirM  witli  lfa*M 
dia  mind  m  ]Mwi«r,  and  W  «flVr1iil  [sinAillr 
pUuonblr  aa  \tj  »n  rtulinrt.  But  llie  pruliiund  rnnd 
tlw  (tsquiBlle  ia  reeling,  lliv  Infly  aiid  oQirRrwl  io 
tliniiKiit  ami  ■■(■■{'■"■'o'l  i  "•  ■■>  otdinary  Un^uairv,  tlw 
pathflk  mmI  Ih«  •ohlimn;  —  aHi  ii«itli«ru/  them,  ac- 
esnteljr  ipeakinf,  nhjcrla  c/  ■  brtilljr  whtch  NNild 
k  nnkinf  in  Ui*  ipirii  uT  Natioo*  liarc 
a  lqrtb«in(<UF>lnr~7\ufr  Anilwhyl 
A  tb*  EJivrtioD  of  a  ri)-o|MrnlinK  fmrer 
k  *•  hM  «r  iIm  Reader.  Uim  ckii  b*  no  adnguate 
^mpath;  with  eittivr  of  iImh  •nwtioni:  wilbuul  Ma 


f^arion,  it  maM  ba  oliitfmd,  ra  drrind  ftum  a  ' 
wbieh  >ignifi«  wufrring ;  hnt  lh«  connertlm  which 
■nflVring  ha*  irith  rffiat,  wilh  rxnrtion,  and  artivti,  k 
faiwaitliU  wtd  iMtt«rabl«.  Iltrw  itrikinir'r  >■  'hM 
fnpifV  *f  hMaa  ailnn  eihibi»d  hj  ibe  Ihct,  thai, 
ih  to  b«  m  a  pMion,  it  to  be  abfTf ) 


liwir  dK-lwrKi*  <n  IB  Idv." 
To  bt  nntad,  ihon,  bj  a  painim,  ia  to  be  «icit«I,  ofton 
to  utHml,  «Dd  ilnji  La  iotemal.  ■flbn;  wbetbw  for 
ttt'MMiMMM  aid  an^itiMiv  a  A*  pMiiin.  or 
ftrlknipitolim  ■BiBiihgly  m  Uw  oiwi  which  it 
Irtw  If  W  Hidhl  o>  i^toWnMi.  If  tba  ktur,  th« 
Mri  Mtol  JwribBta  to  ila  anppirt.  «r  it  oow  bMoowa 
4ll^^Hl4  aoafi  lanfoUiaa,  and  diML  And  thi* 
hhlUMlill  ill  II  |i  ii  I  lfe*erjPirr<^>['oet  O'ilh  whotv 
writinra  men  are  (unilkr,  in  the  hifrhMt  exereiae  of 
ba  gmim,  before  be  can  be  Uumiafrhly  enjofed,  hu 
to  call  loTth  and  to  cooiniiiRicale  paver,  Ibis  Mnice,  in 
■  alill  ureateT  dr^ee,  falla  upon  an  orifciul  Writer,  at 
bia  flrat  appearance  in  the  world.  —  Of  genitw  the 
mif  proof  i«,  Ibe  act  of  doing  well  what  ia  worth;  to 
be  done,  and  what  was  ne>er  done  bebre :  Of  g«niiia, 
in  the  fine  arts,  ibe-uilr  inlallilile  Mgn  it  the  widening 
the  aphereo  of  human  aeDoibililj,  tat  the  deligbt, 
koaour,  and  benefit  of  humaa  rtatare.  Genini  ia  the 
introdDctiaa  of  a  new  elameat  into  the  intellectual 
«ni'erae:  or,  if  that  be  not  allowed,  it  ia  the  applies- 
Ika  of  power*  to  objecl«  on  which  the;  bad  not  before 
been  exerciaed,  or  the  employment  of  them  in  aach  a 
BMuner  an  to  produce  effect*  hitherto  unknown.  What  aoul  i 
ia  *ll  this  but  an  adrance,  or  a  cooqueat,  made  b;  the  to  to 
«wl  of  the  Poet !  Is  it  lo  be  Ha|^>oaed  that  the  Reader  and  a 
can  make  pnigresa  of  tbie  kind,  like  an  Indian  Prince  tive  0 
«r  General  —  stretched  on  hi*  Palanquin,  and  borne  by  the  i^ 
his  Slates  T  No,  he  i*  in*ifroraled  and  inapirited  bjr  sioM  I 
bia  Leader,  in  order  that  he  maf  exert  biniaeifi  for  he  Istive 
cannot  proceed  in  quleacence,  he  cannot  be  carried  of  >ub 
Like  a  dead  weight  Tfaeretbre  to  cr««te  (ute  ia  to  the  ra 
•■U  (utb  and  baatow  power,  sS  which  knowladja  M  i—MM 
Iha  tflbeti  aad  Ukr*  Um  the  ttM  diOoahf.  ftt  ftj 
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|liti  (and  Sbakspeare  must  often  have  sighed  over 
trath),  as  they  are  most  naturally  and  moat  fitly 
•ired  in  solitude,  so  can  they  not  be  brought  forth 
he  midst  of  plaudits,  without  some  violation  of 
nnctity.  Go  to  a  silent  exhibition  of  the  pro- 
ioM  of  the  Sister  Art,  and  be  convinced  that  the 
ities  which  dazzle  at  first  sight,  and  kindle  the 
imtion  of  the  multitude,  are  essentially  difierent 
those  by  which  permanent  infiuence  is  secured* 
m  ncrf  shrink  from  following  up  these  principles  as 
■  they  wOl  carry  us,  and  conclude  with  observing 
At  there  never  has  been  a  period,  and  perhaps 
r  wiU  be,  in  which  vicious  poetry,  of  some  kind 
hOTf  ^  no^  excited  more  sealoos  admiratiaii,  and 
frr  more  generally  read*  than  good ;  but  this  ad- 
ige  attends  the  good,  that  the  individualf  as  well 
e  speciea,  survives  from  age  to  age ;  whereas,  of 
bpraved,  though  the  species  be  immortal,  the  in- 
Bftl  quickly  perishes ;  the  object  of  present  ad- 
tioo  vanishes,  being  supplanted  by  some  other  as 
f  produced ;  which,  though  no  better,  brings  with 
least  the  irritation  of  novelty,  —  with  adaptation, 
I  or  leas  skilful,  to  the  changing  humours  of  the 
ritj  of  those  who  are  most  at  leisure  to  regard 
oal  works  when  they  first  solicit  their  attention. 
it  the  result  of  the  whole,  that,  in  the  opinion  of 
TITriter,  the  judgment  of  the  People  is  not  to  be 
leted?  The  thought  is  most  injurious;  and,  could 
tharge  be  brought  against  him,  he  would  repel  it 
indignation.  The  People  have  already  been  jus- 
1,  and  their  eulogium  pronounced  by  implication, 
1  it  was  said,  above  —  that,  of  good  Poetry,  the 
fidu&ij  as  well  as  the  species,  turvtvet.  And  how 
it  survive  but  through  the  People  1  what  pre- 
s  it  bat  their  intellect  and  their  wisdom  ? 


' PnC  and  future,  ire  the  wingi 

On  whoie  nippcit,  bumoDiooilf  ooqioined. 
Movee  the  great  Spirit  of  hninen  knowledge- 


MS. 


The  voice  that  issues  fh)m  this  Spirit,  is  that  Vox 
Populi  which  the  Deity  inspires.  Foolish  must  he  be 
who  can  mistake  for  this  a  local  acclamation,  or  a 
transitory  outcry  —  transitory  though  it  be  for  years, 
local  though  from  a  Nation.  Still  more  lamentable  is 
his  error  who  can  believe  that  there  is  any  thing  of 
divine  infallibility  in  the  clamour  of  that  small  though 
loud  portion  of  the  community,  ever  governed  by  fac* 
titious  influence,  which,  under  the  name  of  the  Pvb- 
ao,  passes  itsel(  upon  the  unthinking,  for  the  Pbopul 
Towards  the  Public,  the  Writer  hopes  that  he  feds  as 
much  deference  as  it  is  entitled  to:  but  to  the  People, 
philosophically  characterised,  and  to  the  embodied 
spirit  of  their  knowledge,  so  far  as  it  exists  and  moves, 
at  the  present,  fitithfuUy  supported  by  its  two  winga, 
the  past  and  the  future,  his  devout  respect,  his 
reverence,  is  due.  He  offers  it  willingly  and  readily ; 
and,  this  done,  takes  leave  of  his  Resders,  by  assuring 
them  —  that,  if  he  were  not  persuaded  that  the  Con- 
tents of  this  Volume,  and  the  Work  to  which  they 
are  subsidiary,  evinced  something  of  the  **  Vision  and 
the  Faculty  divine;*^  and  that,  both  in  words  and 
things,  they  will  operate  in  their  degree,  to  extend 
the  domain  of  sensibility  for  the  delight,  the  honour, 
and  the  benefit  of  human  nature,  notwithstanding  the 
many  happy  hours  which  he  has  employed  in  their 
composition,  and  the  manifold  comforts  and  enjoyments 
they  have  procured  to  him,  he  would  not,  if  a  wish 
could  do  it,  save  them  from  immediate  destruction;  — 
from  becoming  at  this  moment  to  the  world,  as  a  thing 
that  had  never  been. 


APPEND] 


OBSERVA1 

PtBFmSD  TO  THE  BBOOND  EDITION  OF  8EVE8AI1 
WITH  AN  ADDITIONAL  V(H.UME;  UNDER  THE  Tl 
ON  POETIC  DICTION. 


A  RNiTMNi  of  Uioie  Poeni  hat  alrotdj  been  io^ 
Mtttad  to  gmonl  pnoML  It  wis  poblMhodv  u  an  oje* 
pnriflMiit,  which*  I  hopod«  might  bo  of  mno  mo  to 
ooeortiin,  bow  fcr»  by  fitting  to  metrical  amngoment 
a  odootion  of  the  real  langoago  of  moo  in  a  atato  of 
Tifid  aaaaittnn,  that  aort  of  ploaaoro  and  that  qoantity 
of  plaaauio  may  bo  imparted,  which  a  Poet  may  iip 
taooally  endeafoor  to  impartf 


*  flat  Appeadii  I.,  pafs  641. 

f  rna  Mcarioa  oT  dM  -  Lyrical  lUladi' 


**  Dariao  ths  ffM  yMr  ibal  Mr*  Woranvotfh  ttid  I 
jaaa^  oar  coawmioni  tniDsd  flvqnrailf  00  th«  two  fantinal 
.  pgfali  of  poeinr.  tho  pimvr  of  eiritinf  the  lynpothf  of  tho 
ftador  by  a  fiuthful  odhenMice  to  ilie  truth  of  naiare,  niid  iho 
povi-or  of  gi^'ing  tho  interutt  of  novelfjr.  by  the  inodifying  oo> 
hmn  of  imaginatioo.  llie  Midden  rhann.  whirh  occidenti  of 
light  and  iihade.  which  moonlight  or  Min-aet  diffused  over  a 
known  and  fiuniliar  landacape,  appearrd  to  re^smeiit  the  pnii> 
ticafalhty  of  combining  both.  The«^  are  the  poetry  of  nature. 
The  thought  auggeated  itaelf,  (to  which  or  ua  I  do  not  recollect,) 
that  a  aeriea  of  poema  might  be  compoaed  of  two  aom.  In  the 
one.  the  incidenta  and  agenta  were  to  be,  in  part  at  leeat,  aoper- 
natoral ;  and  the  eicellence  aimed  at,  waa  to  conaiat  in  the  in- 
tereatingof  the  aflectiom  by  the  dramatic  truth  of  auchemolioQi, 
■a  would  naturally  accompany  such  aituataona,  aoppoaing  them 
roaL  And  real  in  this  acnae  they  have  been  to  OTeiy  human 
being  who.  from  whatever  aource  of  deluaion,  haa  at  any  time 
believed  hiroaelf  under  aupematural  agency.  For  the  aecond 
dam,  aubiecta  were  to  be  choaen  from  onlinaiy  life ;  the  char- 
actera  and  incidenta  were  to  be  auch  aa  will  be  found  in  every 
village  and  ita  vicinity,  where  there  ia  a  meditative  and  feeling 
nind  to  aeek  af^er  them,  or  to  notice  them,  when  they  praaeot 
theroaalvea. 

«*  la  thia  idea  originated  the  plan  of  the  '  Lyrical  Ballada  ;* 
in  which  it  waa  agreed  that  my  endeavouia  should  be  directed 
to  peiaoaa  and  characteia  aupematural.  or  at  least  romantic ;  yet 
^ao  as  to  transfer  fifom  our  inward  nature  a  human  intereat,  and 
a  aemblance  of  truth  aufficient  to  procure  for  theae  ahadows  of 
imagination  that  willing  suspension  of  disbelief  for  the  moment, 
«vhich  constitutes  poetic  feith.  Mr.  Wordsworth,  on  the  other 
band,  waa  to  propoae  to  himaelf,  aa  his  okgect,  to  give  the  charm 
of  itovelty  to  thii^  of  every  day,  and  to  excite  a  feeling  analo- 
fooi  to  tha  tupematoral.  by  awakening  the  mind*s  atientian 
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ID  fife  a  foil  ftcouunt  of  the  present  state  of  the  paUie 
in  this  country,  and  to  determine  how  far  this 
is  healthy  or  depraved ;  which,  ag^in,  could  not 
te  determined,  without  pointing  out,  in  what  manner 
kagOMge  and  the  human  mind  act  and  re-act  on  each 
ilher,  and  without  retracing  the  revolutions,  not  of 
literature  alone,  but  likewise  of  society  itselC  I  have 
therefore  altogether  declined  to  enter  regularly  upon 
this  defence ;  yet  I  am  sensible,  that  there  would  be 
Mme  impropriety  in  abruptly  obtruding  upon  the  Pub- 
lie,  without  a  few  words  of  introduction,  Poems  so 
■aterially  different  fi:om  those  upon  which  general 
approbation  is  at  present  bestowed. 

k  is  supposed,  that  by  the  act  of  writing  in  verse  an 
Author  makes  a  formal  engagement  that  he  will  gra^ 
lHj  certain  known  habits  of  association ;  that  he  not 
snly  thne  apprises  th^  Reader  that  certain  classes  of 
and  expressions  will  be  found  in  his  book,  but 
others  will  be  carefully  excluded.  This  exponent 
V  sjmbol  held  forth  by  metrical  language  must  in  dif- 
breal  eras  of  literature  have  excited  very  different 
npectations :  for  example,  in  the  age  of  Catullus, 
Terence,  and  Lucretius,  and  that  of  Statins  or  Clau- 
;  and  in  our  own  country,  in  the  age  of  Shak- 
and  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  that  of  Donne 
•ad  Cowley,  or  Dryden,  or  Pope.  I  will  not  take  upon 
warn  to  determine  the  exact  import  of  the  promise 
wbkh  by  the  act  of  writing  in  verse  an  Author,  in  the 
present  day,  makes  to  his  reader :  but  I  am  certain  it 
will  appear  to  many  persons  that  I  have  not  fulfilled 
tibe  terms  of  an  engagement  thus  voluntarily  con- 
Incted.  They  who  have  been  accustomed  to  the 
fBodiness  and  inane  phraseology  of  many  modem 
writers,  if  they  persist  in  reading  this  book  to  its  con- 
dosioii,  will,  no  doubt,  flrequently  have  to  struggle 
with  feelings  of  strangeness  and  awkwardness :  they 
will  look  round  for  poetry,  and  will  be  induced  to  en- 
^nire  by  what  species  of  courtesy  these  attempts  can 
be  permitted  to  assume  that  title.  I  hope  therefwe 
the  reader  will  not  censure  me,  if  I  attempt  to  state 
what  I  have  proposed  to  myself  to  perform ;  and  also, 
(as  fkr  as  the  limits  of  a  preface  will  permit)  to  explam 
VMiie  of  the  chief  reasons  which  have  determined  me 
ID  the  choice  of  my  purpose :  that  at  least  he  may  be 
spared  any  unpleasant  feeling  of  disappointment,  and 
that  I  myself  may  be  protected  from  the  most  dis- 
boooarable  accusation  which  can  be  brought  against  an 
Author,  namely,  that  of  an  indolence  which  prevents 
him  from  endeavouring  to  ascertain  what  is  his  duty, 
or,  when  his  duty  is  ascertained,  prevents  him  from 
performing  it 

The  principal  object,  then,  which  I  proposed  to  my- 
self in  these  Poems  wss  to  choose  incidents  and  situa- 
tions from  common  life,  and  to  relate  or  describe  them, 
throoi^hout,  as  far  as  wss  possible  in  a  selection  of 
language  really  used  by  men,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
to  throw  over  them  a  certain  colouring  of  imagination. 


whereby  ordinary  things  should  be  presented  to  the 
mind  in  an  unusual  way ;  and,  further,  and  above  all, 
to  make  these  incidents  and  situations  interesting  by 
tracing  in  them,  truly,  though  not  ostentatiously,  the 
primary  laws  of  our  nature :  chiefly,  as  far  as  regards 
the  manner  in  which  we  associate  ideas  in  a  state  of 
excitement  Humble  and  rustic  life  was  generally 
chosen,  because,  in  that  condition,  the  essential  passions 
of  the  hesit  find  a  better  soil  in  which  they  can  attain 
their  maturity,  are  less  under  restraint  and  speak  a 
plainer  and  more  emphatic  language :  because  in  that 
condition  of  life  our  elementary  feelings  coexist  in  a 
state  of  greater  simplicity,  and,  consequently,  may  be 
more  accurately  contemplated,  and  more  forcibly  com- 
municated ;  because  the  manners  of  rural  life  germi- 
nate frcm  those  elementary  feelings;  and,  from  tlie 
necessary  character  of  rural  occupations,  are  more 
easily  comprehended,  and  are  more  durable ;  and,  last^ 
ly,  because  in  that  condition  the  passions  of  men  are 
incorporated  with  the  beautiful  and  permanent  forms 
of  nature.  The  language,  too,  of  these  men  is  sdopted 
(purified  indeed  firom  what  appear  to  be  its  real  defects, 
from  all  lasting  and  rational  causes  of  dislike  or  dis- 
gust) because  such  men  hourly  communicate  with  the 
best  objects  fhnn  which  the  best  part  of  language  is 
originally  derived ;  and  because,  from  their  rank  in 
society  and  the  sameness  and  narrow  circle  of  their 
intercourse,  being  less  under  the  influence  of  social 
vanity,  they  convey  their  feelings  and  notions  in  sim- 
ple and  unelaborated  expressions.  Accordingly,  such  a 
language,  arising  out  of  repeated  experience  and  regu- 
lar feelings,  is  a  more  permanent  and  a  far  more  phi^ 
losophical  language,  than  that  which  is  frequently 
substituted  for  it  by  Poets,  who  think  that  they  are 
conferring  honour  upon  themselves  and  their  art  in 
proportion  as  they  separate  themselves  fhnn  the  sym- 
pathies of  men,  and  indulge  in  arbitrary  and  capricious 
habits  of  expression,  in  order  to  furnish  food  for  fickle 
tastes,  and  fickle  appetites  of  their  own  creation.* 

I  cannot  however,  be  insensible  of  the  present  out- 
cry against  the  triviality  and  meanness,  both  of  thought 
and  language,  which  some  of  my  contemporaries  have 
occasionally  introduced  into  their  metrical  compositioos ; 
and  I  acknowledge  that  this  defect  where  it  exists,  i^» 
more  dishonourable  to  the  Writer's  own  character  than 
false  refinement  or  arbitrary  innovation,  though  I  should 
contend,  at  the  same  time,  that  it  is  far  less  pemiciovs 
in  the  sum  of  its  consequences.  FVom  such  verses  the 
Poems  in  this  collection  will  be  found  distinguished  at 
least  by  one  mark  of  difference,  that  each  has  a  worthy 
purpose.  Not  that  I  mean  to  say,  I  always  began  to 
write  with  a  distinct  purpose  formally  conceived ;  but 
my  habits  of  meditation  have  so  formed  my  feelings, 


*  It  it  u-orth  while  here  to  obterre.  that  the 
Chaucer  are  almoat  always  expieaMd  in  languifs 
venally  inteUipble  even  to  ihii  day. 
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qf  thii  art,  OM  fcaBigi  wfll  >■  BBMBBtoi 
tMt  nlJMlm  tOl  at  iNffth,  if  wa  ka  arifiMlly 
■HMi  af  moek  aMriUIHy,  aaeb  baMte  af  and  win  ka 
pradMad,  tliBt»  ly  obayiaf  blindly  aad  aanfciaininy 
tha  iapalaai  af  tboaa  hihilii  wa  riMll  daaoriba  dtijiaeti^ 
aad  «ner  aantiaasti,  of  aaeb  a  Mtaia^  and  is  aaeb 
aiMiaetiM  with  aaeh  olhar,  that  tha  aadaialaadif  af 
tiia  hehif  lo  whoa  wa  addrea  mrarifaiy  if  ha  ha  is  a 
haaMM  Mile  af  aaocktioii,  aMt  MoaaarOyba  hi 

I  Inia  aid  that  aach  af  thoaa  poaaa  laa  a  pafpoia. 
I  bava  ako  inlbfaad  ay  Raadar  what  thia  poryoae 
wOl  ha  iattd  praeipany  lo  ba:  aunaly,  lo  ilhabaa 
ia  whieh  oar  Il)f1hij[a  awl  idaM  aaa  aaiK 
■I  a  Mile  af  aieileaaiit.   Bat|  apaahimf  hi  Ian* 
anMwbat  BMre  appaopfiati^f  it  ia  to  Ibllow  the 
inxea  aod  reihixea  of  the  aiod  wliea  a|;ittted  by  the 
peat  aal  dmple  aflectiom  of  our  nature.    Thia  object 
I  have  eadeavoarad  in  these  abort  eanya  to  attain  hj 
various  nieana;  by  tracing  the  maternal  paanon  throafn 
many  of  ita  more  aobtile  windinfi,  aa  in  the  poema  of 
the  Idmt  Bot  aod  the  M a»  Moriiai ;  by  aceompaoy- 
ittg  the  laat  atrnggtea  of  a  bnman  being  at  the  ap- 
proach of  death,  cleavnig  in  aolitode  to  life  and  aoeiety, 
aa  in  the  Poem  of  the  Fomakkr  Iiiman  ;  by  abowmg, 
aa  in  the  Staniaa  entitled  Wa  abb  Sbtbr,  the  pei^ 
pleiity  and  obaeurity  which  in  childhood  attend  our 
notiM  of  death,  or  rather  oar  otter  inability  to  admit 
that  notion ;  or  by  displaying  the  strength  of  flratemal, 
or,  to  apeak  more  philosophically,  of  moral  attachment 
when  early  associated  with  the  great  and  beautiful  ob- 
jects of  nature,  as  m  Tna  BaoTHaaa ;  or,  aa  in  the 
Incident  of  Sraon  Lbb,  by  placing  my  Reader  hi  the 
way  of  receiving   fhmi    ordinary    DK>ral   senatioiis 
mnother  and  more  mlntary  impression  than  we  are  ac- 
eualomed  to  receive  firom  them.    It  has  alao  been  part  ^ 
of  my  general  purpose  to  attempt  to  sketch  characters 
mider  the  influence  of  lea  impassioned  fbelinga,  as  in 
the  Two  Apbil  MoBmiioa,  Tna  FouifTAiif,  Thb  Old 
Man  TBAvaUiiiiB,  Tbb  Two  TmBvas,  dux,  characters 
af  which  the  deawnta  are  aimple,  belonging  rather  to 
Mtore  thM  lo  aaBBen^  anch  w  eiiBt  now«  aad  will  pie- 
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poipenb  and  with  hr  more  diitiiigaiihed 


dwelt  tlws  kmg  on  the  subjects  and  aim  of 
I  shall  request  the  Reader's  permissioD 
CM  hifli  of  a  few  ctrcumstaoces  relatingf  to  their 
im  ordeff  among  other  reasons,  that  I  may  not  be 
PB^  for  not  having  performed  what  I  never  at> 
id.  The  Reader  will  find  that  personifications 
iraet  ideas  rarely  occur  in  these  volumes;  and,  I 
ava  atteriy  rejected,  as  an  ordinary  device  to  ele- 
be  atyle,  and  to  raise  it  above  prose.   I  have  pro- 

to  myself  to  iuMtate,  and,  as  iar  as  is  possible,  to 

the  very  ianguanre  of  men ;  and  assuredly  such 
■ificationsdo  not  make  any  natural  or  regular 
i  that  language.  They  are,  indeed,  a  figure  of 
h  occasionally  prompted  by  passion,  and  I  have 

nm  of  them  as  such ;  but  I  have  endeavoured 
J  to  refect  them  as  a  mechanical  device  of  style, 
a  fomily  language  which  Writers  in  metre  seem 

claim  to  by  prescription.  I  have  wished  to  keep 
eader  m  the  company  of  desh  and  blood,  persua- 
mt  by  doing  so  I  shall  interest  him.  I  am,  how- 
well  aware  that  others  who  pursue  a  difierent 

may  interest  him  likewise;  I  do  not  interfere 
dieir  claim,  I  only  wish  to  prefer  a  claim  of  my 

There  will  also  be  found  in  this  collection  little 
Mt  is  usually  called  poetic  diction  ;  I  have  taken 
ich  pains  to  avoid  it  as  others  ordinarily  take  to 
ee  it;  this  I  have  done  for  the  reason  already 
id,  to  bring  my  langruage  near  to  the  language 
BO,  and  ferther,  because  the  pleasure  which  I 
proposed  to  myself  to  impart,  is  of  a  kind  very 
mt  from  that  which  is  supposed  by  many  persons 
the  proper  object  of  poetry.  I  do  not  know  bow, 
at  being  culpably  particular,  I  can  give  my  Read- 
sore  exact  notion  of  the  style  in  which  I  wished 
poems  to  be  written,  than  by  informing  him  that 
»  at  all  times  endeavoured  to  look  steadily  at  my 
;t,  consequently,  I  hope  that  there  is  in  these 
s  little  felsehood  of  description,  and  that  my  ideas 
cpreased  in  language  fitted  to  their  respective  im- 
ice.  Something  I  must  have  gained  by  this  prae- 
is  it  is  friendly  to  one  property  of -all  good  poetry, 
ly,  good  sense :  but  it  has  necessarily  cut  me  off 
I  large  portion  of  phrMes  and  figures  of  speech 
I  from  fether  to  son  have  long  been  regarded  aa 
Nomoo  inheritance  of  Poets.  I  have  also  thought 
cdient  to  restrict  myself  still  further,  having  ab- 
d  frun  the  use  of  many  expressions,  in  themselves 
r  and  beautiful,  but  which  have  been  foolishly  re- 
1  by  bad  Poets,  till  such  feelings  of  disgust  are 
cted  with  them  as  it  is  scarcely  possible  by  any 
■fmtiatimi  to  overpower. 
B  a  poem  there  aboold  be  found  a  series  of  lines, 
Ml  a  angle  line,  in  which  the  language,  though 
lily  enaaged,  and  according  to  the  strict  laws  of 
^  dmHtMhr  Imb  thm  if  pMBt,  thert  if  t  MH 


merous  class  of  critics,  who,  when  they  stumble  upon 
these  prosaisms,  as  they  call  them,  imagine  that  they 
have  made  a  notable  discovery,  and  exult  over  the  Poet 
as  over  a  man  ignorant  of  his  own  profession.  Now 
these  men  would  establish  a  canon  of  criticimn  which 
I  the  Reader  will  conclude  he  must  utterly  reject,  if  he 
wishes  to  be  pleased- with  these  Poems.  And  it 
would  be  a  most  easy  task  to  prove  to  him,  that  not 
only  the  language  of  a  large  portion  of  every  g(X)d 
poem,  even  of  the  most  elevated  character,  must  ne- 
cessarily, except  with  reference  to  the  metre,  in  no  re- 
spect differ  from  that  of  good  prose,  but  likewise  that 
some  of  the  most  interesting  parts  of  the  best  poems 
will  be  found  to  be  strictly  the  language  of  prose,  when 
prose  is  well  written.  The  truth  of  this  assertion  might 
be  demonstrated  by  innumerable  passages  from  almost 
all  the  poetical  writings,  even  of  Milton  himself.  I 
have  not  space  for  much  quotation ;  but,  to  illustrate 
the  subject  in  a  general  manner,  I  will  here  adduce  a 
short  composition  of  Gray,  who  was  at  the  head  of 
those  who,  by  their  reasonings,  have  attempted  to  widen 
the  space  of  separation  betwixt  Prose  and  Metrical 
composition,  and  was  more  than  any  other  man  curi- 
ously elaborate  in  the  structure  of  his  own  poetic  dio- 
tion. 

**  Ib  vain  in  me  the  niiUing  moniin|p  rfifais. 
And  reddening  Phttbui  lifVi  his  goldtn  fift  i 
The  birds  in  vmtn  their  snioiaiis  deecsnl  join. 
Or  cheerfbl  fieldi  reetune  their  green  attire. 
TheM  eerp,  alu !  for  other  notei  rppine ; 
A  different  dtjrd  do  three  f  yra  tr^irt ; 
JIfy  UmHif  mngmek  mrite  ne  kmri  httt  mim  ; 
And  in  niy  bremel  the  imfterfrftjofie  etfire ; 
Yet  morning  nnilee  the  buiy  ncr  to  ebeer. 
And  new-bom  pleeeiire  bring*  lo  hsppier  smo; 
The  fiekia  to  all  their  wonted  trilNite  beer ; 
To  warm  their  little  lovea  the  birdi  rnmplain. 
Ifruitlrie  mamm  fo  Aim  Omt  rmnnci  kmr^ 
And  werp  Ae  tnore  Aenmar  /  iph|>  in  mim.** 

It  will  easily  be  perceived,  that  the  only  part  of  this 
Sonnet  which  is  of  any  value  is  the  lines  printed  in 
Italics ;  it  is  equally  obvious,  that,  except  in  the  rhyme, 
and  in  the  use  of  the  single  word  '*  fVuitloss**  fur  fruit- 
lessly, which  is  BO  far  a  defect,  the  language  of  those 
lines  does  in  no  respiMrt  differ  fVom  that  of  prose. 

By  the  foregoing  quotation  I  have  shown  that  tlie 
language  of  l^ose  may  yet  be  well  adapted  to  Poetry ; 
and  I  have  previously  aasertiNl,  that  a  large  portbo  of 
the  language  of  every  good  poem  can  in  no  respect  dif- 
fer fVom  that  of  gtwid  Prose.  I  will  go  fhrtlier.  I  do 
not  doubt  tliat  it  msy  be  safely  afflrmod,  that  there 
neither  is,  nor  oan  be,  sny  essential  difference  betwoea 
the  language  of  prose  and  metrical  oompnsitMO.  We 
are  fiiod  of  tracing  the  resemblance  between  Poetij 
and  Painting,  and,  acronlingly,  wo  call  them  8ialere: 
but  where  shall  wo  flml  bonds  of  conneotnasofieitnlly 
striot  to  typify  the  afBnity  betwixt  metrical  and 
compotftionl    They  both  speak  by  and  to  tiM 
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mgtLBB;  the  bodies  in  which  both  of  them  are  clothed 
may  be  said  to  be  of  the  same  substance,  their  affections 
■re  kindred,  and  almost  identical,  not  necessarily  dif- 
fering even  in  degree ;  Poetry*  sheds  no  tears  "  such 
atf  Angels  weep,"  but  natural  and  humaA  tears;  she 
can  boast  of  no  celestial  Ichor  that  distinguishes  her 
vital  juices  from  those  of  prose';  the  same  human  blood 
circulates  through  the  veins  of  them  both. 

If  it  be  affirmed  that  rhyme  and  metrical  arrange- 
ment of  themselves  constitute  a  distinction  which  over- 
turns what  I  have  been  saying  on  the  strict  affinity  of 
metrical  language  with  that  of  prose,  and  paves  the 
way  for  other  artificial  distinctions  which  the  mind  vol- 
untarily admits,  I  answer  that  the  language  of  such  Po- 
etry as  I  am  recommending  is,  as  far  as  is  possible,  a 
selection  of  the  language  really  spoken  by  men ;  that 
this  selection,  wherever  it  is  made  with  true  taste  and 
feeling,  will  of  itself  form  a  distinction  far  greater  than 
would  at  first  be  imagined,  and  will  entirely  separate 
the  composition  from  the  vulgarity  and  meanness  of 
ordinary  life;  and,  if  metre  be  superadded  thereto,  I 
believe  that  a  dissimilitude  will  be  produced  altogether 
■officient  for  the  gratification  of  a  rational  mind.  What 
other  distinction  would  we  havel  Whence  is  it  to 
come  1  And  where  is  it  to  exist  1  Not,  surely,  where 
the  Poet  speaks  through  the  mouths  of  his  characters : 
it  cannot  be  necessary  here,  either  for  elevation  of 
rtyle,  or  any  of  its  supposed  ornaments :  for,  if  the  Po- 
et's subject  be  judiciously  chosen,  it  will  naturally,  and 
upon  fit  occasion,  lead  him  to  passions  the  language  of 
which,  if  selected  truly  and  judiciously,  must  necessa- 
rily be  dignified  and  variegated,  and  alive  with  meta- 
phors and  figures.  I  forbear  to  speak  of  an  incongrui- 
ty which  would  shock  the  intelligent  Reader,  should 
the  Poet  interweave  any  foreign  splendour  of  his  own 
with  that  which  the  passion  naturally  suggests :  it  is 
sufficient  to  say  that  such  addition  is  unnecessary. 
And,  surely,  it  is  more  probable  that  those  passages, 
which  with  propriety  abound  with  metaphors  and  fig- 
ures, will  have  their  due  eflfect,  if,  upon  other  occa- 
sions where  the  passions  are  of  a  milder  character,  the 
•tyle  also  be  subdued  and  temperate. 

But,  as  the  pleasure  which  I  hope  to  give  by  the 
Poems  I  now  present  to  the  Reader  must  depend  en- 
tirely on  just  notions  upon  this  subject^  and,  as  it  is  in 
itself  of  the  highest  importance  to  our  taste  and  moral 
feelings,  I  cannot  content  myself  with  these  detached 
remarks.     And  if,  in  what  I  am  about  to  say,  it  shall 

*  I  here  use  the  word  **  Poetry"  (though  against  my  own  judg- 
ment) as  opposed  to  the  word  Prose,  and  s3monymou8  with  metri- 
cal composition.  But  much  confusion  has  been  introduced  into 
criticism  by  this  contradistinction  of  Poetry  and  Prose,  instead 
of  the  more  philosophical  one  of  Poetry  and  Matter  of  Fact,  or 
Science.  The  only  strict  antithesis  to  Prose  is  Metre ;  nor  is 
this,  in  truth,  a  strict  antithesis ;  because  lines  and  passages  of 
metre  so  naturally  occur  in  writing  prose,  that  it  would  be  scarce- 
ly poasible  ti)  avoid  them,  even  were  it  desirable. 


appear  to  aocne  that  my  hboor  is  modomuj, niMf 
I  am  like  a  man  fighting  a  battle  without  eoeniH^  I  f 
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would  remind  sach  peiBoos,  that,  whatever nijtette  1'^''^ 
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ti 


language  outwardly  holden  by  men,  a  pnetiGdfcttii 
the  opinions  which  I  am  wisbing  to  esiaUiritiital 
unknown.   If  my  conclnsioin  are  admitted,  ml  anl 
as  far  as  they  must  be  cairied  if  admitted  it  i!i,« 
judgments  cooceming  the  works  of  the  greiMtM 
both  ancient  and  modem  will  be  far  difimiltai 
what  they  are  at  present,  both  when  we  fniN,dl 
when  we  censure ;  and  our  moral  feelings  iiifiMMii| 
and  influenced  by  these  judgments  will,  I  bebim,^ 
corrected  and  purified. 

Taking  up  the  subject,  then,  upon  general  grtmi^ 
I  ask,  what  is  meant  by  the  word  Poetl  Whit  iii 
Poet  ?  To  whom  does  he  address  himself!  And 
language  is  to  be  expected  from  bimi  He  is  a 
speaking  to  men :  a  man,  it  is  true,  endued  with  i 
lively  sensibility,  more  enthusiasm  and 
who  has  a  greater  knowledge  of  human  natnre^  wak  a 
more  comprehensive  soul,  than  are  supposed  tobeei» 
mon  among  mankind ;  a  man  pleased  with  his  •■• 
passions  and  volitions,  and  who  rejoices  more  than  ote 
men  in  the  spirit  of  life  that  is  in  him;  deligktiBf  li 
contemplate  similar  volition^  and  passions  as  maniftrtBd 
in  the  goings-on  of  the  Universe,  and  habitoaDy  m 
pelled  to  create  them  where  he  does  not  foA  tikm. 
To  these  qualities  he  has  added  a  dispositioQ  to  ke  i^ 
fected  more  than  other  men  by  absent  things  as  if  1% 
were  present;  an  ability  of  conjuring  up  in 
passions,  which  are  indeed  far  finom  being  the 
those  produced  by  real  events,  yet  (especially  in  tboM 
parts  of  the  general  sympathy  which  are  pleasing  ni 
delightful)  do  more  nearly  resemble  the  paaskns  pi»> 
duced  by  real  events,  than  any  thing  which,  fitxa  tlw 
motions  of  their  own  mind  merely,  other  men  are  a^ 
customed  to  feel  in  themselves;  whence,  and  fron 
practice,  he  has  acquired  a  greater  readiness  and  pos- 
er in  expressing  what  he  thinks  and  feels,  and  op^ 
cially  those  thoughts  and  feelings  which,  by  his  ova 
choice,  or  from  the  structure  of  his  own  mind,  ariK  in 
him  without  immediate  external  excitement 

But  whatever  portion  of  this  fiiculty  we  may  soppPK 
even  the  greatest  Poet  to  possess,  there  cannot  bo  t 
doubt  but  that  the  language  which  it  will  suggest  to 
him,  must,  in  liveliness  and  truth,  fell  fer  short  of  tht 
which  is  uttered  by  men  in  real  life,  tmder  the  actoil 
pressure  of  those  passions,  certain  shadows  of  which 
the  Poet  thus  produces,  or  feels  to  be  produced,  is 
himself 

However  exalted  a  notion  we  would  wish  to  ehenk 
of  the  character  of  a  Poet,  it  is  obvious,  that  while 
he  describes  and  imitates  passions,  his  situation  is  tht^ 
gether  slavish  and  mechanical,  compared  with  ti» 
freedom  and  power  of  real  and  substantial  action  lad 
suffering.  So  that  it  will  be  the  wish  of  the  Post  to 
bring  his  feelings  near  to  those  of  tike 
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can 


describet,  ntj,  for  short  spaces  of  time, 
'^  tc  let  himBcIf  slip  into  nn  entire  delusion,  and 
^^tklbond   and   idenlily  hia   own   feeling's  with 
Knodiffing  only  the   lan^Hi;e  which  is  thus 
him  by  a  conaidpration  that  he  describes 
Xnlar  purpoec,  that  of  g'ivin^  pleasure.    Here, 
will  apply  the  principle  on  which  I  have 


^  ,  namely,  that  of  Bploclion:   on   this  he 

Jfll4«^~I»wid  for  removing  what  wnuld   otherwise  be 
^^|i^  ^  *» disgusting  in  the  passion;  ho  will  feel  that 
**4       **  DO  necessity  to  trick  out  or  to  elevate  nature : 
^^  j»^*  """*  induatriously  he  applies  this  principle, 
**per  will  be  his  faith  that  no  words,  which  hii 
»  Or  imngination  can  Buygeal,  will  be  to  be  com- 
^^^4  *ilh  thcae  which  are  the  emanations  of  reality 
^"^Iruih. 
^     fen  il  may  be  said  lij  those  who  do  not  object  to  the 
jh^^Mvl  spirit  of  these  remarhs,lhal,  as  it  is  impnsaible 
^^  Bio  I'oet  to  produce  up^n  all  occasions  language  as 
^^qniintely  6tted  Ibr  the  pnoaion  as  that  which  the 
'^I  pOM^n  itself  euggesis,  it  is  proper  that  he  should 
^^nsider  himaeir  as  in  the  situation  of  a   translator, 
Vrho   d<--ms  himself  justified  whrn  he  substitutes  ex- 
■  of  kDother  kind  for  those  which  arc  anal- 
ibie  by  him;  snd  endeavours  occasionolly  to  sur- 
yaiB  hi*  original,  in  order  to  make  some  amends  for 
ihe  general  ioferioriiy  to  which  he  feels  that  he  must 
«Amt.     But  this  would  be  to  encourage  idlrneas  and 
■■^Utilj  despair.     Further,  it  is  the  Isn^age  of  men 
L  who  apeak  of  wliat  they  do  not  underhand;  who  talk 
~   af  Poetry  u  of  a  matter  of  aniu^cnicnt  and  idle  pica- 
■ore;  who  will  conrerae  with  us  as  gnvcly  about  a 
tmatf  tot  Poetry,  aa  they  exprcfB  it,  as  if  it  were  a 
tUoir  •*  indifferent  as  a  taste   for  Ropc^lancing,  or 
Ttantiniac  or  Sherry.   Arislotlo,  I  hare  been  told,  hath 
nid,  that  Poetry  is  the  most  philnsophicof  nil  writing: 
iXimwo:  its  object  is  truth,  not  individual  and  local,  but 
I,  and  operative;   not  standing   upon  external 
r,  but  carried  alive  into  the  heart  by  passion ; 
Imtb  which  is  its  own  testimony,  which  gives  strength 
■■d  divinity  to  the  tribunal  to  which  it  sppeals,  snd 
tceeives  them  from  the  some  tribunal.    Poetry  is  the 
naife  of  man  and  nature.     The  llh:^laclcs  wlijch  stand 
in  ibe  way  of  the  fidelity  rS  the  Bioirnipher  and  Efin- 
torian,  atul  of  their  conscqnent  utility,  are  incalcnbbly 
gteater  than  thoae  which  arc  to  be  encountered  by  the 
Poet  who  has  an  adequate  notion  of  Ihe  dignity  of  hia 
ait,  *  The   Poet   writes   under  one   reKtriction   only, 
MBielfi  tliat  of  the   neccHiity  of  givini;   i[nmediato 
flaaaore  to  a  human  Ilcintr  pwne^sed  of  that  informa- 
tion which  maybe  expected  Tmio  him,  not  as  s  lawyer, 
a  ptijaician.  a   mariner,  an  a.-^tronuiner,  or  a  natural 
jiher,  but  an  a  Man.    Exci<i>t  this  one  restriction, 
1  ia  DO  object  standing  between  the  Poet  and  the 
^  of  Ihingi;    between  this,   and  the  Biographer 
I,  them  are  a  tkounikd. 
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snre  be  considered  aa  a  degradation  of  the  Poet's  art 
It  is  fir  otherwise.  It  is  an  acknowledgment  of  Uw 
beauty  of  the  nniverse,  an  acknowledgment  the  more 
sincere,  because  it  is  not  formal,  but  indirect;  it  ie  a 
task  light  and  easy  to  him  who  looks  at  the  world  ia 
the  spirit  of  love:  further,  it  is  a  homage  paid  to  tlie 
native  and  naked  dignity  of  man,  to  the  grand  ele- 
mentary principle  of  pleasure,  by  which  he  knows,  and 
feeifl,  and  lives,  and  moves.  We  have  no  sympathy 
but  what  is  propagated  by  pleasure :  t  would  not  be 
misunderstood;  but  wherever  we  sympalhise  with 
pain,  it  will  be  found  that  the  sympathy  is  produced 
and  carried  on  by  subtle  combinations  with  pleasure. 
We  have  no  knowledge,  that  is,  do  general  principles 
drawn  from  the  contemplation  of  particular  lactp,  but 
what  has  been  built  up  by  pleasure,  and  exists  in  ila 
by  pleasure  alone.  The  Man  of  Science,  the  Chemirt 
and  Mathematician,  whatever  difficulties  and  disrusts 
they  may  have  had  to  struggle  with,  know  end  fr*l 
this.  However  pamful  may  be  the  objects  with  which 
the  Anatomist'a  knowledge  is  connected,  he  feels  that 
his  knowledge  is  pleasure;  and  where  he  has  no  plea- 
he  has  no  knowledge.  What  then  does  the 
Poett  He  considers  man  and  the  objects  that  sur- 
round bim  as  acting  and  re-acting  upon  each  other,  so 
>  produce  an  inlinite  complexity  of  pain  and  plea- 
sure; he  considers  man  in  bis  own  nature  and  in  his 
ordinary  life  as  contemplating  this  with  a  certain  quan- 
tity of  immediate  knowledge,  with  certain  conviclinn-i, 
intuitions,  and  deductions,  which  by  habit  become  nf 
the  nature  of  intuitions;  he  considers  him  as  looking 
upon  th1«  complex  scene  of  ideas  and  sensations,  and 
finding  every  where  ohjecta  that  immediately  excite  in 
him  sympathies  which,  from  the  necessities  of  his  na- 
ture, are  accompanied  by  an  overbalance  of  enjoyment. 
To  lliiit  knowledge  which  all  men  carry  about  with 
them,  and  to  theic  sympathies  in  which,  without  any 
other  discipline  than  that  of  our  daily  life,  we  are  tit- 
ted  to  tako  delight,  the  Poet  principally  directs  his  st- 
tention.  He  considers  man  and  nature  as  eventiplly 
adapted  to  each  other,  and  the  mindof  manastisturally 
the  mirror  of  the  fairest  and  most  interesting  quolitit-K 
of  ^.llut<^.  And  thus  tlic  Poet,  prompted  by  thia  riM>l- 
ing  of  plen^ute.  which  accmnpanics  him  through  the 
whole  courso  <>!'  \..-^  studies,  converses  w-ith  general 
nature  with  affections  skin  In  tlmHO,  uliich,  through 
labour  and  length  of  time,  the  Man  of  Science  has 
raised  up  in  himself,  by  conversing  with  those  particu- 
lar pnrta  of  nature  which  are  ttic  objects  of  hia  studies. 
The  knowledge  both  of  the  Poet  and  the  Msn  of  itci- 
cnce  is  pleasure ;  but  the  knowledge  of  ttie  one  clcsvra 
to  us  as  a  necenmry  part  of  our  rxiblence,  our  natural 
and  unalienable  inheritance ;  the  other  ia  a  perronal 
and  individual  acquisiliun,  slow  to  come  to  us,  and  by 
no  habitual  and  direct  sympathy  connecting  ua  with 
our  fellow-beings.  The  Man  ot  Science  aeek*  truth 
OB  a  TCDKite  aod  unknown  benefactor ;  be  eheriiliea  and 
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lofw  it «  hii  nlitode:  the  Poet,  MOfioff  a  mag  m  |  tb 
which  ail  honwii  beini^  join  with  him,  Kjokes  in  the 
pramce  of  truth  u  our  viaible  friend  and  hourly  eonn- 
puiion.  Poetry  is  the  breath  and  finer  opirit  of  all 
knowledire;  it  ia  the  iropaeiioned  exprenion  which  ii 
in  the  coantraance  of  all  Science.*  Emphatically  may 
it  be  said  of  the  Poet,  as  Shakspeaie  hath  said  of  man* 
**  that  he  looki  before  and  after.**  He  k  the  roch  of 
defence  of  human  nature ;  an  upholder  and  preaenrer, 
carryinif  every  where  with  him  relatiomdiip  and  lore. 
In  tpite  of  difference  of  eoil  and  climate*  of  laninHgn 
and  manner^  of  laws  and  cuatoma,  in  apite  of  thioga 
ailently  gone  out  of  mind,  and  thinga  violently  deatroy- 
ed,  the  INiet  binda  together  by  paaaion  and  knowledge 
the  viat  empire  of  human  aoeiety,  aa  it  ia  apread  over 
the  whole  earth,  and  over  all  time.  The  objeeUi  of  the 
Poet*a  thought!  are  every  where ;  though  the  eyea  and 
aenaca  of  man  are,  it  ia  true,  hia  favourite  guidea,  yet 
he  will  fill  low  whercaoever  be  can  find  an  atmoaphere 
of  aenntion  in  which  to  move  hia  winga.  Poetry  ia  the 
firat  and  laat  of  ail  knowledge —  it  ia  aa  immortal  aa 
the  heart  of  man.  If  the  laboura  of  Men  of  Science 
ahould  ever  create  any  material  revolution,  direct  or 
indirect,  in  our  conditiim,  and  in  the  impreaaiona  which    gr( 
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we  habitually  receive,  the  Voci  will  sleep  then  nonwre 
tiwn  at  present,  but  he  will  be  ready  to  follow  the  stepa 
of  the  Man  of  Science,  nut  only  in  those  general  indi* 
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ral 


rect  eflecta,  but  he  will  be  at  his  side,  carrying  aenaa-    wit 
tion  into  the  midat  of  the  objectip  of  the  Science  itself,    oui 
The  remoteet  discover iea  of  tlie  Chemist,  the  Botaniat,    tlie 
or  Mineralogist,  will  be  as  proper  objt^cts  of  the  Poet's    the 
art  as  any  upcin  which  it  ctin  bo  ompl(iyo<],  if  tlio  time  <  ver 
ahould  ever  cnmc  whrn  these  thinirs  shall  be  familiar    of  I 
to  ua,  and  the  relations  under  which  they  are  contem-    and 
plated  by  the  followers  of  thi^e  respective  Kienccs    and 
shall  be  manifestly  and  pnlpably  material  to  us  as  en-    are 
joying^  and  sufTerini;  b(*in{ifH.     If  the  time  should  ever    as  t 
come  when  what  is  now  called  Science,  thus  familiar-  :  whi 
iaed  to  men,  sliall  be  ready  t4)  put  on,  aa  it  were,  a  form    the 
of  flcHh  and  blood,  the  Poi^t  will  lend  his  divine  spirit    lang 
to  aid  the  transfijruration,  and  will  welcome  the  Being  I  othe 
thus  produce<l,  as  a  dear  and  frenuine  inmate  of  the  j  be  p 
household  of  man. — It  is  not,  then,  to  be  supposed  that     thia 
any  one,  who  holds  that  sublime  notion  of  Poetry  which    ed  t 
1  have  attempted  to  convey,  will  break  in  upon  tlie    f<?eli 
aanctity  and  tnith  of  hit)    pictures  by  transitory  and    himi 
accidental  ornament*,  and  endeavour  to  excite  admi-    for  n 
ration  of  himself  by  arts  the  necessity  of  which  must    adini 
manifestly  depend  upon  the  assumed  meanness  of  his     pleai 
subject.  <  undc 

What  I  have  thus  far  said  applies  to  Poetry  in  gene-  ■  heigl 
ral ;  but  especially  to  those  parts  of  composition  where  must 
. —       -      I  To  U 

*  [**  No  nmn  wm  ever  yet  a  proat  I'oet,  without  being  at  the  !  ^^„  « 
•nme  time  a  pmfuiind  PhiliMHiplier.     For  Poetr)'  ii  the  blofltom  j         , 
ami  the  freeranre  of  all  human  knowle<l(re.  human  tiioughla,  I 
human  pawions,  emotknii.  languave."  I  ^^  Bn 

Couuiiiws :  •  Bivgrmpkia  LUenuia' :  Cb.  iv. ^H.  R]     '  we  k 


I 


668 


APPENDIX. 


with  that  partiealar  movement  of  metre,  there  will  be 
found  aomething  which  will  greatly  contribute  to  im- 
oart  passion  to  the  words,  and  to  effect  the  complex 
end  which  the  Poet  proposes  to  himselC 

If  I  had  undertaken  a  systematic  defence  of  the 
theory  upon  which  these  poems  are  written,  it  would 
have  been  my  duty  to  develope  the  various  causes  up- 
on which  the  pleasure  received  from  metrical  langua^ 
depends.     Among  the  chief  of  these  causes  is  to  be 
reckoned  a  principle  which  must  be  well  known  to 
those  who  have  made  any  of  the  Arts  the  object  of  accu- 
rate reflection ;  I  mean  the  pleasure  which  the  mind 
derives  from  the  perception  of  similitude  in  dissimili- 
tude.  This  principle  is  the  great  spring  of  the  activity 
of  our  minds,  and  their  chief  feeder.    From  this  princi- 
ple the  direction  of  the  sexual  appetite,  and  all  the  pas- 
sions connected  with  it,  take  their  origin :  it  is  the  life 
of  our  ordinary  conversation ;  and  upon  the  accuracy 
with  which  similitude  in  dissimilitude,  and  dissimilitude 
in  similitude  are  perceived,  depend  our  taste  and 
our  moral  feelings.     It  would  not  have  been  a  useless 
employment  to  have  applied  this  principle  to  the  con- 
sideration of  metre,  and  to  have  shown  that  metre  is 
hence  enabled  to  afibrd  much  pleasure,  and  to  have 
pointed  out  in  what  manner  timt  pleasure  is  produced. 
But  my  limits  will  not  permit  me  to  enter  upon  this 
subject,  and  I  must   content   myself  with  a  general 
summary. 

I  have  said  that  poetry  is  the  spontaneous  overflow 
of  powerful  feelings :  it  takes  its  origin  from  emotion 
racoUected  in  tranquillity  :  the  emotion  is  contemplated 
till,  by  a  species  of  re-action,  the  tranquillity  gradually 
disappears,  and  an  emotion,  kindred  to  that  which  was 
before  the  subject  of  contemplation,  is  gradually  pro- 
duced, and  does  itself  actually  exist  in  the  mind.  In 
this  mood  successful  composition  generally  begins,  and 
in  a  mood  similar  to  this  it  is  carried  on ;  but  the  emo- 
tion, of  whatever  kind,  and  in  whatever  degree,  from 
various  causes,  is  qualified  by  various  pleasures,  so  that 
in  describing  any  passions  whatsoever,  which  are  vol- 
untarily described,  the  mind  will,  upon  the  whole,  be 
in  a  state  of  enjoyment  Now,  if  Mature  be  thus  cau- 
tious in  preserving  in  a  state  of  enjoyment  a  being  thus 
employed,  the  Poet  ought  to  profit  by  the  lesson  thus 
held  forth  to  him,  and  ought  especially  to  take  care, 
that,  whatever  passions  he  communicates  to  his  Read- 
er, those  passions,  if  his  Reader's  mind  be  sound  and 
vigorous,  should  always  be  accompanied  with  an  over- 
balance of  pleasure.  Now  the  music  of  harmonious 
metrical  language,  the  sense  of  difficulty  overcome, 
and  the  blind  association  of  pleasure  which  has  been 
previously  received  from  works  of  rhyme  or  metre  of 
the  same  or  similar  construction,  an  indistinct  percep- 
tion perpetually  renewed  of  language  closely  resem- 
bling that  of  real  life,  and  yet,  in  the  circumstance  of 
metre,  difl^cring  from  it  so  widely — all  these  impercept- 
ibly make  up  a  complex  feeling  of  delight,  which  is 


of  the  most  important  use  in  tempering  the  puM  feu- 

feeling  which  will  always  be  tend  intenningted  viii 

powerful  descriptions  of  the  deeper  ptMoa  TMi 

effect  is  always  produced  in  pathetic  and  imptoHHa  itx 

poetry;  while,  in  lighter  oompositioos,  the  i 

gracefulness  with  which  the  Poet  manages  hii  si» 

hers  are  themselves  confessedly  a  principal  Bcmot  4 

the  gratification  of  the  Reader.    I  might,  perinp^  i^ 

elude  all  which  it  is  neeeMBonf  to  say  upon  this  w^ajfO^ 

by  affirming,  what  few  persons  will  deny,  that,Qf  tst 

descriptions,  either  of  passioos,  mannen^  or  chaiado^ 

each  of  them  equally  well  executed,  the  one  is 

and  the  other  in  verse,  the  verse  will  be  read  a 

j  times  where  the  prose  is  read  once.  We  see  thatPspb 

!  by  the  power  of  verse  alone,  has  contrived  to  reste 

the  plainest  common  sense  interesting,  and  eves  fi«- 

quently  to  invest  it  with  the  appearance  of  paaioo.  h 

consequence  of  these  convictions  I  related  is  BCtti 

the  Tale  of  Goodt  Blaks  and  Hakkt  Gill,  wkkk  ii 

one  of  the  rudest  of  this  collection.     I  wished  to  dnv 

attention  to  the  truth,  that  the  power  of  the  boflM 

imagination  is  sufficient  to  produce  such  changes  era 

in  our  physical  nature  as  might  almost  appear  ciinc» 

lous.    The  truth  is  an  important  one ;  the  fact  (f f  it 

is  9.  fact)  is  a  valuable  illustration  of  it ;  and  I  btn 

the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  it  has  been  ooomvn^ 

cated  to  many  hundreds  of  people  who  wooM  smr 

have  heard  of  it,  had  it  not  been  narrated  as  a  Uy, 

and  in  a  more  impressive  metre  than  is  usual  in  Billidi 

Having  thus  explained  a  few  of  the  reasons  wkr  I 

have  written  in  verse,  and  why  I  have  chosen  nbfci 

from  common  life,  and  endeavoured  to  bring  m  ii»> 

guage  near  to  the  real  language  of  men,  if  I  hive  kn 

too  minute  in  pleading  my  own  cause,  I  have  it  tbr 

same  time  been  treating  a  subject  of  general  iotefvit ; 

and  it  is  for  this  reason  that  I  request  the  Reader*?  pn- 

mission  to  add  a  few  words  with  reference  solelf  s 

these  particular  poems,  and  to  some  defects  which  viD 

probably  be  found  in  them.     I  am  sensible  that  mr  » 

Bociations  must  have  sometimes  been  particular  io<nd 

of  general,  and  that,  consequently,  giving  to  thinp  i 

false  importance,  sometimes  from  diseased  inpoW^  I 

may  have  written  upon  unworthy  subjects ;  but  I  in 

less  apprehensive  on  this  account,  than  that  my  linr csr^ 

may  frequently  have  suffered  from  those  arbitrary'  con 

nections  of  feelings  and  ideas  with  particular  vcrii 

and  phrases,  from  which  no  man  can  altogether  prouct 

himself.     Hence  I  have  no  doubt,  that,  in  some  iofttc- 

ces,  feelings,  even  of  the  ludicrous,  may  be  girea  t» 

my  Readers  by  expressions  which  appeared  to  me  teft> 

der  and  pathetic.  Such  fruity  expressions,  were  I  on- 

vinced  they  were  fruity  at  present,  and  that  thev  moit 

necessarily  continue  to  be  so,  I  would  h  illingiy  tikf 

all  reasonable  pains  to  correct.     But  it  is  dangerDOi  to 

make  these  alterations  on  the  simple  authority  of  a  ftv 

individuals,  or  even  of  certain  classes  of  men ;  for  vbere 

the  understanding  of  an  Anthor  is  not  convinced,  or  kn 
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mltered.  Mm  cannot  be  done  without  great  in- 
to himself:  far  hit  own  feeling  are  his  stay  and 
;  and,  if  be  sets  them  aside  in  one  instance,  he 
b»  induced  to  repeat  this  act  till  his  mind  lose 
in  itsel(  and  become  utterly  debilitated. 
it  may  be  added,  that  the  Reader  ought  never 
that  he  is  himself  exposed  to  the  same  errors 
Poet,  and,  perhaps,  in  a  much  greater  degree : 
can  be  no  presumption  in  saying,  that  it  is  not 
be  will  be  so  well  acquainted  with  tho  various 
of  meaning  through  which  words  have  passed, 
die  fickleness  or  stability  of  the  relations  of 
ideas  to  each  other ;  and,  above  all,  since  he 
to  ■»  BUicb  less  interested  in  the  subject,  he  may  decide 
WllMj  and  carelessly. 

as  I  have  detained  my  Reader,  I  hope  he  will 

it  me  to  caution  him  against  a  mode  of  false  criti- 

bich  has  been  applied  to  Poetry,  in  which  Uie 

closely  resembles  that  of  life  and  nature. 

venes  have  been  triumphed  over  in  parodies,  of 

Dr.  Johnson's  stanza  is  a  fair  specimen :  — 

*■  I  put  my  hat  upon  my  head 
And  walked  into  the  Stmnil, 
And  there  I  met  another  man 
Whole  hat  M-ai  in  hii  hand.** 

Immediately  under  these  lines  I  will  place  one  of 
most  justly-admired  stanzas  of  the  '*  Baf/es  in  tho 
Wood.** 

**  These  pretty  Rabea  with  hand  in  hand 
Went  wandering  up  and  down ; 
But  never  more  tlicy  mw  the  Man 
Approaching  from  tlie  Town.'* 

In  both  these  stanzas  the  words,  and  the  order  of  the 
wcsda,  in  no  respect  differ  from  the  most  unimpassion- 
md  eoaversation.  There  are  words  in  both,  fur  example, 
**  the  Strand,**  and  *'  the  Town,**  connected  with  none 
tot  the  most  familiar  ideas;  yet  the  one  stanza  wc 
admit  as  admirable,  and  the  other  as  a  fiiir  example  of 
the  BUperlatiirely  contemptible.  Whence  arii'es  this 
diflbrencel  Not  from  the  tnctre,  not  from  the  language, 

from  the  order  of  the  words ;  but  the  matter  ex- 
in  Dr.  John8on*s  stanza  is  contemptible.  The 
proper  method  of  treating  trivial  and  simple  verses,  to 
which  Dr.  Johnson*s  stanza  would  be  a  fair  parallelism, 
ii  not  to  say.  This  is  a  bad  kind  of  poetry,  or.  This  is 

poetry ;  but,  This  wanta  semie ;  it  is  neither  inter- 
in  itself,  nor  can  lead  to  any  thing  interesting ; 
the  images  neither  originate  in  that  sane  ntatc  of  feel- 
lag  which  arises  out  of  thought,  nor  can  excite  thought 
cr  feeling  in  the  Reoder.  This  is  the  only  sensible 
■Mnoer  of  dealing  with  such  verseai  Why  trouble 
yeanelf  about  the  species  till  you  have  previously  de- 
cided upon  the  genus  1  Why  take  pains  to  prove  that 
■a  ape  is  not  a  Newlon,  when  it  is  self-evident  that  he 
«  not  a  man! 
I  faife  cne  lequeat  to  make  of  my  reader,  which  is, 


that  in  judging  these  Poems  he  would  decide  by  his 
own  feelings  genuinely,  and  not  by  reflection  upon  what 
will  probably  be  the  judgment  of  othera,  IIow  common 
is  it  to  hear  a  person  say,  "  I  myself  do  not  object  to 
this  style  of  composition,  or  thisor  tliat  expression,  but, 
to  such  and  such  classes  of  people,  it  will  appear  mean 
or  ludicrous  !**  This  mode  of  criticism,  so  destructive 
of  all  sound  unadulterated  judgment,  is  almost  univer- 
sal :  I  have  therefore  to  request,  that  tlie  Reader  would 
abide,  independently,  by  his  own  feelings,  and  that,  if 
he  finds  himself  affected,  he  would  not  suffer  si*ch  con- 
jectures to  interfere  with  his  pleasure. 

If  an  Author,  by  any  single  composition,  has  impress- 
ed us  with  respect  for  his  talenta,  it  is  useful  to  consider 
tliis  as  affording  a  presumption,  that  on  other  occanions 
where  we  have  been  displeased,  he,  nevertheless,  msy 
not  have  written  ill  or  absurdly ;  and,  further,  to  give 
him  so  much  credit  for  this  one  composition  as  may  in- 
duce us  to  review  what  lias  displeased  us,  with  more 
care  than  we  should  otherwise  have  bestowed  upon  it 
This  is  not  only  an  act  of  justice,  but,  in  our  decisions 
uprin  poetry  especially,  tnay  conduce,  in  a  high  degree, 
to  the  improvement  of  our  own  taste :  for  an  acf  urate 
taste  in  poetry,  and  in  all  the  other  arts,  as  Hir  Ju^hua 
Reynolds  has  observed,  is  an  acquired  talent,  which 
can  only  be  produced  by  thought  and  a  long-continuei) 
intercourtic  with  the  best  iiiodels  of  coni|KNiition.  This 
is  mentioned,  not  with  so  riiliculnus  a  purpose  as  to 
prevent  the  most  inexiicrienccd  Reader  from  judging 
fur  himself,  (I  hnvo  already  said  that  I  winh  hna  U% 
jud^e  for  liiiiisi'Il';)  hut  merely  to  tem|)er  the  rashness 
of  de^i^ion,  and  to  suggivt,  that,  if  P(N*try  be  a  suhji*ct 
on  which  much  time  hss  not  hiM*n  bestowiHl,  tho  judg- 
ment may  be  erntniHrnN;  snd  that,  in  many  castas,  it 
n(*ceKwirily  \iill  Im^  ho. 

I  know  that  nothing  would  have  so  effectually  cuti- 
tributed  to  further  the  end  which  I  havu  in  view,  as  to 
have  hhown  of  what  kind  the  pleasure  is,  and  hf>w  that 
pleorciire  is  produciNl,  which  is  confesMMlly  proiluced  by 
metrical  compusition  esMMitially  diffenmt  fnmi  that 
which  I  have  here  etMleavoured  to  rec<Hnmend :  fur  the 
Reader  will  say  that  he  has  been  plcasiHl  by  such  com- 
position ;  and  what  can  I  do  tnnrc  fS^r  him  ?  The  power 
of  any  art  is  limited ;  and  he  will  suspect,  tliat  if  I 
propose  to  furnish  him  with  new  fricmls,  it  is  only  ujion 
condition  of  his  abandoning  liis  old  friends.  Besides, 
as  I  liave  said,  the  Reader  is  himself  conscious  of  the 
pleasure  which  he  has  received  from  such  composition, 
composition  to  which  he  has  peculiarly  attached  the 
endearing  name  of  Toctry ;  and  sU  men  feel  an  habit 
ual  gratitude,  and  something  of  an  honrjurable  bigotry 
for  the  objects  which  have  lung  continued  to  pleasn 
them :  we  not  only  wish  to  be  pleased,  but  to  be  pleased 
in  that  particular  way  in  which  we  have  been  ac- 
customed to  be  pleased.  There  is  a  boot  of  arguments 
in  these  feelings ;  and  I  should  be  the  less  able  to  eom- 
bat  them  Meceasfully,  as  I  am  willing  to  allow,  thai. 
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FVom  what  has  been  nid,  and  from  a  perusal  of  the 
Poems,  the  Reader  will  be  able  clearly  to  perceive  the 
object  which  I  have  proponed  to  myself:  he  will  deter- 
mine how  &r  I  have  attained  this  object ;  and,  what  is 
a  much  n)ore  important  question,  whether  it  be  worth 
attaining:  and  upon  the  decision  of  these  two  questions 
will  rest  my  claim  to  the  approbation  of  the  Public. 


ia  Older  entirely  lo  eajoy  the  Pdetrj  wbieh  I  am  r^  I  laa| 
co—uienduiy,  it  woald  be  napfiiy  togive ap  modi  of    Hei 
what  is  ardinanly  enjoyed.      But,  would  ny  limita 
aare  permitted  me  lo  point  out  bow  this  pleasore  is 
produced,  I  might  bate  removed  many  obstaelei,  and 
asisted  my  Reader  in  perceiving  that  the  powen  of 
language  are  not  ro  limited  as  he  may  suppoee ;  aod 
that  it  is  possible  for  poetry  to  give  other  enjoymenti, 
of  a  purer,  more  lasting,  and  more  exquisite  nature. 
Thb  part  of  my  subject  I  have  not  altogether  neglect- 
ed;  but  it  has  been  less  my  present  aim  to  prove,  that 
the  interest  excited  by  some  other  kinds  of  poetry  ia 
*esB  vivid,  and  less  worthy  of  the  nobler  powen  of  the 
mind,  than  to  ofler  reaions  fur  presuming,  that,  if  the  j  Poe( 
object  which  I  have  proposed  to  myself  were  adequate-  '  0d  o 
ly  attained,  a  species  of  poetry  would  be  produced,    firoa 
which  is  genuine  poetry ;  in  its  nature  well  adapted 
to  interest  mankind  permanently,  and  likewise  impor-    who 
tant  in  the  multiplicity  and  quality  of  its  nsoral  rela-    with 
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Sf*  psfe  f»r»7, — "  by  wh«i  n  umially  called  Pome  Dicnoji.*'    ,  lanm 

other 
As,  porliaps,  I  have  no  ri«jht  to  export  fnmi  a  Reader  :  ine  h 
of  an  Introduction  to  a  volumo  of  Poomn  that  attrntive  so  \h 
perusal  without  which  it  is  impoBsible,  imperfectly  as  carlic 
I  have  been  compelled  to  exprens  my  meaning?,  thnt  •  he  hs 
what  is  contained  therein  should,  throunrhnut,  be  fully  ,  and  I 
understood,  I  am  t)ie  more  anxious  to  ^ive  an  exact  acted 
notion  of  the  sense  in  which  I  use  the  phrase  poetic  ation 
diction ;  and  for  tliis  purpose  I  will  here  add  a  few  the  p 
words  concerninp  the  origin  of  the  phraseolo/ry  which    struct 

I  have  condemned  under  that  name. The  earliest    in   co 

poets  of  all  nations  generally  wrote  from  passion  exci-  name] 
ted  by  real  events ;  they  wrote  naturally,  and  as  men :  tliat  il 
feeling  powerfully  as  they  did,  their  lanji[^uage  was  da-  |  spake 
ring,  and  figurative.  In  succeeding  times.  Poets,  and  langui 
Men  ambitious  of  the  fame  of  Poets,  perceiving  the  disreg 
influence  of  such  lann^uafre,  and  desirous  of  producing  could 
the  same  effect  without  having  the  same  animating  langui 
passion,  set  Uiemsclvcs  to  a  mechanical  adoption  of  .  which 
these  figures  of  speech,  and  made  use  of  them,  some-  ;  spirit  < 
times  with  propriety,  but  much  more  frequently  applied  as  the 
them  to  feelings  and  ideas  with  which  they  had  no  I  symbol 
natural  connection  whatsoever.  A  language  was  thus  ever  U. 
loaeosibly  produced,  differing  materially  from  the  real 
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8  adulterated  phraseolog^y  ioto  hm 
le  true  and  the  false  became  so  in- 
m  that  the  taste  of  men  was  gradu- 
I  this  langua^  was  received  as  a 
and  at  length,  by  the  influence  of 
d  to  a  certain  degree  really  become 
kind  were  imported  from  one  na-^ 
i  with  the  progress  of  refinement 
e  daily  more  and  more  corrupt, 
ht  the  plain  humanities  of  nature 
;rade  of  tricks,  quaintnefses,  hiero- 
las. 

y  interesting  to  point  out  the  causes 
en  by  this  extravagant  and  absurd 
is  not  the  place ;  it  depends  opon  a 
ises,  but  apon  none,  perhaps,  more 
1  impressing  a  notion  of  the  peculi- 
of  the  Poet's  character,  and  in  flat- 
self-love  by  bringing  him  nearer  to 
hat  character;  an  effect  which  is 
settling  ordinary  habits  of  thinking, 
he  Reader  to  approach  to  that  per- 
ite  of  mind  in  which  if  he  does  not 
gines  that  he  is  balked  of  a  peculiar 
>etry  can  and  ought  to  bestow. 
1  I  have  quoted  from  Chray,  in  the 
lines  printed  in  Italics,  consists  of 
iction,  though  not  of  the  worst  kind ; 
y  be  permitted  to  say  so,  it  is  fiir 
beit  writers  both  ancient  and  rood- 
n  in  no  way,  by  positive  example, 
f  Reader  a  notion^  of  what  I  mean 
;  diction  than  by  referring  him  to  a 
I  the  metrical  paraphrase  which  we 
the  Old  and  New  Testament,  and 
sy  exist  in  our  common  Translation, 
h"  throughout;  Prior's  "Did  sweet- 
flowing  tonguej^dtc.  die  ''Though 
gues  of  men  and  of  angel8,"dLC  &c 
,  chapter  xiiith.  By  way  of  imme- 
the  following  of  Dr.  Johnson  :«- 

nt  Ant  thy  heedlea  eyat. 
ra.  Slug gaid,  and  be  wiw ; 
I,  no  monitory  vmce, 
m,  or  directi  her  choice ; 
ont,  the  huiei  away 
nnfi  of  a  plenteous  day ; 
imer  loada  the  teeming  plain, 
est  and  she  stores  the  grun. 
»th  usurp  thy  useless  houiv, 
ir,  and  enchain  thy  powen  f 
IS  thy  downy  couch  enclose, 
n  courts  repose, 
r  charms  of  dull  delight, 
Mrith  unremitted  flight, 
k>wing,  fraudulent  and  skw, 
te  thee,  like  an  ambushed  fiw^** 

lb  of  words  paM  to  the  orifimL 
boo  Sluggard,  ooondor  bcr  waj% 


and  be  wise :  which  having  no  ^ide,  overseer,  or  ru- 
ler, provideth  her  meat  in  thy  summer,  and  gathereth 
her  food  in  the  harvest  How  long  wilt  thou  sleep,  O 
Sluggard  1  when  wilt  thou  arise  out  of  the  sleep?  Yet 
a  little  sleep,  a  little  slumber,  a  little  folding  of  the 
hands  to  sleep.  So  shall  thy  poverty  come  as  one 
that  travelleth,  and  thy  want  as  an  armed  man."  Pro- 
verbs, chap,  vi 

One  more  quotation,  and  I  have  done.  It  is  from 
Cowper's  Verses  supposed  to  be  written  by  Alexander 
Selkirk :  — 

** Religkxi!  what  tieasars  ODlold 
Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  silver  and  gold. 
Oral]  that  this  earth  can  afibrd. 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-going  bell 
These  valleys  and  rocki  never  heaid. 
Ne'er  sighed  at  the  sound  of  a  knell. 
Or  smiled  when  a  sabbath  appeared. 

Te  winds,  that  have  made  me  your  sport, 

CoDTey  to  this  desolate  shore 

Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land  f  must  visit  no  mora. 

My  Friends,  do  they  now  and  then  mod 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  met 

O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend, 

ThoQgh  a  friend  I  am  never  to  i 


I  have  quoted  this  passage  as  an  instance  of  three 
different  styles  of  composition.  The  first  four  lines  are 
poorly  expressed ;  some  Critics  would  call  the  language 
prosaic ;  the  hci  is,  it  would  be  bad  prose,  so  bad  that 
it  is  scarcely  worse  in  metre.  The  epithet  **  churcb- 
going"  applied  to  a  bell,  and  that  by  so  chaste  a  writer 
as  Cowper,  is  an  instance  of  the  strange  abuses  which 
Poets  have  introduced  into  their  language,  till  they  and 
their  Readers  take  them  as  matters  of  course,  if  they 
do  not  single  them  out  expressly  as  objecUi  of  admira- 
tion. The  two  lines  **  Ne'er  sighed  at  the  sound,"  4^ 
are,  in  my  opinion,  an  instance  of  the  language  of  pas- 
sion vrrested  from  its  proper  use,  and,  frrom  the  mere 
circumstance  of  the  coropositioo  being  in  metre,  ap- 
plied upon  an  occasion  that  does  not  justify  such  violent 
expressions ;  and  I  should  condemn  the  passage,  though 
perhaps  few  Readers  will  agree  with  me,  as  vicious 
poetic  diction.  The  last  stanza  is  throughout  admire 
bly  expressed :  it  would  be  equally  good  whether  io 
prose  or  verse,  except  that  the  reader  has  an  exquisite 
pleasure  in  seeing  such  natural  language  so  naturally 
connected  with  metre.  The  beauty  of  this  stana 
tempts  me  to  conclude  with  a  principle  which  ought 
never  to  be  lost  sight  (£, — namely,  that  in  works  of 
Im^yiwtWin  tnd  sentiment,  in  proportion  as  ideas  end 
iMings  are  valuable,  whether  the  compositioo  be  in 
prose  or  io  verse,  they  require  and  exact  one  and  tbe 
sane  lu^gnage.  Metre  is  but  adventitious  to  eomp^ 
sitioo,  and  the  phraseology  for  which  that  passport  is 
aeeessaiy,  even  wheie  it  is  gnoefU  at  all.  will  be  little 
vahied  by  the  jodicipML 
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MEMOIR  OF  THE  REV.  ROBERT  WALKER .• 


In  the  year  1700,  Robert  Walker  was  bom  at  Under- 
Crag,  in  Seathwaite ;  be  was  the  youngest  of  twelve 
children*  His  eldest  brother,  who  inherited  the  small 
family  estate,  died  at  Under-Crag,  aged  ninety-four, 
being  twenty-four  years  older  than  the  subject  of  this 
Memoir,  who  was  bom  of  the  same  mother.  Robert 
was  a  sickly  in&nt;  and,  through  his  boyhood  and  youth 
continuing  to  be  of  delicate  frame  and  tender  health, 
it  was  deemed  best,  according  to  the  country  phrase,  to 
breed  him  a  scholar;  for  it  was  not  likely  that  he 
would  be  able  to  earn  a  livelihood  by  bodily  labour.  At 
that  period  few  of  these  Dales  were  furnished  with 
schoolhouses ;  the  children  being  taught  to  read  and 
write  in  the  chapel;  and  in  the  same  consecrated 
building,  where  he  officiated  for  so  many  years  both  as 
preacher  and  schoolmaster,  he  himself  received  the 
rudiments  of  his  education.  In  his  youth  he  became 
schoolmaster  at  Lowes-water ;  not  being  called  upon, 
probably,  in  that  situation,  to  teach  more  than  reading, 
writing,  and  arithmetic.  But,  by  the  assistance  of  a 
**  Gentleman'*  in  the  neighbourhood,  he  acquired,  at 
leisure  hours,  a  knowledge  of  the  classics,  and  became 
qualified  for  taking  holy  orders.  Upon  his  ordination, 
he  had  the  offer  of  two  curacies ;  the  one,  Torver,  in 
the  vale  of  Coniston, — the  other,  Seathwaite,  in  his  na- 
tive vale.  The  value  of  each  was  the  same,  viz,  five 
pounds  per  annum ;  but  the  cure  of  Seathwaite  having 
a  cottage  attached  to  it  as  he  wished  to  marry,  he  chose 
it  in  preference.  The  young  person  on  whom  his  affec- 
tions were  fixed,  though  in  the  condition  of  a  domestic 
servant,  had  given  promise,  by  her  serious  and  modest 
deportment,  and  by  her  virtuous  dispositions,  that  she 
was  worthy  to  become  the  helpmate  of  a  man  entering 
upon  a  plan  of  life  such  as  he  had  marked  out  for  him- 
self. By  her  frugality  she  had  stored  up  a  small  sum 
of  money,  with  which  they  began  housekeeping.  In 
1735  or  1736,  he  entered  upon  his  curacy ;  and  nine- 
teen years  aflerwards,  his  situation  is  thus  described,  in 
some  letters  to  be  found  in  the  Annual  Register  for 
1760,  from  which  the  following  is  extracted : — 

*See  Note  9,  to  **  Poems  or  the  Imagination." 


T6  Mr.  

"Sir, 

"  I  was  the  other  day  npoD  a  party  of  plean 
five  or  six  miles  from  this  place,  where  I  md 
very  striking  object,  and  of  a  nature  not  very  i 
Going  into  a  clergyman's  house  (of  whom  I 
quently  heard)  I  found  him  sitting  at  the  h 
long  square  table,  such  as  is  cotnmoDly  wm 
country  by  the  lower  class  of  people,  dm 
coarse  blue  fi-ock,  trimmed  with  black  hora  bi 
checked  shirt,  a  leathern  strap  aboat  his  w 
stock,  a  coarse  apron,  and  a  pair  of  great  vooi 
shoes,  platjsd  with  iron  to  preserve  them,  (whi 
clogs  in  these  parts,)  with  a  child  npon  hb  knc 
his  breakfast :  his  wife,  and  the  remainder  of 
dren,  were  some  of  them  employed  in  waiti 
each  other,  the  rest  in  teazing  and  spinning 
which  trade  he  is  a  great  proficient;  and  o 
when  it  is  made  ready  for  sale,  will  lay  it,  h 
or  thirty-two  pounds  weight,  upon  his  back,  an 
seven  or  eight  miles  will  carry  it  to  the  marl 
in  the  depth  of  winter.  I  was  not  much  sur 
all  this,  as  you  may  possibly  be,  having  beard 
deal  of  it  related  before.  But  I  must  confesi 
astonished  with  the  alacrity  and  the  good-hna 
appeared  both  in  the  clergyman  and  his  i 
more  so,  at  the  sense  and  ingenuity  of  the  d 
himself."    ♦    ♦ 

Then  follows  a  letter  from  another  pern 
1755,  from  which  an  extract  shall  be  given. 

**  By  his  frugality  and  good  management,  I 
the  wolf  from  the  door,  as  we  say;  and  if  he  i 
a  little  in  the  world,  it  is  owing  more  to  his  o 
than  to  any  thing  else  he  has  to  rely  upon.  I  d 
his  inclination  is  mnning  afier  further  preferai 
is  settled  among  the  people,  that  are  happy  amoi 
selves;  and  lives  in  the  greatest  unanimity  an 
ship  with  them ;  and,  I  believe,  the  minister  i 
pie  are  exceedingly  satisfied  with  each  other; 
deed  how  should  they  be  dissatisfied,  when  tb 
a  person  of  so  much  worth  and  probity  for  tfasir 
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A  BMO,  who,  fiir  his  candour  and  meekness,  his  soher, 
ohMCe,  and  virtuous  conversation,  bis  soundness  in  prin- 
ciple and  practice,  is  an  ornament  to  his  profession,  and 
•i  iKNioor  to  the  country  he  is  in ;  and  bear  with  me  if  I 
i^»  the  idainnesB  of  his  dress,  the  sanctity  of  bis  man- 
Mi%  the  simplicity  of  his  doctrine,  and  the  vehemence 
ef  bis  expression,  have  a  sort  of  resemblance  to  the 
lUre  practice  of  primitive  Christianity.'* 

We  will  now  give  bis  own  account  of  himself,  to  be 
CiODd  in  the  same  place. 

From  the  Rev.  Robert  Walxsr. 

-Sir, 
**  Yonrs  of  the  26th  instant  was  communicated  to  me 

bgr  Mr.  C ,  and  I  should  have  returned  an  imme- 

diiftte  answer,  but  the  hand  of  Providence  then  lying 
iMAfy  opoo  an  amiable  pledge  of  conjugal  endearment, 
bath  aince  taken  from  me  a  promising  girl,  which  the 
diasonaolate  mother  too  pensively  laments  the  loss  of; 
ttoo^  we  have  yet  eight  living,  all  healthful,  hopeful 
chOdreo,  whose  names  and  ages  are  as  follows : — Tag- 
aged  almost  eighteen  years ;  Elizabctb,  sixteen 
and  ten  months ;  Mary,  fifteen ;  Moses,  thirteen 
and  three  months;  Sarah,  ten  years  and  three 
;  Mabel,  eight  years  and  three  months ;  William 
TyaoDv  three  years  and  eight  months ;  and  Anne  E^sther, 
ome  year  and  three  months :  besides  Anne,  who  died 
two  years  and  nx  months  ago,  and  was  then  aged 
nine  and  ten ;  and  Eleanor,  who  died  the  23d 
January,  aged  six  years  and  ten  months.  Zac- 
cheiis,  the  eldest  child,  is  now  learning  the  trade  of 
ttimer,  and  has  two  years  and  a  half  of  his  apprentice- 
riiip  lo  serve.  The  annual  income  of  my  chapel  at 
present,  as  near  as  I  can  compute  it,  may  amount  to 
•boot  17/.  lOff.,  of  which  is  paid  in  cash  viz.  5/.  from 
Che  bounty  of  Queen  Anne,  and  5/.  from  W.  P.  Esq. 
of  P'— *,  out  of  the  annual  rents,  be  being  lord  of  the 

omoor,  and  3/.  from  the  several  inhabitants  of  L , 

■ettled  upon  the  tenements  as  a  rent-charge ;  the  house 
■ad  gardens  I  value  at  4/.  yearly,  and  not  worth  more ; 
■ad  I  believe  the  surplice  fees  and  voluntary  contribu- 
tions, one  year  with  another,  may  be  worth  32. ;  but,  us 
the  inhabitants  are  few  in  number,  and  the  fees  very 
low,  this  lastpmentioned  sum  consists  merely  in  free- 
«m1I  offerings. 

**  I  am  situated  greatly  to  my  satisfaction  with  regard 
lo  the  cooduct  and  behaviour  of  my  auditory,  who  not 
cHilj  live  in  the  happy  ignorance  of  the  follies  and  vices 
of  the  age,  but  in  mutual  peace  and  good-will  with  one 
■DoCher,  and  are  seemingly  (I  hope  really  too)  sincere 
Christians,  and  sound  members  of  the  established 
church,  not  one  dissenter  of  any  denomination  being 
■nymgst  them  all.  I  got  to  the  value  of  401.  for  my 
wif^*0  fortune,  but  had  no  real  estate  of  my  own,  being 
the  youngest  son  of  twelve  children,  bom  of  obscure 
p^ients;  and,  though  my  income  has  been  but  small, 

iDj  frnily  large,  yet  by  a  providential  blessing  upon 
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my  own  diligent  endeavours,  the  kindnen  of  friends, 
and  a  cheap  country  to  live  in,  we  have  always  had 
the  necessaries  of  life.  By  what  I  have  written  (which 

I  is  a  true  and  exact  account,  to  the  best  of  my  know- 
ledge) I  hope  you  will  not  think  your  fiivour  to  me,  out 
of  the  late  worthy  Dr.  Stratford's  effects,  quite  misbe 
stowed,  for  which  I  must  ever  gratefully  own  myself, 

"  Sir, 
**  Your  much  obliged  and  most  obedient  humble  Servant. 

"  R.  W.,  Curate  of  S . 

.  "  To  Mr.  C,  of  Lancaster." 

About  the  time  when  this  letter  was  written,  the 
Bishop  of  Chester  recommended  the  scheme  of  joining 
the  curacy  of  Ulpha  to  the  contiguous  one  of  Seathwaite, 
and  the  nomination  was  offered  to  Mr.  Walker;  but 
an  unexpected  difficulty  arising,  Mr.  W.,  in  a  letter  to 
the  Bishop,  (a  copy  of  which,  in  his  own  beautiful 
handwriting,  now  lies  before  me,)  thus  expresses  him- 
self: "*  If  he,**  meaning  the  person  in  whom  the  difficulty 
originated,  **  had  suggested  any  such  objection  before, 
1  should  utterly  have  declined  any  attempt  to  the  cu- 
racy of  Ulpha:  indeed,  I  was  always  apprehensive  it 
might  be  disagreeable  to  my  auditory  at  Seathwaite,  as 
they  have  been  always  accustomed  to  double  duty,  and 
the  inhabitants  of  Ulpha  despair  of  being  able  to  sop- 
port  a  schoolmaster  who  is  not  curate  there  also ;  which 
suppressed  all  thoughts  in  me  of  serving  them  both.** 
And  in  a  second  letter  to  the  Bishop  he  writes : — 

**  My  Loan. 

**  I  have  the  favour  of  yours  of  the  1st  instant,  and 
am  exceedingly  obliged  on  account  of  the  Ulpha  af&ir: 
if  that  curacy  should  lapse  into  your  I/>rdshJp*s  hands* 
I  would  beg  leave  rather  to  decline  than  embrace 
it;  for  the  chapels  of  Seathwaite  and  Ulpha,  annexed 
together,  would  be  apt  Ui  cause  a  general  dincuntent 
among  the  inhabitants  of  both  places ;  by  either  think- 
ing themselves  slighted,  being  only  served  alternately, 
or  neglected  in  the  duty,  or  attributing  it  to  covetou*- 
ness  in  me;  all  which  occasions  of  murmuring  I  would 
willingly  avoid.'*  And,  in  concludingr  his  former  let* 
ter,  he  expresses  a  similar  sentiment  upon  the  same 
occasion,  ''desiring,  if  it  be  possible,  however,  as  much 
as  in  me  lieth,  to  live  peaceably  with  all  men.** 

The  year  following,  the  curacy  of  Seathwaite  was 
again  augmented;  and,  to  effect  this  augmentation, 
fifly  pounds  had  been  advanced  by  himself;  and,  in 
1760,  lands  were  purchased  with  eight  hundred  pounds. 
Scanty  as  was  his  income,  the  frequent  offer  of  much 
better  benefices  could  not  tempt  Mr.  W.  to  quit  a  situ- 
ation where  he  had  been  so  long  happy,  with  a  con- 
sciounness  of  being  useful,  .^inong  his  papers  I  fina 
the  fl^llowing  copy  of  a  letter,  dated  1775,  twenty 
years  after  his  refusal  of  the  curacy  of  Ulpha,  which 
will  show  what  exertions  had  been  made  for  oae  of 

hii  sons. 
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**  Mat  it  PLBAas  toue  Gkaoi, 

**  Our  remote  sitoation  here  makes  it  difficult  to  get 
the  neceanry  information  for  transacting  business 
regularly ;  such  is  the  reason  of  my  giving  your  Grace 
the  present  trouble. 

**  The  bearer  (my  son)  is  desirous  of  offering  himself 
csndidate  for  deacon's  orders  at  your  Grace's  ensuing 
ordination ;  the  first  on  the  25th  instant,  so  that  his 
papers  could  not  be  transmitted  in  due  time.  As  he  is 
now  fully  at  age,  and  I  have  afforded  him  education  to 
the  utmost  of  my  ability,  it  would  give  me  great  satis- 
faction (if  your  Grace  would  take  him,  and  find  him 
qualified)  to  have  him  ordained.  His  constitution  has 
been  tender  for  some  years ;  he  entered  the  college  of 
Dublin,  but  his  health  would  not  permit  him  to  con- 
tinue there,  or  I  would  have  supported  him  much  lon- 
ger. He  has  been  with  me  at  home  above  a  year,  in 
which  time  he  has  gained  great  strength  of  body,  suffi- 
cient, I  hope,  to  enable  him  for  performing  the  function. 
Divine  Providence,  assisted  by  liberal  benefactors,  has 
blest  my  endeavours,  from  a  small  income,  to  rear  a 
numerous  fiimily ;  and  as  my  time  of  life  renders  me 
now  unfit  for  much  future  expectancy  from  this  world, 
I  should  be  glad  to  see  my  son  settled  in  a  promising 
way  to  acquire  an  honest  livelihood  for  himself.  His 
behaviour,  so  far  in  life,  has  been  irreproachable ;  and 
I  hope  he  will  not  degenerate,  in  principles  or  practice, 
from  the  precepts  and  pattern  of  an  indulgent  parent 
Your  Grace's  favourable  reception  of  this,  from  a  dis* 
lant  corner  of  the  diocese,  and  an  obscure  hand,  will 
excite  filial  gratitude,  and  a  due  use  shall  be  made  of 
the  obligation  vouchsafed  thereby  to 

**  Your  Grace's  very  dutiful  and  most  obedient 

*'  Son  and  Servant, 

•*  Robert  Walker." 

The  same  man,  who  was  thus  liberal  in  the  education 
of  his  numerous  family,  was  even  munificent  in  hospi- 
tality as  a  parish  priest  Every  Sunday,  were  served, 
upon  the  long  table,  at  which  he  has  been  described 
sitting  with  a  child  upon  his  knee,  messes  of  broth,  for 
the  refreshment  of  those  of  his  cone^regation  who  came 
from  a  distance,  and  usually  took  tlieir  seats  as  parts  of 
his  own  household.  It  seems  scarcely  possible  that  this 
custom  could  have  commenced  before  the  augmenta- 
tion of  his  cure ;  and  what  would  to  many  have  been 
a  high  price  of  self-denial,  was  paid,  by  the  pastor  and 
his  family,  for  this  gratification ;  as  the  treat  could  only 
be  provided  by  dressing  at  one  time  the  whole,  perhaps, 
of  their  weekly  allowance  of  fresh  animal  food ;  con- 
sequently, for  a  Bucccssion  of  days,  the  table  was  cover- 
ed with  cold  victuals  only.  His  generosity  in  old  age 
may  be  still  further  illustrated  by  a  little  circumstance 
relating  to  an  orphan  grandson,  then  ten  years  of  age, 
which  I  find  in  a  copy  of  a  letter  to  one  of  his  sons ; 
he  requests  that  half-a-guinca  may  be  left  for  "little 
Robert's  pocket-money,"  who  was  then  at  school ;  in- 


trusting it  to  the  care  of  a  ladjt  who^  m  he  nya,  **mi 
■ometimet  firostrate  hit  aquanderiDg  it  away  fboliiily" 
and  promising  to  send  him  an  equal  albwance  inmiBy 
fbr  the  same  purpose.  The  coocloeioo  of  the  mmt  H 
ter  is  80  characteristic,  that  I  cannot  fiirbetr  to  tnai 
cribe  it  ^  We,"  meaning  hie  wife  and  himdC'ai 
in  our  wonted  state  of  health,  allowing  lor  the  hnr 

I  strides  of  old  age  knocking  daily  at  our  door,  u 
threateningly  telling  us,  we  are  not  only  roorttl,  bn 
must  expect  ere  long  to  take  our  leave  of  oar  tneiei 

■  cottage,  and  lie  down  in  our  last  dormitory.  Pny  pi 
don  my  neglect  to  answer  yours:  let  us  hear  aoow 
from  you,  to  augment  the  mirth  of  the  Chrislmas  bol 
days.  Wishing  you  all  the  pleasures  of  the  approul 
ing  season,  I  am,  dear^Son,  with  lasting  siooerit 
yours  afifectbnately. 

*"  ROBBBT  WaLUR.*' 

He  loved  old  customs  and  usages^  and  in  Moe  i 
stances  stuck  to  them  to  his  own  loss;  fbr,  having  hi 
a  sum  of  money  lodged  in  the  bands  of  a  neigfaboorii 
tradesman,  when  long  course  of  time  had  raised  tt 
rate  of  interest,  and  more  was  oflT^rcd,  he  refined 
accept  it ;  an  act  not  difficult  to  one,  who,  while  I 
was  drawing  seventeen  pounds  a  year  from  his  cotk 
declined,  as  we  have  seen,  to  add  the  profits  of  aoodi 
small  benefice  to  bis  own,  lest  he  should  be  sospecied  i 
cupidity. — From  this  vice  he  was  utterly  free ;  he  bs 
no  charge  fbr  teaching  school ;  such  as  could  tffxd 
pay,  gave  him  what  they  pleased.  When  veiy  yoss 
having  kept  a  diary  of  his  expenses,  however  thfliiig,tl 
large  amount,  at  the  end  of  the  year,  surpiiaed  hii 
and  from  that  time  the  rule  of  his  life  was  to  be  ec 
nomical,  not  avaricious.  At  his  decease  he  left  behii 
him  no  less  a  sum  than  2000/. ;  and  such  a  seoBe  < 
his  various  excellencies  was  prevalent  in  the  coonti 
that  the  epithet  of  wonderful  is  to  this  day  attach 
to  his  name. 

There  is  in  the  above  sketch  something  so  eztrMin 
nary  as  to  require  further  explanatory  detaila — .^od 
begin  with  his  industry ;  eight  hours  in  each  day,  dorii 
five  days  in  the  week,  and  half  of  Saturday,  ezce 
when  the  labours  of  husbandry  were  urgent,  he  w 
occupied  in  teaching.  His  seat  was  within  the  ra 
of  the  altar ;  the  communion-table  was  his  desk ;  ai 
like  Shenstone's  schoolmistress,  the  master  emplor 
himself  at  the  spinnmg-wheel,  while  the  children  wc 
repeating  their  lessons  by  his  side.  Every  eveniD 
a  tier  school  hours,  if  not  more  profitably  engaged, 
continued  the  same  kind  of  labour,  exchanging,  fort 
benefit  of  exercise,  the  small  wheel,  at  which  he  b 
satc>,  for  the  large  one  on  which  wool  is  spun,  the  spi 
ner  stepping  to  and  fro.  Thus,  was  the  wheel  co 
Ftanlly  in  readiness  to  prevent  the  in-aste  of  a  monien 
time.  Nor  was  his  industry  with  the  pen,  when  occ 
sion  called  fbr  it,  less  eager.  Intrusted  with  extensr 
management  of  public  and  private  a&iis,  he  acted, 
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him  rmtic  neigbboarhood,  as  Bcrivener,  writing^  out  pe- 
tilioii%  deeds  of  conveyance,  wills,  covenants,  dtc. 
with  pecuniary  gain  to  himself,  and  to  the  great  benefit 
of  hii  employers.  These  labours  (at  all  times  consider- 
able) at  one  period  of  the  year,  viz.  between  Christmas 
wad  Candlemas,  when  money  transactions  are  settled 
m  this  country,  were  often  so  intense,  that  he  passed 
gnml  part  of  the  night,  and  sometimes  whole  nights, 
■ft  liM  deak.  His  garden  also  was  tilled  by  his  own 
bud;  he  had  a  right  of  pasturage  upon  the  mountains 
ftr  ft  few  sheep  and  a  couple  of  cows,  which  required 
km  fttteodftnce ;  with  this  pastoral  occupation,  he  joined 
■0  Iftbours  of  husbandry  upon  a  small  scale,  renting 
or  three  acres  in  addition  to  his  own  less  than 
acre  of  glebe ;  and  the  humblest  drudgery  which 
the  cultivation  of  these  fields  required  was  performed 
bj  himaeU! 

He  also  assisted  his  neighbours  in  haymaking  and 
riieering  their  flocks,  and  in  the  performance  of  this 
letter  aervice  he  was  eminently  dexteroua  They,  in 
their  turn,  complimented  him  with  the  present  of  a 
hejcock,  or  a  fleece;  less  as  a  recompense  for  this 
peitkalar  service  than  as  a  general  acknowledgment 
The  Sabbath  was  in  a  strict  sense  kept  holy ;  the 
Sunday  evenings  being  devoted  to  reading  the  Scrip- 
Kmre  and  family  prayer.  The  principal  festivals  ap- 
pointed by  the  Church  were  also  duly  observed ;  but 
tfaioogh  every  other  day  in  the  week,  through  every 
ik  in  the  year,  he  was  incessantly  occupied  in 
k  of  hand  or  mind ;  not  allowing  a  moment  for  re- 
cieation,  except  upon  a  Saturday  afternoon,  when  he 
indnlged  himself  with  a  Newspaper,  or  sometimes  with 
ft  Magazine.  The  frugality  and  temperance  established 
in  his  house,  were  as  admirable  as  the  industry.  No- 
thing to  which  the  name  of  luxury  could  be  given  was 
tkere  known;  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  indeed, 
when  tea  had  been  brought  into  almost  general  use, 
it  was  provided  for  visitors,  and  for  such  of  his  own 
fiimily  as  returned  occasionally  to  his  roof  and  had 
been  accustomed  to  this  refreshment  elsewhere;  but 
neither  be  nor  his  wife  ever  partook  of  it.  The  rai- 
ment worn  by  his  family  was  comely  and  decent,  but 
as  simple  as  their  diet ;  the  home-spun  materials  were 
made  up  into  apparel  by  their  own  handsi  At  the  time 
of  the  decease  of  this  tiirifly  pair,  their  cottage  con- 
tained a  large  store  of  webs  of  woollen  and  linen  cloth, 
woven  from  thread  of  their  own  spinning.  And  it  is  re- 
markable that  the  pew  in  the  chapel  in  which  the  family 
used  to  sit,  remained  a  few  years  ago  neatly  lined  with 
woollen  cloth  spun  by  the  pastor^s  own  hands.  It  is  the 
mly  pew  in  the  chapel  so  distinguished ;  and  I  know  of 
no  other  instance  of  his  conformity  to  the  delicate  accom- 
modations of  modern  times.  The  fuel  of  the  house, 
like  that  of  their  neighbours,  conKisted  of  peat,  pro- 
carod  from  the  mosses  by  their  own  Ubour.  The  lights 
bf  which,  in  the  winter  evenings,  their  work  was  per- 
fwmedt  were  of  their  own  manufacture,  such  as  still 


continue  to  be  used  in  these  cottages;  they  are  made 
of  the  pith  of  rushes  dipped  in  any  unctuous  substance 
that  the  house  afibrds.  White  candles,  as  tallow  can- 
dles are  here  called,  were  reserved  to  honour  the 
Christmas  festivals,  and  were  perhaps  produced  upon  no 
other  occasions.  Once  a  month,  during  the  proper  sea- 
son, a  sheep  was  drawn  from  their  small  mountain  flock 
and  killed  for  the  use  of  the  family;  and  a  cow,  towards 
the  close  of  the  year,  was  salted  and  dried,  for  win- 
ter provision :  the  hide  was  tanned  to  furnish  them  with 
shoes.  —  By  these  various  resource:^  this  venerable 
clergyman  reared  a  numerous  family,  not  only  pre- 
serving them,  as  he  aflTectingly  says,  *'  from  wanting 
the  necessaries  of  life;**  but  afforded  them  an  un- 
stinted education,  and  the  means  of  raising  themselves 
in  society. 

It  might  have  been  concluded  that  no  one  could  thus, 
as  it  were,  have  converted  his  body  into  a  machine  of 
industry  for  the  humblest  uses,  and  kept  his  thoughts 
so  frequently  bent  upon  secular  concerns,  without  griev- 
ous injury  to  the  more  precious  parts  of  his  nature. 
How  could  tlie  powers  of  intellect  thrive,  or  its  graces 
be  displayed,  in  the  midst  of  circumstances  apparently 
so  unfavourable,  and  where  to  the  direct  cultivation  of 
the  mind,  so  small  a  portion  of  time  was  allotted  ?  But, 
in  this  extraordinary  man,  things  in  their  nature  ad- 
verse were  reconciled ;  hb  conversation  was  remarka- 
ble, not  only  for  being  chaste  and  pure,  but  for  the  de- 
gree in  which  it  was  fervent  and  eloquent ;  his  written 
style  was  correct,  simple,  and  animated.  Nor  did  his 
affections  suffer  more  than  his  intellect;  he  was  ten- 
derly alive  to  all  tlie  duties  of  his  pastoral  office :  the 
poor  and  nee<iy  "he  never  sent  empty  away,** — the 
stranger  was  fed  and  refreshed  in  passing  that  unfre- 
quented vale — the  sick  were  visited ;  and  the  feelings 
of  humanity  f<)und  further  exercise  among  the  distress- 
es and  embarrassments  in  the  worldly  estate  of  his 
neighbours,  with  which  his  talents  for  business  made 
him  acquainted ;  and  the  disinterestedness,  impartiality, 
and  uprightness  which  he  maintained  in  the  manage- 
ment of  all  affiiirs  confided  to  him,  were  virtues  seldom 
separated  in  his  own  conscience  from  religious  obliga- 
tions. Nor  could  such  conduct  fail  to  remind  thos^ 
who  witnessed  it  of  a  spirit  nobler  than  law  or  custom : 
they  felt  convictions  which,  but  for  such  intercourse, 
could  not  have  been  afforded,  that,  as  in  the  practice  of 
their  pastor,  tliere  was  no  guile,  so  in  his  fiiith  there 
was  nothing  hollow ;  and  we  are  warranted  in  believing, 
tliat  upon  these  occasions,  selfjithnesH,  obstinacy,  and 
discord  would  often  give  u-ay  before  the  breathings  of 
his  good-will  and  saintly  integrity.  It  may  be  presu- 
med also,  while  his  humble  congregation  were  listen- 
ing to  the  moral  precepts  which  he  delivered  firom  the 
pulpit,  and  to  the  Christian  exhortations  that  they 
should  love  their  neighlwur  as  themselves,  and  do  as 
they  would  be  done  unto,  that  peculiar  eflicacj  was 
given  lo  the  preacher's  labours  by  recoUectioos  in  the 
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of  hh  euii^atiwi,  that  tbty  ww  eritoJ  lywi 
to  do  BD  Bort  thui  hb  ova  ■ctioM  w«n  dailj 
tofbvo  thoir  ojm. 

TV  iftenMioii  wrt  iee  in  the  dnpel  «■■  IflM 
mdf  attmM  thOB  tint  of  the  narnuiff.  but  by  ■ 
MrioM  ioditory ;  the  lono  fhia  the  New  Teotameat, 
« thoM  oceuioM^  wm  ■eoompoaied  by  Birkett*i  Gon- 
itwieiL  TheM  Iomnm  he  read  with  faopMrioood 
flwiDeollj  dfmwBV  leuo  flom  bk  haii«i% 
pad  leofbigalMtiaf  impfewioB  apon  theb  mindo.  Hk 
dtfOtioiMl  fteliBfi  tnd  the  powen  of  hfii  own  miai 
wm  fhrther  eierciiod,  oloof  with  thooo  of  hie  ftmily« 
to  peramff  the  Seriplaret;  not  only  oa  the  flhnidiy 
offoaiBgo,  bat  oa  etery  other  ereninf  •  while  the  le* 
of  the  houMhoM  were  at  work,  naie  oae  of  the  ehO- 
droa.  tad  ia  her  tura  the  •erfint,  lor  the  nke  of  fmetioo 
la  ffoadhif,  or  fbr  iaatractioa,  read  the  Bible  alood;  aad 
la  tUi  maaaer  the  whole  waa  repeatedly  goae  throogh. 
That  ao  eooiBMm  iaiportaaee  was  attaclied  to  the  oIk 
Mffaace  of  relifioaa  oidiaanoea  by  hit  frmily,  appeaia 
flom  the  ftdlowiDf  meoioraadoBi  by  one  of  hie  deaeead- 
latab  which  I  am  tenpted  to  inaert  at  length,  aa  it  ia 
ohaiaeteriitie,  and  aomewhat  carioofL  **  There  ia  a 
aanll  ehapel  ia  the  eoooty  pelatinc  of  Laacaater,  where 
a  eeitaia  olergyraan  baa  regnlarly  officiated  abore  aixty 
yeafa»  and  a  few  montha  ago  adrointalered  the  aaera- 

of  the  LonTa  Sapper  in  the  sune,  to  a  decent 
of  devoot  cominnnteantiL  After  the  clergynMui 
Itoi  reoeired  himoeir,  the  llrrt  oompany  oat  of  the 
aaaaaibly  who  approached  the  altar,  and  kneeled  down 
to  be  parUkera  of  the  aacrad  elementi,  oooMted  of  the 
peraon*8  wife,  to  whom  he  had  b(^en  married  apwtrdt 
of  aixty  yean :  one  eon  and  hie  wife ;  four  daaghtere, 
each  with  her  hivband ;  whoee  agee,  all  added  together, 
amoont  to  above  714  years.  The  eeTeral  and  revpec- 
tire  distances  from  the  place  of  each  of  their  abodes  to 
the  chapel  where  they  all  communicated,  will  meaaore 
more  than  1000  English  miles.  Thoupfh  the  narration 
will  appear  surprising,  it  is  without  doubt  a  fiict  that 
the  same  pemns,  exactly  four  years  before,  met  at  the 
same  place,  and  all  joined  in  performance  of  the  same 
Tonerable  duty.** 

He  was  indeed  most  zealously  attached  to  the  doc- 
trine and  frame  of  the  Established  Church.  We  have 
seen  him  congratulating  himself  that  he  had  no  dis- 
senters in  his  core  of  any  denomination.  Some  allow- 
ance muet  be  made  for  the  state  of  opinion  when  his 
flnt  reliprious  impressions  were  received,  before  the 
reader  will  acquit  him  of  bigotry,  when  I  mention,  that 
at  the  time  of  the  augmentation  of  the  cure,  he  refused 
to  invest  part  of  the  money  in  the  purchase  of  an  estate 
oflbred  to  him  upon  advantageous  terms,  because  the 
proprietor  was  a  Quaker ; — whether  from  scrupulous 
apprehension  that  a  blessing  would  not  attend  a  contract 
framed  for  the  benefit  of  the  Church  between  persons 
act  in  religious  sympathy  with  each  other;  or,  aa  a 
aeeker  of  peace,  he  area  afhud  of  the  uncomplying  dia- 
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tlMii  the  plain  blue  slab  dedicated  to  the  memory 
this  aged  pair,  is  the  production  of  a  quarry  in 
llh  Wales.  It  was  sent  as  a  mark  of  respect  by 
I  of  their  descendants  from  the  vale  of  Festiniog, 
9gioa  almost  as  beautiful  as  that  in  which  it  now 
it 

Ufoa  the  Seathwaite  Brook,  at  a  small  distance  from 
i  Panooage,  has  been  erected  a  mill  for  spinning 
IB ;  it  is  a  mean  and  disagreeable  object,  though 
;  mimportant  to  the  spectator,  as  calling  to  miod  the 
neDtoos  changes  wrought  by  such  inventions  in  the 
DM  of  society— changes  which  have  proved  especial- 
infcToarable  to  these  mountain  solitudes.  So  much 
I  been  effected  by  thoee  new  powers,  before  the  sub- 
it  of  the  preceding  biographical  sketch  cloeed  his 
^  that  their  operation  could  not  escape  hb  notice, 
I  doubtless  excited  touching  reflections  upon  the 
Bpumtively  insignificant  results  of  his  own  manual 
iMtrj.  Bat  Robert  Walker  was  not  a  man  of  times 
I  eiiciimstances :  had  he  lived  at  a  later  period,  the 
neiplo  of  duty  woold  have  produced  application  as 
nemitting;  the  same  energy  of  character  would  have 
m  displayed,  though  in  many  instances  with  widely- 
ferent  effects. 

Hafing  mentioned  in  this  narrative  the  vale  of 
veewater  as  a  place  where  Mr.  Walker  taught 
lool,  I  will  add  a  few  memoranda  from  its  parish 
paler,  respecting  a  person  apparently  of  desires  as 
derate,  with  whom  he  must  have  been  intimate  du- 
g  his  residence  there. 

*■  Let  hiin  that  would,  ascend  the  tottering  teat 
Of  courtly  grandeur,  and  become  as  great 
As  are  his  nx>unting  wishes ;  but  for  me. 
Let  sweet  repose  and  rest  my  portion  be. 

Hkney  Foeest,  Curate. 

Honour,  the  idol  which  the  most  adore, 
Receives  no  homage  from  my  knee ; 
Content  in  privacy  I  value  more 
Tlian  all  uneasy  dignity. 

nry  Forest  came  to  Loweswater,  1706,  being  25 
IIS  of  age.** 

"This  Curacy  was  twice  augmented  by  Queen 
ine's  bounty.  The  first  payment,  with  great  diffi- 
Ity,  was  paid  to  Mr.  John  Curwen  of  London,  on  the 
I  of  May,  1724«  deposited  by  me,  Henry  Forest,  Cu- 
o  of  Loweswater.  Y*  said  9th  of  May,  y*  said  Mr. 
irwen  went  to  the  office,  and  saw  my  name  register- 
there,  Slc  This,  by  the  Providence  of  God,  came 
lot  to  this  poor  place. 

Hec  tester  H.  Forest*" 

In  another  place  he  records,  that  the  sycamore- trees 
»re  planted  in  the  church-yard  in  1710. 
He  died  in  1741,  having  been  curate  thirty-four 
ara  It  is  not  improbable  that  H.  Forest  was  the 
Btleman  who  assisted  Robert  Walker  in  hie  cluneal 
idiofat  Loweawate* 


To  this  parish  register  is  prefixed  a  motto,  of  which 
the  following  verses  are  a  part : 

**  fovigilate  viri,  tacito  nam  tempora  g^ressu 
Diflugiunt,  nulloque  sono  convert!^  annus ; 
Utendum  est  etate,  cito  pede  praeterit  actas.** 

With  pleasure  I  annex,  as  illustrative  aod  confirma- 
tory of  the  above  account,  ESxtracts  from  a  Paper  ia 
the  Christian  Remembrancer,  Vol.  I.  October,  1819:  it 
bears  an  assumed  signature,  but  is  known  to  be  the 
work  of  the  Rev.  Robert  Bamford,  vicar  of  Bishopton, 
in  the  county  of  Durham ;  a  great-grandson  of  Mr. 
Walker,  whose  worth  it  commemorates,  by  a  record 
not  the  less  valuable  for  being  written  in  very  early  - 
youth. 

"  His  boose  was  a  nursery  of  virtue.  All  the  inmates 

were  industrious,  and  cleanly,  and  happy.    Sobriety, 

neatness,  quietness,  characterised  the  whole  fiumily. 

No  railings,  no  idleness,  no  indulgence  of  passion* 

were  permitted.    Every  child,  however  young,  had  ita 

appointed  engagements ;  every  hand  was  busy.    KniU 

ting,  spinning,  reading,  writing,  mending  clothes,  ma- 

kmg  shoes,  were  by  the  different  children  ooostaotly 

performing.    The  &ther  himself  sitting  amongst  them, 

and  guiding  their  thoughts,  was  engaged  in  the  same 

occupations. 

♦       ****♦** 

**  He  sate  up  late,  and  rose  early ;  when  the  family 

were  at  rest,  he  retired  to  a  little  room  which  he  had 

built  on  the  roof  of  his  house.    He  had  slated  it,  and 

fitted  it  up  with  shelves  for  his  books,  hip  stock  of  cloth, 

wearing  apparel,  and  his  utensila    There  many  a  cold 

winter*s  night,  without  fire,  while  the  roof  was  glased 

with  ice,  did  he  remain  reading  or  writing,  till  the  day 

dawned.    He  taught  the  children  in  the  chapel,  for 

there  was  no  school-house.    Yet  in  that  cold,  damp 

place  he  never  had  a  fire.  He  used  to  send  the  children 

in  parties  either  to  his  own  fire  at  home,  or  make  them 

run  up  the  mountain's  side. 

^  It  may  be  further  mentioned,  that  he  was  a  pa»- 
sionate  admirer  of  nature;  she  wna  his  mother,  and  he 
was  a  dutiful  child.  While  engaged  on  the  mountains, 
it  was  his  greatest  pleasure  to  view  the  rising  sun ;  and 
in  tranquil  evenings,  as  it  slided  behind  the  hills,  he 
blessed  its  departure.  He  was  skilled  in  fossils  and 
plants;  a  constant  observer  of  the  stars  and  winds:  the 
atmosphere  was  his  delight  He  made  many  experi- 
ments on  its  nature  and  properties.  In  summer  he  oaed 
to  gather  a  multitude  of  flies  and  insects,  and,  by  his 
entertaining  description,  amuse  and  instruct  his  chil- 
dreiL  They  shared  all  his  daily  employments,  and  de- 
rived many  sentiments  of  love  and  benevolence  ftoB 
his  observations  on  the  works  and  producUoos  of  natora. 
Whether  they  were  following  him  in  the  field,  or  sinw 
roanding  him  in  school,  he  took  every  opportunity  of 
storing  their  minds  with  osefiil  infomiatioii.-»Nor  wag 

the  circle  of  hie  infloence  confiiied  to  Seathwaile. 

5T 


APPENDIX    V. 


TOPOGRAPHICAL  DESCRIPTION 


OF 


THE    COUNTRY    OF    THE    LAKES 


IN  THE  NORTH  OP  ENGLAND.* 


Aar  Lucerne  in  Switzerland,  there  existed,  some  years 
a  model  of  the  Alpine  country  which  encompaases 
Lake  of  the  four  Cantons.  The  spectator  ascended 
m  little  platform,  and  saw  mountains,  lakes,  glaciers, 
livnra,  woods,  waterfalls,  and  valleys  with  their  cottages 
■ad  every  other  object  contained  in  them,  lying  at  his 
Ibei ;  all  things  being  represented  in  their  appropriate 
tdkmm.  It  may  be  easily  conceived  that  this  esdiibition 
•ftfded  an  exquisite  delight  to  the  imagination,  which 
VM  tbos  tempted  to  wander  at  will  from  valley  to  valley, 
ftm  mountain  to  mountain,  through  the  deepest  re- 
eeves  of  the  Alps.  But  it  supplied  also  a  more  sub- 
ilBDtial  pleasure ;  for  the  sublime  and  beautiful  region, 
with  all  its  hidden  treasures,  and  their  bearings  and  re- 
kUioQS  to  each  other,  was  thereby  comprehended  and 
ondentood  at  once. 

Something  of  this  kind  (as  far  as  it  can  be  performed 
bgr  words,  which  must  needs  be  inadequately)  will  here 
be  attempted  in  respect  to  the  Lakes  in  the  north  of 
England,  and  the  vales  and  mountains  enclosing  and 
florrofinding  them.  The  delineation  if  tolerably  exe- 
cuted will  in  some  instances  communicate  to  the  trav- 
eller, who  has  already  seen  the  objects,  new  informa- 
;  and  will  assist  in  giving  to  his  recollections  a 


Eaty,  which  wai  paUbhed  aeveral  yean  ago  m  an 
iMioriiiction  10  toine  Viewi  of  the  Liket,  by  the  Rev.  Joteph 
WiUunoo.  (an  eipeiMive  work,  and  neceavily  of  limited  cir> 
eillinn,)  is  now,  with  emendationi  and  additiom,  attached  lo 
iMi  voltmie ;  IWnb  a  contdoumeH  of  in  having  been  written  in 
Ihe  Mine  epiiit  which  dictated  aeveral  of  the  poemi,  and  (rain  a 
bafief  that  it  will  lend  materially  to  illuatnte  them. 
fThe  repoblicalion,  here  mentioned,  waa  made  in  the  Votome 
"Sooneta  to  the  River  Doddon  and  other  Potmt  pub- 
in  IttOL**  No  other  reaaoo  than  that  atated  by  the  Author 
need  ba  given  for  introducing  into  the  praaent  Ediiaon 
jrfs  Emtj  daatfipti  i a  of  the  Sceoeiy  of  the  Lakea,  and  thai  ro- 
te apfnpriata  ooonection  with  the  PDama—H.  R.] 


more  orderly  arrmngement  than  his  own  opportimities 
of  observing  may  have  permitted  him  to  make ;  while 
it  will  be  still  more  useful  to  the  future  traveller,  by 
directing  his  attention  at  once  to  distinctions  hi  things 
which,  without  such  previous  aid,  a  length  of  time  only 
could  enable  him  to  discover.  It  is  hoped,  also,  that 
this  Essay  may  become  generally  serviceable  by  lead 
ing  to  habits  of  more  exact  and  Considerate  observmtioa 
than,  as  far  as  the  writer  knows,  have  hitherto  been 
applied  to  local  scenery. 

To  begin,  then,  with  the  main  outlines  of  the  coun 
try.  I  know  not  how  to  give  the  reader  a  distinct 
image  of  these  more  readily,  than  by  requesting  him 
to  place  himself  with  me,  in  imagination,  upon  some 
given  point ;  let  it  be  the  top  of  either  of  the  moun- 
tains. Great  Gavel,  or  Scawfell ;  or,  rather,  let  as  sup- 
pose our  station  to  be  a  cloud  hanging  midway  between 
these  two  mountains,  at  not  more  than  half  a  mfle*8 
distance  fix>ro  the  summit  of  each,  and  not  many  yards 
above  their  highest  elevation ;  we  shall  then  see  stretch- 
ed at  our  feet  a  number  of  valleys,  not  fewer  than  nine, 
diverging  from  the  point,  on  which  we  are  supposed  to 
stand,  like  spokes  fW)m  the  nave  of  a  wheel  First,  we 
note,  lying  to  the  south-east,  the  vale  of  Langdale, 
which  will  conduct  the  eye  to  the  bng  Lake  of  Winan- 
derroere,  stretched  nearly  to  the  sea ;  or  rather  to  the 
sands  of  the  vast  bay  of  Morcamb,  serving  here  for  the 
rim  of  this  imaginary  wheel ; — let  us  trace  it  m  a  di- 
rection from  the  south-east  towards  the  south,  and  we 
riiall  next  fix  our  eyes  upon  the  vale  of  Coniston,  rar- 
ning  np  likewise  firom  the  sea,  but  not  (as  all  the  other 
valleys  do)  to  the  nave  of  the  wheel,  and  therefore  it 
may  not  be  inaptly  represented  as  a  broken  spoke 
sticking  in  the  rim.  Looking  forth  again,  with  an  in- 
clination towards  the  west,  immediately  at  our  ftet 
lies  the  vale  of  Doddon,  in  which  is  no  lake,  hot  a  9>' 
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ud  tOTDiiMrtiBf  it0  eoom  m  tlw  Muds  of  IXid* ,  dour, 
TIm  Ibarth  villey  next  lo  be  obnrfed,  vii.  UmI  '  ndii 
cf  Uriale.  tt  of  the  HAM  tfenenl  chancter  M  Che  iMt,  owm 
y«t  heuUfblly  ifaeriniinted  ftom  H  by  pueoliir  fee-  hie  ej 
Next,  elmoit  doe  weil,  look  doimi  oposi  ead 
the  deep  veUey  of  Wuldele,  with  he  little  diepel 
■ad  belf  a  doien  neat  eeatteied  dwelliiiffii>  a  plaia  of 
leidinr  aad  corn-fraaiid  intenected  with  maae  walla 
appaiently  iaunaieiable,  like  a  large  pieee  of  lawlev 
palcb-wqrfc,  or  an  amy  of  luithii— tjcal  igam^  aoch 
ae  IB  the  aacient  Khooli  of  geometry  niiglit  have  been 
•porCivelj  aad  luitaetically  traced  oat  upon  aand.  Be- 
yood  tbia  little  fertile  plaia  lieii,  withto  ita  bed  of  ateep 


hath 
recti] 


tor  lb 


whiel 

bythi 

li 


■ountaiDf*  the  long,  aarrow,  aleni.  and  dcaolate  Lake  |  eoctei 

of  Waatdale;  and  beyond  thia  a  dodcy  tract  of  level  and  tl 

gmond  eondocta  the  eye  to  the  Iriih  Sea.    The  eeve-  Keaw 

lalvalea  of  Eanerdale  and  Botterm^re,  with  their  hkea,  bonbl 

next  preeent  theneelTea;  and  lairtly,  the  vale  of  Bor-  upon  1 

fowdale,  of  which  that  of  Keswick  ia  only  a  oonlinoa-  fiet,— 

Ikau  atretching  due  north,  bringv  us  to  a  point  nearly  crimsi 

nppoafte  to  the  vale  of  Winandermere  with  which  we  roonnl 

began     Vvam  thia  it  will  appear,  that  the  imagn  of  a  minan 

wheal  thai  fer  exact,  is  little  more  than  one  half  com-  with  i 

plate;  but  the  deficiency  on  the  eastern  side  may  be  tinctlj 

anpplied  by  the  vales  of  Wythebum,  Ulswater,  IIawa>  there  i 

water,  and  the  vale  of  Grasroere  and  Rydal ;  none  of  appeal 

theses  however,  run  op  to  the  central  point  between  ming  1 

Qieat  Gavel  and  ficawfelL    From  this,  hitherto  oor  atniaa| 

central  pomt,  take  a  flight  of  not  more  than  three  or  the  ne 

fear  miles  eastward  to  the  ridfife  of  Ilclvellyn,  and  you  in  thei 

will  look  down  upon  Wytlieburn  and  St.  John's  Vale,  reader 

which  are  a  branch  of  the  vale  of  Keswick ;  upon  Uls-  mediat 
water,  stretching  due  east,  and  not  (ur  beyond  to  the        I  do 

south-oast,  (though  from  tliis  point  not  visible,)  lie  the  '  within 

vale  and  lake  of  Ifawawater ;  and  lastly,  the  vale  of  variety 

Grasmerc,  Rydal,  and  Ambleside,  brings  you  back  to  snblioM 

Winandermere,  thus  completing,  tliough  on  the  eastern  owing  I 
side  in  a  somewhat  irregular  manner,  the  represent*-  •  directei 


tive  figure  of  the  wheel. 

8uch,  concisely  given,  is  the  general  topographical 
view  of  the  country  of  the  Lakes  in  the  north  of  En- 
gland ;  and  it  may  be  observed,  that,  from  the  circum- 


Great( 
quire  m 
eight  ol 
rounded 


fbrence  to  the  centre,  that  is,  fVom  the  sea  or  plain  Hawswt 
country  to  the  mountain  stations  specified,  there  is — in  tcred  to 
the  several  ridges  tliat  encloM  these  vales  and  divide  rate  cha 
them  from  each  other,  I  mean  in  the  forms  and  sur-  formed  i 
feces,  first  of  the  swelling  grounds,  next  of  the  hills  with  the 
and  rocks,  and  lastly  of  the  mountains — an  ascent  of  of  a  sist 
aliiKMt  regular  gra<latiun  from  elegance  and  richness  lo  j  gives  tfl 
the  highest  point  of  grandeur.  It  follows  therefore  j  roont  att 
fW«m  this,  first,  that  those  rocks,  hills,  and  mountains,  \  cially  ft 
must  present  themselves  to  view  in  stages  rising  above  i  Wales  a 
each  other,  the  mountains  clustering  together  towanls  in  their 
the  central  point ;  and,  next,  that  an  oliserver  fiiroiliar  ;  Scotland 
with  the  si'veral  vales,  must,  from  thoir  various  p(jeiti(»n  ,  tracts  of 
ia  relatiuii  to  the  sun.  have  had  before  his  eyes  every  ,  tlie  trav 
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odbbrity,  would  find  it  difficult  to  detennine  bow 
of  bis  pleasure  is  owing  to  excellence  inherent 

Imdscape  itself;  and  bow  mucb  to  an  instanta- 
noDvery  firom  an  oppression  left  upon  bis  spirits 

barrenness  and  desolation  througb  which  he  has 


Bb^  to  proceed  with  our  survey : — and,  first,  of  the 
Their  forms  are  endlessly  diversified, 
ily  or  boldly  in  simple  majesty,  abrupt  and 
or  soft  and  elegant  In  magnitude  and 
ir  tbey  are  individually  inferior  to  the  most  cele- 
of  those  in  eome  other  parts  of  this  island ;  but, 
the  combinations  which  they  make,  towering  above 
other,  or  lifting  themselves  in  ridges  like  the 
of  a  tumultuous  sea,  and  in  the  beauty  and  va^ 
of  their  surfaces  and  their  colours,  they  are  sur- 
by  none. 
Tbe  general  gurface  of  the  mountains  is  turf,  ren- 
rich  and  green  by  the  moisture  of  the  climate. 
the  turf,  as  in  the  neighbourhood  of  New- 
little  broken,  the  whole  covering  being  sofl 
downy  pasturage.  In  other  places  rocks  predomi- 
i:  the  soil  is  laid  bare  by  torrents  and  burstings  of 
from  the  sides  of  the  mountains  in  heavy  rains ; 
tiooally  their  perpendicular  sides  are  seamed 
tjH  nvines  (formed  also  by  rains  and  torrent?)  which, 
■Meting  in  angular  points,  entrench  and  scar  over 
tto  eorfiice  with  numerous  figures  like  the  letters 
WudY. 

The  MovNTAiiia  are  composed  of  the  stone  by  min- 
omkigists  termed  schint,  which,  as  you  approach  the 
flam  country,  gives  place  to  lime-stone  and  free-stone ; 
hot  schist  being  the  substance  of  the  mountains,  the 
fvedominant  colour  of  their  rocky  parts  is  bluish,  or 
hoerj  gray — tbe  general  tint  of  the  lichens  with  which 
the  bare  stone  is  encrusted.  With  this  blue  or  gray 
is  frequently  intermixed  a  red  tinge,  proceeding 
the  iron  that  interveins  the  stone,  and  impregnates 
■mI.  The  iron  is  the  principle  of  decomposition  in 
rocks;  and  hence,  when  they  become  pulveriaeed, 
elementary  particles  crumbling  down  overspread  in 
17  places  the  steep  and  almost  precipitous  sides  of 
moontains  with  an  intermixture  of  colours,  like  the 
eoMpoond  hues  of  a  dove's  neck.  When,  in  the  heat 
of  odvmDcing  summer,  the  fresh  green  tint  of  the  her- 
fau  somewhat  faded,  it  is  again  revived  by  the 
of  the  fern  profusely  spread  every  where ; 
opoD  this  plant,  more  than  upon  any  thing  else, 
the  changes  which  the  seasons  make  in  the  colour- 
of  the  mountains  depend.  About  the  first  week  in 
',  the  rich  green,  which  prevailed  through  the 
whole  euomier,  is  usually  passed  away.  The  brilliant 
wai  varioos  cokwrs  of  the  fern  are  then  in  harn)ony 
with  the  aotomnal  woods ;  bright  yellow  or  lemon  co* 
hior«  at  the  base  of  the  mountains,  melting  gradually, 
oraoge,  to  a  dark  rosset  brown  towards  the 

wheio  the  phnt  being  more  exposed  to  the 
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weather,  is  in  a  more  advanced  state  of  decay.  Neither 
heath  nor  furze  are  generally  found  upon  the  iidet  of 
these  mountains,  though  in  some  places  they  are  richly 
adorned  by  them.  We  may  add,  that  the  mountains 
are  of  height  sufficient  to  have  the  sur&ce  towards  the 
summits  softened  by  distance,  and  to  imbibe  the  finest 
aerial  hues.  In  common  also  with  other  mountains, 
their  apparent  forms  and  colours  are  perpetually 
changed  by  the  clouds  and  vapours  which  float  round 
them':  the  efiTect  indeed  of  mist  or  haze,  in  a  country 
of  this  character,  is  like  that  of  magic.  I  have  seen 
six  or  seven  ridges  rising  above  each  other,  all  created 
in  a  moment  by  tbe  vapours  upon  the  side  of  a  moun- 
tain, which,  in  its  ordinary  appearance,  showed  not  a 
projecting  point  to  fbmish  even  a  hint  for  such  an 
operation. 

I  will  take  this  opportunity  of  observing,  that  they, 
who  have  studied  the  appearances  of  nature,  feel  that 
the  superiority,  in  point  of  visual  interest,  of  mountain- 
ous over  other  countries — is  more  strikingly  displayed 
in  winter  than  in  summer.  This,  as  must  be  obvious, 
is  partly  owing  to  the  forms  of  the  mountains,  which, 
of  course,  are  not  aflfected  by  the  seasons ;  but  also,  in 
no  small  degree,  to  the  greater  variety  that  exists  in 
their  winter  than  their  summer  colouring.  This  va- 
riety is  such,  and  so  harmoniously  preserved,  that  it 
leaves  little  cause  of  regret  when  the  splendour  of  au- 
tumn is  passed  away.  The  oak-coppices,  upon  the  sides 
of  the  mountains,  retain  russet  leaves;  the  birch  stands 
conspicuous  with  its  silver  stem  and  puce-coloured 
twigs ;  the  hollies,  with  green  leaves  and  scarlet  ber- 
ries, have  come  forth  to  view  from  among  the  deciduous 
trees,  whose  summer  foliage  had  concealed  them ;  tbe 
ivy  is  now  plentifully  apparent  upon  the  stems  and 
boughs  of  the  trees,  and  among  tbe  woody  rocka.  In 
place  of  the  uniform  summer-green  of  the  herbage  and 
fern,  many  rich  colours  play  into  each  other  over  the 
surfiice  of  the  mountains ;  turf  (the  tints  of  which  are 
interchangeably  tawny-green,  olive,  and  brown,)  beds 
of  withered  fern,  and  gray  rocks,  being  harmoniously 
blended  together.  The  mosses  and  lichens  are  never 
so  fresh  and  flourishing  as  in  winter,  if  it  be  not  a  sea- 
son of  frost;  and  their  minute  beauties  prodigally  adorn 
the  fore-ground.  Wherever  we  turn«  we  find  these  pro- 
ductions of  nature,  to  which  winter  is  rather  &vourable 
than  unkindly,  scattered  over  the  walls,  banks  of  earth* 
rocks,  and  stones,  and  upon  the  trunks  of  trees,  with 
the  intermixture  of  several  species  of  small  fern,  now 
green  and  fresh;  and,  to  the  observing  passenger, 
their  forme  and  colours  are  a  source  of  inexhaustible 
admiration.  Add  to  this  the  boar-fiost  and  snow,  with 
all  the  varieties  they  create,  and  which  volumes  wooli 
not  be  sufficient  to  describe.  I  will  content  myiell 
with  one  instance  of  the  colouring  produced  by  now* 
which  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  painteriL  It  ie  ex* 
traded  from  the  memorandum-book  of  a  fKeod;  and 
6m  its  accnncy  I  can  speak,  havlQg  been  an  ej»> 
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*lte  bflutilbl  «flbet  cf  tlw  irilM  wmm  mpm  th« 
nooMainii  ud  tbe  perfeel  tone  of  eolosr.  nom  Ite 
loy  of  tlw  moooUiM  downwudi  a  rieh  olife  wm  pro- 
dneed  by  the  powderj  aow  ud  the  gna^  whirii  clnre 
wanned  with  t  little  brown,  and  hi  thie  way  har- 
liooely  eonbuied,  by  inronaible  fradatioMy  with  the 
white.  ThedrilUnrlPokaway  the  monotony  of  mow; 
and  the  whole  vale  ofGffamerob  leen  fkon  the  temce 
walk  u  Enedatet  wae  ae  varied,  perfaapa  mora  ao^  than 
even  in  the  pomp  of  aotonm.  In  the  diatance  wae 
Looffhrigf-FWll,  the  baifai-wall  of  the  lake:  thii,  flrom 
the  anmmit  downwaid.  waa  a  rich  orang»«live;  then 
the  lake  of  a  bright  olive  ipeen,  nearly  the  eame  tint 
ae  the  roow-powderad  mountain  topa  and  high  riopee 
in  Eiaedale;  and  lastly,  the  chaKh  with  ita  fin  Ibrm- 
i^f  the  centra  of  the  view.  Neit  to  the  choich  with 
ita  ftiBi  eame  nine  diitingnifhable  hilla,  eix  of  them 
with  woody  aidea  tnroed  towarda  tt8»  all  of  them  oak- 
eopraa  with  their  bri|ffat  red  leavco  and  enow-powdered 
twiga;  theae  hilla-Hn  variooely  aitoated  to  eaeh  other, 
and  to  the  view  in  general,  oo  variomly  powdered,  aooM 
only  enoQgh  to  gira  the  berimge  a  rich  brown  tint,  one 
Intenaely  white  and  lighting  np  all  the  othera— were 
yet  ro  plaeed,  aa  in  the  most  inobtroaira  minner  lo 
harmoniae  by  contraat  with  a  perfect  naked,  enowlem 
bleak  summit  in  the  fhr  distance.** 

Having  spoken  of  the  fbnns,  surfiice,  and  colour  of 
the  mountains,  let  us  deecend    into   the  VAiueva. 
Though  these  have  been  represented  under  the  general 
image  of  the  spokes  of  a  wheel,  they  arc,  lor  the  most 
part,  winding;  the  windings  of  many  being  abnipt  and 
intricate.    And,  it  nray  be  observed,  that,  in  one  cir-  | 
comstance,  the  general  shape  of  them  all  has  been  de- : 
termined  by  that  primitive  ccmfarmatioa  throu^rh  which 
ro  many  became  receptacles  of  lakes.    For  they  sre    I^  nia 
not  formed,  as  are  nmst  of  the  celebrated  Welsh  val-    the  la 
lejrs,  by  an  approximation  of  the  sloping  bases  of  the  '  lu'ges 
opposite  mountains  towards  each  other,  leaving  little  '  die.  dc 
more  between  than  a  channel  (or  the  paassgeof  a  hasty  ,  ftom  a 
river;  but  the  bottom  of  these  valleys  is,  for  the  most  |  form  c 
part,  a  spacious  and  gently  declining  area,  apparently  J  magnii 
level  as  the  floor  of  a  temple,  or  the  surface  of  a  lake,    ticular 
and  beautifully  broken,  in  many  cases,  by  rocks  and    view  o 
hills,  which  rise  up  like  islands  from  the  plain.    In    deteroc 
mch  of  the  valleys  as  make  many  windings,  these  level    to  one 
areas  open  upon  the  traveller  in  succession,  divided    one  lal 
iW>ro  each  other  sometimes  by  a  mutual  appraximation    essenti 
of  the  hills,  leaving  only  passage  for  a  river,  sometimes    forms  < 
by  correspondent  windings,  without  such  approxima-    nevertl 
tioo ;  and  sometimes  by  a  bold  advance  of  one  moun-    of  the  < 
tain  towards  that  which  is  opposite  to  it    It  may  here    tively  § 
be  observed  with  propriety,  that  the  several  rocks  and    nishes 
hills,  which  have  been  described  as  rising  up  like  islands    with  on 
fWxn  the  level  area  of  the  vale,  have  regulated  the    observe 
choice  of  the  inhabitants  in  the  situation  of  their  dwell-    those  ol 
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lag^     Where  none  of  thew  are  found,  and  the  incli- 1  north  d 
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)d,  the  proportion  of  difibsed  water  10  often 
8  at  the  lake  of  Geneva  for  instance,  and  in 
Scotch  lakes.  No  doubt  it  sounds  magnifi- 
Uers  the  imag^ination  to  hear  at  a  distance 

I  of  water  so  many  leagues  in  length  and 
Ith;  and  such  ample  room  may  be  delight- 
fresh-water  sailor  scudding  with  a  lively 
d  the  rapidly-shifling  scenery.  But,  who 
Led  along  the  banks  of  Loch-Lomond,  varie- 
e  lower  part  is  by  islands,  without  feeling 
dier  termination  of  the  long  vista  of  blank 
Id  be  acceptable;  and  without  wishing  for 
rition  of  green  meadows,  trees,  and  cottages, 
ding  stream  to  run  by  his  side  1  In  fact,  a 
frandeur,  as  connected  with  magnitude,  has 
!rK>ns  of  taste  into  a  general  mistake  upon 
L  It  is  much  more  desirable,  for  the  pur- 
easure,  that  lakes  should  be  numerous,  and 
iddle-sized,  than  large,  not  only  for  commu- 
'  walks  and  rides,  but  for  variety,  and  for  re- 
f  similar  appearances.  To  illustrate  this  by 
;e : — how  pleasing  is  it  to  have  a  ready  and 
pportunity  of  watching,  at  the  outlet  of  a 
tream  pushing  its  way  among  the  rocks  in 
fast  with  the  stillness  from  which  it  has  ea- 
i  how  amusing  to  compare  its  noisy  and  tur- 
ions  with  the  gentle  playfulness  of  the  breezes, 
e  starting  up  or  wandering  here  and  there 
intly-rippled  surface  of  the  broad  water !  I 
a  a  general  remark,  that,  in  lakes  of  great 
shores  cannot  be  distinctly  seen  at  the  same 
herefore  contribute  little  to  mutual  illustra- 
nament;  and  if,  like  the  American  and  Asi- 
the  opposite  shores  are  out  of  sight  of  each 

unfortunately  the  traveller  is  reminded  of 
ject;  he  has  the  blankness  of  a  sea-prospect 
}  same  grandeur  and  accompanying  sense  of 

oroperatively  small  size  of  the  lakes  in  the 
Sngtand  is  fiivourable  to  the  production  of 
landscape,  their  boundsrf^line  also  is  for  the 
gracefully  or  boldly  indented.  That  uni- 
ich  prevails  in  the  primitive  frame  of  the 
nds  among  all  chains  or  clusters  of  moun- 
e  large  bodies  of  still  water  are  bedded,  is 
iie  iecondary  agents  of  nature,  ever  at  work 
he  deficiencies  of  the  mould  in  which  things 
oally  cast  It  need  scarcely  be  observed  that 
vord,  de6ciencies,  I  do  not  speak  with  refer- 
tose  stronger  emotions  which  a  region  of 
is  peculiarly  fitted  to  excite.  The  bases  of 
t  barriers  may  run  for  a  long  space  in  straight 
these  parallel  to  each  other;  the  opposite 
piofoand  vale  may  ascend  as  exact  coonter- 

II  motoal  reflection  like  the  billows  ofm 
«:  and  the  impressioa  be,  firom  its  veiy 
mora  awftil  and  aablifMi.    Sublimit  m  tkm 


result  of  Nature's  first  great  dealings  with  the  super* 
ficies  of  the  earth ;  but  the  general  tendency  of  her 
subsequent  operations,  is  towards  the  production  of 
beauty,  by  a  multiplicity  of  symmetrical  parts  uniting 
in  a  consistent  whole.  This  is  every  where  exempli- 
fied along  the  margin  of  these  lakes.  Masses  of  rock 
that  have  been  precipitated  from  the  heights  into  the 
area  of  waters,  lie  frequently  like  stranded  ships;  or 
have  acquired  the  compact  structure  of  jutting  piers ; 
or  project  in  little  peninsulas  crested  with  native  wood. 
The  smallest  rivulet— one  whose  silent  influx  is  scarce- 
ly noticeable  in  a  season  of  dry  weather,  so  faint  is  the 
dimple  made  by  it  on  the  surface  of  the  smooth  lake-^ 
will  be  found  to  have  been  not  useless  in  shaping,  by 
its  deposits  of  gravel  and  soil  in  time  of  flood,  a  curve 
that  would  not  otherwise  have  existed.  But  the  more 
powerful  brooks,  encroaching  upon  the  level  of  the  lake, 
have  in  course  of  time  given  birth  to  ample  promon- 
tories, whose  sweeping  line  oflen  contrasts  boldly  with 
the  longitudinal  base  of  the  steeps  on  the  opposite  shore ; 
while  their  flat  or  gently-sloping  surface  never  fails  to 
introduce^  into  the  midst  of  desolation  and  barrenness, 
the  elements  of  fertility,  even  where  the  habitations 
of  men  may  not  happen  to  have  been  raised.  These 
alluvial  promontories,  however,  threaten  in  some  places 
to  bisect  the  waters  which  they  have  long  adorned ; 
and,  in  course  of  ages,  they  will  cause  some  of  the  lakes 
to  dwindle  into  numerous  and  insignificant  pools ;  which, 
in  their  turn,  will  finally  be  filled  up.  But  the  man 
of  taste  will  say,  it  is  an  impertinent  calculation  that 
leads  to  such  unwelcome  conclusions ; — let  us  rather 
be  content  with  appearances  as  they  are,  and  pursue 
in  imagination  the  meandering  shores,  whether  rugged 
steeps,  admitting  of  no  cultivation,  descend  into  the 
water;  or  the  shore  is  formed  by  gently-sloping  lawns 
and  rich  woods,  or  by  flat  and  fertile  meadows  stretch* 
ing  between  the  margin  of  the  lake  and  the  mountsins. 
Among  minuter  recommendations  will  be  noted  with 
pleasure  the  curved  rim  of  fine  blue  gravel  thrown  op 
by  the  waves,  especially  in  bays  exposed  to  the  setting- 
in  of  strong  winds ;  here  and  there  are  found,  bordering 
the  lake,  groves,  if  I  may  so  call  them,  of  reeds  and 
bulrushes;  or  plots  of  water-lilies  lifting  up  their  large 
circular  leaves  to  the  breeze,  while  the  white  flower 
is  heaving  upon  the  wave. 

The  IsLAMDe  are  neither  so  numerous  nor  so  beau- 
tiful as  might  be  expected  from  the  aceount  I  have 
given  of  the  manner  in  which  the  level  areas  of  the 
vales  are  so  frequently  diversified  by  rocks,  hills,  and 
hillocks,  scattered  over  them ;  nor  are  they  omaroented* 
as  are  several  islands  of  the  lakes  in  Scotland,  by  tlie 
remains  of  old  castles  or  other  places  of  defbnce,  or  of 
monastic  edifices.  There  is  however  a  beantifbl  closler 
of  islands  on  Winandermere ;  a  pair  pleasingly  eon* 
ttasted  upon  Rydal ;  nor  must  the  solitary  green  island 
at  Grasmere  be  forgotten.  In  the  bosom  of  each  of  the 
hkes  of  Emieidale  and  Defoek-walm  m  a  Mfle  vook 


lell  miiud  U  the  atora  ud  wild  cWncUr  nt 


Tllta  ^ft  of  Ibe  nilijvct  iMjr  ba  ooacli)d«d  wilh  ik 
Mitll     tlm.  fnxn  (I»  muluiiala  oT  kiooka  Mrf  la»- 
nail  lk*t  Ul  inio  iIiiub  lake*,  aod  at  iaUrmi  if^W 
by  wliich  ihmf  mm  (wd,  and  wbicfa  eirculaLs  ifaf 
thmi  lilm  wiws  ibejr  u«  Inily    )ivin(  \tkim,  "iW 
tarn* ,'"  Mid  Wt  ihua  diKtumnalnl  hum  tlie  M| 
■ad  Milan  pcwU  IVnqiwat  UDoiir  nuuoiaiiw  itwt  imn 
bam  fiiraiHl  b;  Mdcaiinah  Kod  frooi  lb*  riMllMV  » 
fimod  in  flat  uid  fcnar  oaUDUiM.     Tba  wmlar  b 
pira  ajid  orywuUitM;  h  that,  if  it  wotb  oot  Jbr  tb« 
raCflctioiui  1/  (lin  innuinlaat  maaiilaiiw  h;  which  it  la    : 
darfccmd.  ■  deluMim  miglit  bo  fall,  b;  a  peran  mimtr 
■jSM^I  in  ■  hE*t  00  Ibe  bMD«n  of  Wiiiandeniiora  or 
l>arwHit-«'U«r,  ■imilar  lu  Uiat  whieb  Carrar  to  baau> 
bfull;  dnaribiM  wben  tin  waa  Biatiim  akm  id  Ihn 
tniddU  nf  Uu  laie  Etm  or  Qniano^  and  ooald  tlaNat 
liara    ima|(inrd    Uiat   bit  boat  waa  raopMNled   in   an 
elaiiH.'nt  aa  pure  as  air,  ur  rallior  tint  lita  ur  and  iraler 

WBTB  null, 

lUviuir  apnkan  of  lAkea  I  mu*t  not  omil  Us  ntcntkni,    ' 
a*  a  kmlrod  r«*tum  at  thi>  cuuntry,  iJkm«  bodm  of 
aUII  watnr  <«llrd  Tutim.    Thfwi  am  found  in  MM 
tha  vatloya.  and  are  mrj  nunirroua  upon  tlis  n 
Ulmk     A  Taro,  in  a  fair,  iiiipli««,  Tor  the  mwl  part,    1 
dnl  Uk  hnl  of  Iha  nln  a  oat  happily  formed;  that  tl 
mCvr  ortho  bnmlu  can  neither  whully  irMrnpn,  nur  ili 
tuan  itavir  t)V«r  a  Ure^  aina.  Airoirdrnicly.  in  nich  ri 
U■(la•l^  Tuna  ara  uAmi  aumniaded  b;  a  tn«l  of  bng|ry 
irrtHind  whirJi  ha*  an  untififhtly  appoinncii;  bill  this  i» 
net  alwajra  Ihu  caM,  and  in  ibo  rultiviiU<d  parti  of  ths 
Munirr,  when  the  iliora  of  the  Tarn  am  lielpnninod, 
it  diAei*  only  froni  the  l<ke  in  being  snuiller,  and  ii 
belonpnK  niMlly  10  a  Roaller  v&lley  or  circular  reeest 
Of  Ihii  claor  of  oiinialure  lakn  Lou^htiir^  Tarn,  nca 
GnsncTf?,  ta  the  most  beautiful  example.     It  haa  t 
mtrf  ia  of  ([rocn  firm  mcadowi,  of  rocka,  and  rocky 
woodi^  a  few  rced«her«,«  little  company  of  water-liliea 
thnv,   with    boda  of  gravel  or  atone  beyond;  a  liny 
atreain  iawinj;  naithrr  briskly  nor  tVaggitMj  out  of  it ; 
but  its  fpcdmif  ritlM,  fhtin  the  ahortnoaa  of  Uioir  courae, 
BO  Mnnll  aa  lo  bo  scuct'ly  vi«tbl».    Five  or  aix  cuttaj^* 
U*  redect«^  in  Itji  ppucrrul  boMini;  rurky  and  barrrn 
tHetfa  riae  up  sbuvo  tJin  hanging  encloaures;  and  t^o 
•olcnnn  pikn*  of  Iian^alo  overlook,  Iruni  a  disti 
the  low  cii]livntL<d  ridife  nf  land  thai  fonna  the  northern 
boondary  of  thi*  aioall.  <|uint,  nnd  (ertils  domain. 
momtlaiH  Tama  can  only  be  n^mmmonded  to  the  im- 
lice  of  the  ini|uiwlive  travellpr  whn  has  lime  lo  k| 
TbBT  ani  difficult  of  »crre»  ani  naked ;  yet  some  of  | 
them  are,  in  ihejr  permanent  forma,  very  gnitd  ;  and  I  b* 
ihcrn  urn  acciilrnU  of  Ihinea  which  would  nuke  the    a^ 
moooMt  of  Item  ialereJling.    At  all  —(I*  one  of  I  **t 
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J  need  not  here  be  described.  I  will 
I,  as  many,  even  of  the  smallest  of  these 
found,  or  made  for  themseWes,  recesses 
le  moontains  or  in  the  vales,  they  have 
nitive  inhabitants  to  settle  near  them 
hence  the  retirement  and  seclusion  by 
tages  are  endeared  to  the  eye  of  the 

consist  chiefly  of  oak,  ash,  and  birch, 
lere  a  species  of  elm,  with  underwood 
bite  and  black  thorn,  and  hollies;  in 
Iders  and  willows  abound;  and  yews 
s.  Formerly  the  whole  country  roost 
-ed  with  ^ood  to  a  great  height  up  the 
native  Scotch  Fire  (as  in  the  northern 
to  this  day)  must  have  grown  in  great 
no  one  of  these  old  inhabitants  of  the 
,  or  perhaps  has  done  for  some  hundreds 
ful  traces  however  of  the  universal  syl- 
the  country  formerly  had,  are  yet  seen, 
ic  coppice-woods  that  remain,  and  have 
by  enclosures,  and  also  in  the  forest- 
},  which,  though  disappearing  fast,  are 
:h  over  the  inclosed  and  unincloeed  parts 
3.  The  same  is  expressed  by  tlie  beau- 
y  with  which  the  fields  and  coppice- 
intermingled  :  the  plough  of  the  first 
followed  naturally  the  veins  of  richer, 
ooy  soil ;  and  thus  it  has  shaped  out  an 
wood  and  lawn  with  a  grace  and  wild- 
ould  have  been  impossible  for  the  hand 
produce.  Other  trees  have  been  intro- 
ipse  last  fifty  years,  such  as  beeches, 
^LQ,  and  plantations  of  Scotch  firs,  sel- 
itage,  and  oAen  with  great  injury  to  the 
he  country;  but  the  sycamore  (which 
rought  into  this  island  firom  Germany, 
wo  hundred  years  ago)  has  long  been 
'  the  cottagers ;  and,  with  the  Scotch  fir, 
en  to  screen  their  dwellings;  and  is 
(d  in  the  fields  whither  the  winds  or 
re  carried  its  seeds, 

Mt  felt,  however,  is  that  of  timber  trees, 
magnificent  ones  to  be  found  near  any 
nd,  unless  greater  care  bo  taken,  there 
Jme  scarcely  be  led  an  ancient  oak  Uiat 
e  cost  of  felling.  The  neighbourhood 
ithstmdi ng  the  havoc  which  has  been 
bly  distmguifhed.  In  the  woods  of  I/iw* 
Kind  an  almost  matchless  store  of  the 
and  all  the  maje#(ty  and  wildneas  of  the 

smaller  vegetable  ornaments  provided 

must  be  reckoned  the  juofper,  bilharry, 

-plant,  with  which  th0  hills  tod  woad« 

»otch  myrtle  ia  mowc  phewt  Mid  tiif 


endless  variety  cS  brilliant  flowers  in  the  fields  nd 
meadows ;  which,  if  the  agricnltore  of  the  eonntiy  mtn 
more  carefully  attended  to,  woold  disappetr.  Nor  en 
I  omit  again  to  notice  the  lichens  ud  mosMSr-thehr 
profiision,  beauty,  and  variety  exceed  those  of  toy 
other  country  I  have  seen. 

Thus  far  I  have  chiefly  spoken  of  the  features  by 
which  Nature  has  discriminated  this  country  fhxn 
othera  I  will  now  describe,  in  general  terms,  in  what 
manner  it  is  indebted  to  the  hand  di  man.  What  I 
have  to  notice  on  this  subject  will  emanate  most  easily 
and  perapicuously  finom  a  description  of  the  ancient 
and  present  inhabitants,  their  occapations,  their  con- 
dition of  life,  the  distribution  of  landed  property  among 
them,  and  the  tenure  by  which  it  is  holden. 

The  reader  will  sufllbr  me  here  to  recall  to  hb  mind 
the  shapes  of  the  valleys  and  their  position  with  respect 
to  each  other,  and  the  forms  and  substance  of  the  iiv 
tervening  mountains.  He  will  people  the  valleys  with 
lakes  and  rivers;  the  coves  and  sides  of  the  moan- 
tains  with  pools  and  torrents ;  and  will  bound  half  of 
the  circle  which  we  have  contemplated  by  the  sands 
of  the  sea,  or  by  the  sea  itself.  He  will  conceive 
that,  firom  the  point  upon  which  he  before  stood,  he 
looks  down  upon  this  scene  befbre  the  country  hittl 
been  penetrated  by  any  inhabiunts :— to  vary  his  sen. 
sations  and  to  break  in  upon  their  stillness,  he  will 
form  to  himself  an  image  of  the  tides  visiting  ami  re- 
visiting the  Friths,  the  main  sea  dashing  against  tlio 
bolder  shore,  the  rivers  pursuing  their  course  to  be  hsit 
in  the  mighty  mass  of  waters.  He  may  see  or  hear  In 
fanty  the  winds  sweeping  over  the  lakes,  or  piping 
with  a  loud  voice  among  the  mountain  peaks;  and, 
lastly,  may  think  of  the  primeval  woinIs  shedding  and 
renewing  tlieir  leaves  with  no  human  rye  to  noti<*fs 
or  human  heart  to  regret  or  wrlnmie  the  changt«. 
*'  When  the  first  settlers  enteral  this  region  {my 
an  animated  writer)  they  fcmnd  it  ovennpread  with 
wood;  forest  trees,  the  fir,  the  oak,  theVsh,  and  the 
birch,  had  skirted  the  fells,  tiif\ed  the  hills,  ami  slisdml 
the  valleys  thnitigh  centuries  of  silent  wditiNle ;  thi« 
birds  and  beasts  of  ^^y  reignml  over  the  meeker  rp*** 
cies;  and  the  Mlum  inter  nrnnin  maintained  the  Iwl. 
anee  of  nature  in  the  empire  of  beastii.** 

Hueh  was  the  state  and  apfiesrsnee  of  this  n*ginii 
when  the  aboriginal  eohmlfits  of  the  (Vltir  tribes  wer«t 
flrst  driven  or  drawn  tnwanls  It,  ami  heesnie  jottii 
tenants  with  the  wi>lf,  the  bear,  the  wild  bull,  the  rf»d 
deer,  and  the  leigh,  a  gigantic  s|)ei!les  of  deer  whieli 
has  been  long  extinct;  while  the  Inarettsiiittttt  rrsKi 
wera  oecupied  liy  the  fkleiifi,  the  rsven,  and  the  esgle. 
The  itinttf  parts  were  tisi  secluded  ami  of  tisi  lillle 
valiw  to  partlelpate  much  of  the  benefit  of  Hmimn 
NMUIliefBI  and  thfuigh  these  coniinerofs  eneonNffed 
Um  BrMons  in  the  Improvement  of  their  lands  hi  the 
pWn  tMNilnr  of  KUnMH  and  Caniharlaiid«  thty 
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■bepheid,  or  woodlander,  having  chosen 
hit  place  of  residence,  bailds  it  of  soda,  or  of  the 
in-0t(Hie,  and,  with  the  permission  of  his  lord, 
like  Rohinson  Cmsoe,  a  small  crofl  or  two 
Ltelj  at  his  door  for  such  animals  chiefly  as 
to  protect  Others  are  happy  to  imitate  his 
and  avail  themselves  of  the  same  privileges ; 
thoa  a  population,  mainly  of  Dani^  or  Norse 
as  the  dialect  indicates,  crept  on  towards  the 
secluded  parts  of  the  valleys.  Chapels,  daughters 
distant  mother  church,  are  first  erected  in  the 
open  and  fertile  vales,  as  those  of  Bowness  and 
oflbets  of  Kendal;  which  again,  after  a 
as  the  settled  population  increases,  become 
Mother-charches  to  smaller  edifices,  scattered,  at 
Iwftlli.  in  almost  every  dale  throughout  the  country, 
enclosures,  formed  by  the  tenantry,  are  (or  a  long 
eoofined  to  the  home-steads ;  and  the  arable  and 
land  of  the  vales  is  possessed  in  common  field ; 
■ereral  portions  being  marked  out  by  stones,  bushes, 
m  trees ;  which  portions,  where  the  custom  has  sur- 
vived, to  this  day  are  called  doZet,  from  the  word  detf- 
Iniv  to  distribute ;  but  while  tlie  valley  was  thus  lying 
enclosures  seem  to  have  taken  place  upon  the 
of  the  mountains;  because  the  land  there  was 
intermixed,  and  was  of  little  comparative  value, 
therefore,  small  opposition  would  be  made  to 
being  appropriated  by  those  to  whose  habitations  it 
eontiguousL  Hence  the  singular  appearance 
which  the  sides  of  many  of  these  mountains  exhibit, 
;ted,  as  they  are,  almost  to  their  summit,  with 
walls,  of  which  the  fences  are  always  formed. 
When  first  erected,  they  must  have  little  disfigured  the 
ftee  of  the  country ;  as  part  of  the  lines  would  every 
where  be  hidden  by  the  quantity  of  native  wood  then 
mnaining;  and  the  lines  would  also  be  broken  (as  they 
itfll  are)  by  the  rocks  which  interrupt  and  vary  their 
eoone.  In  the  meadows,  and  in  those  parts  of  the 
barer  grounds  where  the  soil  has  nr>t  been  sufliciently 
4mined,  and  could  not  afibrd  a  stable  foundation,  there, 
when  the  increasing  value  of  land,  and  the  inconveni- 
•afiered  from  intermixed  plots  of  ground  in  corn- 
field, had  induced  each  inhabitant  to  inclose  his 
they  were  compelled  to  make  the  fences  of  alders, 
villows,  and  other  trees.  These,  where  the  native 
vood  had  disappeared,  have  frequently  enriched  the 
palleys  with  a  sylvan  appearance;  while  the  intricate 
Btermixture  of  property  has  given  to  the  fences  a 
graceful  irregularity,  which,  where  large  properties  are 
ireralent,  and  larger  capitals  employed  in  agriculture, 
■  ankoown.  This  sylvan  appearance  is  still  further 
lei^tened  by  the  number  of  ash-trecs  which  have 
leen  planted  in  rows  along  the  quick  fences,  and 
iIoofiT  ^^®  walls,  for  the  purpose  of  browzing  cattle  at 
he  approach  of  winter.  The  branches  are  lopped  ofiT 
md  strewed  upon  the  pastures ;  and,  when  the  cattle 
MTO  atripped  them  of  the  leaves,  they  are  used  for 
repnirinff  hedges,  or  for  fuel. 


We  have  thus  seen  a  numerous  body  of  Dalesmen 
creeping  into  possession  of  their  home-steads,  their 
little  crofts,  their  mountain-enclosures;  and,  finally, 
the  whole  vale  is  visibly  divided ;  except,  perhaps,  here 
and  there  some  marshy  ground,  which,  till  fiiHy  drain- 
ed, would  not  repay  the  trouble  of  enclosing.  But  these 
last  partitions  do  not  seem  to  have  been  general,  till 
long  afler  the  pacification  of  the  Borders,  by  the  union 
of  the  two  crowns ;  when  the  cause,  which  had  first 
determined  the  distribution  of  land  into  such  small 
parcels,  had  not  only  ceased,^Kit  likewise  a  general 
improvement  had  taken  place  in  the  country,  with  a 
correspondent  rise  in  the  value  of  its  produce.  From 
the  time  of  the  union,  it  is  certain  that  this  species  of 
feudal  population  would  rapidly  diminish.  That  it  was 
formerly  much  more  numerous  than  it  is  at  present,  is 
evident  from  the  multitude  of  tenements  (I  do  not  mean 
houses,  but  small  divisions  of  land,)  which  belonged 
formerly  each  to  its  several  proprietor,  and  for  which 
separate  fines  are  paid  to  the  manorial  lord  at  this  day. 
These  are  often  in  the  proportion  of  four  to  one,  of  the 
present  occupants.  **Sir  Launcelot  Threlkeld,  who 
lived  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VII.  was  wont  to  say,  he 
had  three  noble  houses,  one  for  pleasure,  Crosby,  in 
Westmoreland,  where  he  had  a  park  full  of  deer ;  one 
for  profit  and  warmth,  wherein  to  reside  in  winter, 
namely,  Yanwith,  nigh  Penrith ;  and  the  third,  Threl- 
keld (on  the  edge  of  the  vale  of  Keswick)  well  stocked 
with  tenants  to  go  with  him  to  the  wars.**  But,  as  I 
have  said,  from  the  unkm  of  the  two  crowns,  this  nu- 
merous vassalage  (their  services  not  being  wanted) 
would  rapidly  diminish;  various  tenements  would  be 
united  in  one  possessor;  and  the  aboriginal  houses, 
probably  little  better  than  hovels,  like  the  kraels  of 
savages,  or  the  huts  of  the  Highlanders  of  Scotland, 
would  many  of  them  fkll  into  decay,  and  wholly  dis- 
appear, while  the  place  of  others  was  supplied  by  sub- 
stantial and  comfortable  buildings,  a  majority  of  which 
remain  to  this  day  scattered  over  the  valleya,  and  are 
in  many  the  only  dwellings  found  in  them. 

From  the  time  of  the  erection  of  these  houses,  till 
within  the  last  fifty  years,  the  state  of  society,  though 
no  doubt  slowly  and  gradually  improving,  underwent 
no  material  change.  Com  was  grown  in  those  vales 
(through  which  no  carriage-road  had  been  made)  suffi 
cient  upon  each  estate  to  fumii^  bread  for  each  family, 
and  no  more:  notwithstanding  the  union  of  several 
tenements,  the  possessions  of  each  inhabitant  still  being 
small,  in  the  same  field  was  seen  an  intermixture  ot 
different  crops ;  and  the  plough  was  interrupted  by  little 
rocks,  mostly  overgrown  with  wood,  or  by  spongy 
places,  which  the  tillers  of  the  soil  had  neither  leisure 
nor  cnpital  to  convert  into  firm  land.  The  storms  and 
moisture  of  the  climate  induced  them  to  sprinkle  their 
upland  property  with  outhouses  of  native  stone,  as 
places  of  shelter  for  their  sheep,  where,  in  tempestuous 
weather,  food  was  distributed  to  them.  Every  fiuniJy 
spun  from  its  own  flock  the  wool  with  which  it 


dwu ;  %ni  tbn  rot  </  tlwif  wvOm  w*(«  mtffb*A  hjf 
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iMiL  M I  k>t«  mL  ibdt  NMr  «ImH,  Md  <r  CHM  {  4wd 
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iw|ij!i  MMa(  IhM  IbMMln*.  «oapl  on  Ifaa  Bab-    inlwl 


I  Mnoat  (Iw  I  •vB]'  <h'ar  a^  pman  aad  paiBwicn.  ,  aoboi 
Kthtbltd  ■  pmAv*  Fqialit;,  ■oommniul;  nf  ibiipfciiJi  '  6Mm 
«imI  irriniltiinrti^  prnpn^a*.  fnr  ihn  mnrl  pan.  W  Uw  ac<m 
hnds  wliirh  ihajr  ncouJHcd  and  cutlintial.  niofl 

Whll«llwpneMakbo*«4»Ui)ad  «W|mif  oo,  thai  noA 
vaiiM  ftnat  OMM  !■*■  kiaa  nvr^  wham  raeedknr;  |  atf^ 
tat  if««  warn  phand  Ik  tha  MMMMoea  aTlha  laeka  litMl 
ta  tniMar,— «ucb  waa  tiien  llw  mAa  rial*  of  afrinlk  I  itw^ 
linv;  and,  fiw  Um  «tac  oum*.  it  ma  nacaaHf;  ttial  ;  rfucd 
aaradHPuM  bo  lakannf  aooMpan  oriho  enwih  ofttia 
B»ti««  fiavtf.  AMotdtnylf,  to  Qu^«n  Klnaboth'a  iiRW, 
Una  waa  to  (trun|[t)t  fell.  Una  a  pattlioo  waa  oudo  lo 
Umi  Cfnwn,  iiraying, "  that  liin  llliunanM  to  liifh  Kur> 
IM«  miir'it  bo  ahiiluhnl.  ini  accuint  nT  tha  quanlil;  of 
wood  wh^Hi  WM  mnauiu^  kn  litmn  lur  tha  uaa  oT  tba 
tninn,  lu  llir  ^mit  ilrlrimpnl  of  Ilia  ealUe."  Bui  lUa 
aamt-  mawe,  afauul  a  tiundtnl  jraan  altar,  pradnoad 
aftdM  dlreclJf  euotratgr  to  lh«i!  whirh  had  hnn  da- 

k-    iptwlad.    Tlia  laartalilirfimBnl.  at  Itiat  prtiai.  nf  ftir- 

naeaa  opotl  a  larfV  aRaln,  miuln  it  ih<>  ioiorp*!  of  Ibtr  huM 
pMtpIo  lo  Mniren  tho  itm-prr  anil  mure  iitony  of  llln  dirttit 
aadoum,  «prinbled  o*ar  with  rtinain*  of  Ihn  mlivo  not  4 
IbrMI,  inlo  cirav  wood*,  which,  when  cutllr  and  ohncp  |  jvotil 
wan  p^icludfid,  rapidly  mwnl  anil  tliiekt'Bvd  Ihrai- 1  will  t 
•olvea.  I  havt^  alivadjr  duvctnl  litr  reader's  tttoilion  I  nya  fl 
tolbcoaiiaeb^wfaich tuftsof  wood, paaturaifp.  [nc«(lo«,  |  uej'i t 
and  aiatilc  land.wtthitivarimiipmJiico.aiMUilrmlely 
lotarmutgled  in  the  tama  Bold,  and  li«  will  now  aac,  in 
like  manner,  bow  ancluaum  eatirelj  of  wood,  and 
thnae  of  cuhiratod  ^roand,  are  btcnd«d  all  ovar  Iho 
ccwnir;  ondar  a  law  of  aimilar  wildnciw. 

An  hiatohc  detail  ha«  Ihm  boen  (riten  of  1h«  manner 
IB  arhich  tba  hand  of  man  haa  iclstt  upon  Ihv  lurfacc 
af  tbs  iimar  ic^iona  of  Ihia  nwunlainnus  cminlry.  aa 
inoorporaled  with  and  auhaorvient  lo  Uie  powpra  and 
pracoen*  of  nature.  W«  will  now  take  a  view  of  the 
aamo  kffoef  actini;,  within  narrower  bounds,  for  the 
pradiif  lion  of  ttie  few  warki  of  art  and  BccomnKida- 
lioita  of  lifo  wbirh.  in  ao  aimple  a  hIiIp  of  aocieif, 
oonld  be  neceasary.  TheM  are  merplj  faabitatKna  of 
man  and  owerU  &t  beaita,  roaria  anil  bridge*,  aiid 
place*  of  woniliip. 

And  lo  begin  with  Uie  CflTTAoaa.    I'Key  are  acat- 
UnA  otWf  tho  ntlleya,  and  nodcr  Ilio  hill  aid™,  and  on 
the  rocks ;  and,  evnn  la  tiiia  day,  in  l\,v  ni..ra  rcUred  j  i»lur« 
JaJa^Wjihouiaojiolnwioniif  tnureianumiiieboJldioga.  i  to  ban 
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tfainga,  MB  it  acts  and  exists  amongf  the  woods  and 
fields :  and,  by  their  colour  and  their  shape,  afiectingly 
direct  the  thoug^hts  to  that  tranquil  course  of  nature 
ud  simplicity,  along  which  the  humble-minded  inhabit- 
ants have  through  so  many  generations  been  led.  Add 
Ibe  little  garden  with  its  shed  for  bcc-hives,  its  small 
beds  of  pot-herbs,  and  its  borders  and  patches  of  flowers 
ftr  Sunday  posies,  with  sometimes  a  choice  few  too 
much  prised  to  be  plucked ;  an  orchard  of  proportioned 
;  a  cheese-press,  oflen  supported  by  some  tree 

ir  the  door ;  a  cluster  of  embowering  sycamores  for 
•ummer  shade ;  with  a  tall  Scotch  fir,  through  which 
the  winds  sing  when  other  trees  are  leafless;  the  little 
rfll  or  honsehold  spout  murmuring  in  all  seasons; — 
cominDe  these  incidents  and  images  together,  and  you 
hnwe  the  representative  idea  of  a  mountain-cottage  in 
this  oonntry  so  beautifully  formed  in  itself,  and  so  richly 
■domed  by  the  hand  of  nature. 

Till  within  the  last  fifty  years  there  was  no  commu- 
nicstion  between  any  of  these  vales  by  carriage-roads ; 
all  bulky  articles  were  transported  on  pack-horses. 
Owing,  however,  to  the  population  not  being  concen- 
f rated  in  villages  but  scattered,  the  valleys  themselves 
were  intersected  as  now  by  innumerable  lanes  and  path- 
ways leading  from  house  to  house  and  from  field  to 
6M,  These  lanes,  where  they  are  fenced  by  stone 
walls,  are  mostly  bordered  with  ashes,  hazels,  wild  roses, 
end  beds  of  tall  fern,  at  their  base ;  while  the  walls 
themselves  if  old  are  overspread  with  mosses,  small 
ferns,  wild  strawberries,  the  geranium,  and  lichons; 
and  if  the  wall  happen  to  rest  against  a  bank  of  earth, 
it  is  sometimes  almost  wholly  concealed  by  a  rich  fa- 
cing of  stone-fern.  It  is  a  great  advantage  to  a  traveller 
or  resident,  that  these  numerous  lanes  and  paths,  if  he 
be  a  sealous  admirer  of  nature,  will  introduce  him, 
nay,  will  lead  htm  on  into  all  the  recesses  of  the  coun- 
try, so  that  the  hidden  treasures  of  its  landscapes  will 
by  an  ever-ready  guide  be  laid  open  to  his  eyes. 

Likewise  to  the  smallness  of  the  several  properties 
is  owing  the  great  number  of  bridges  over  the  brooks 
and  torrents,  and  the  daring  and  graceful  neglect  of 
danger  or  accommodation  with  which  so  many  of  them 
are  constructed,  the  rudeness  of  the  forms  of  some,  and 
their  endless  variety.  But,  when  I  speak  of  this  rude- 
ness, I  must  at  the  same  time  add  that  many  of  these 
structures  are  in  themselves  models  of  elegance,  as  if 
tbey  had  been  formed  upon  principles  of  the  most 
thoughtful  architecture.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  these 
monuments  of  the  skill  of  our  ancestors,  and  of  that 
bappy  instinct  by  which  consummate  beauty  was  pro- 
duced, are  disappearing  fast ;  but  sufficient  specimens 
remain  to  give  a  high  gratification  to  the  man  of  genu- 
ine taste.  Such  travellers  as  may  not  be  accustomed 
to  pay  attention  to  these  things,  will  excuse  me  if  I 
point  out  the  proportion  between  the  span  and  elevation 
of  the  arch«  the  lightness  of  the  parapet,  and  the 
gncefiil  manner  in  which  its  curve  follows  faithfully 

tbit  of  the  areh. 
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Upon  this  subject  I  have  nothing  fbrther  to  notice, 
except  the  places  of  worship,  which  have  mostly  a  little 
school-house  adjoining.  The  architecture  of  these 
churches  and  chapels,  where  they  have  not  been  re- 
cently rebuilt  or  modernised,  iii  of  a  style  not  lesd 
appropriate  and  admirable  than  that  of  the  dwelling- 
houses  and  other  structures.  How  sacred  the  spirit  by 
which  our  forefathers  were  directed !  The  religio  litrt 
is  no  where  outraged  by  these  unstinted,  yet  unpre- 
tending, works  of  human  hands.  They  exhibit  gene- 
rally a  well  proportioned  oblong  with  a  suitable  porch, 
in  some  instances  a  steeple  tower,  and  in  others  notliing 
more  than  a  small  belfry  in  which  one  or  two  bolls 
hang  visibly. — But  these  objects,  though  pleasing  in 
their  forms,  must  necessarily,  more  than  others  in  rurnl 
scenery,  derive  their  interest  from  the  sentiments  of 
piety  and  reverence  for  the  modest  virtues  and  simple 
manners  of  humble  life  with  which  they  may  be  cim- 
templated.  A  man  must  be  very  insensible  who  would 
not  be  touched  with  pleasure  at  the  sight  of  the  chapel 
of  Buttermere,  so  strikingly  expressing  by  its  diminu- 
tive size  how  small  must  be  the  congregation  there  ai«- 
sembled,  as  it  were,  like  one  family ;  and  proclaiming 
at  tlie  same  time  to  the  passenger,  in  conncnrtion  with 
the  surrounding  mountains,  the  depth  of  that  seclusion 
in  which  the  people  live  that  has  rendered  n^scessary 
the  building  of  a  separate  place  of  worship  for  so  few. 
A  Patriot,  calling  to  mind  the  images  of  t\w  sutely 
fabrics  of  Canterbury,  York,  or  Westminster,  will  find 
a  heart-felt  satisfaction  in  presence  of  this  lowly  pile, 
as  a  monument  of  the  wise  institutions  of  our  country, 
and  as  evidence  of  the  all-pen-ading  and  paternal  care 
of  that  venerable  Establishment  of  which  it  is  perhaps 
the  humblest  daughter. — The  edifice  is  scarcely  larger 
than  many  of  the  single  stones  or  fragments  of  mck 
which  are  scattered  near  it 

We  have  thus  for  confined  our  observations  on  thi* 
division  of  the  subject  to  that  part  of  these  JMles  which 
runs  up' for  into  the  mountains.  In  addition  to  suctt 
objects  as  have  been  hitherti>  desrribe«l,  it  may  b** 
mentioned  that,  as  we  descend  towanls  tli«'  fipen  part 
of  the  Vales,  we  meet  with  the  reniuins  of  am.'it'nt 
Porks,  and  with  old  Manbiuns  nf  nmre  >tately  archi- 
tecture; and  it  may  beobwrved  that  to  thc^*  cikiiiii- 
stances  the  country  owes  whatever  ornaintfiit  it  retains 
of  majestic  and  full-gn>wn  tiinbctr,  as  the  rr^iiuuns  of 
the  park  of  the  ancient  fiimily  of  the  Kate t iris  at  Der- 
went-water,  Gowbraypark,  and  the  venerable  woods 
of  Rydal.  Through  the  open  parts  of  the  vales  an* 
scattered,  with  more  spacious  domains  atbiehed  to 
them,  houses  of  a  middle  rank,  between  tlie  pastoral 
cottage  and  the  old  hall-residenre  of  the  mors  wealthy 
Eflatfsnuin. 

Thus  has  been  given  a  faithful  description,  the  mi- 
nuteness of  which  the  reader  will  pardon,  sf  the  face 
of  this  country  as  it  was,  and  had  been  ihrough  cen- 
turies, till  within  the  last  fifty  years.  Towards  the 
head  of  these  Dales  was  found  a  perfect  Republic  of 
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;n»  uM  .l^nculiufulii,  MniDiig  whom  the  pbii|^  h>PPJ  P 
«i:.i    nui   v^*  ci«dotnl  to  the  maiutcmiicc  of  hw    tire.** 
«n    ii2i..>.  if  '4i  L3«  •ccAj'iunal  accuminudatioa  of  hin        What 

V4*niaur.  T*-?  •  r  Jirt*«>  cuw*  ttirnisht'd  f«ch  imiiiilj  alnMMt  e 
..L.1  n-n  inu  -:i*f4«'.  Tht*  Chapel  ma»  the  only  mli-  the  undi 
x«  :iAi  .>r>9.i!>^!  uvrr  thi^sie  dwriliii;;*,  thi*  vupreiue  lurcbulii 
w^mu  •{  i:...«  :M;re  Comniooweallii ;  the  iiitMiibera  uf  place;  a. 
•  ..i"i  "^..-t't:  :n  the  niid&t  o\'  a  ptmi'rtul  empire,  like  indicatin 
til  ui'A.  <Mjc.t.-ty  ur  an  ur^nis^nl  cuminiinity,  whuKecmi-  upoa  wi 
•4itu:.  •o  riad  been  iiiifuwd  and  rr^fulatt^d  by  Ihv  nioun-  i«rved  tJ 
'A1II9  vku'xn  pfoti'cU'd  iL  NoiUier  Kni>rht,  nurl-w^uire,  rnountaii 
'Hif  i.:;h-^<m  Niiblenian,  wan  htTo;  but  many  of  thfse  to  say  !) 
-luiiibitf  ««ntf  lit*  the  hilln  had  a  cun8ciuiiMit*i»  tint  tJie  from  pro; 
AiHi.  «:*;ch  they  walked  over  and  tilled,  liad  fur  more  ted;  visi 
:ii«n  tiv«  hundnnl  yenrtf  bi*en  puMeMied  by  men  of  tlieir  the  fanci 
iMiue  aud  bUud ; — and  venerable  wan  the  transition,    became 

when  a  curiiKji*  traveller,  dt*i*ci'iHliii(r  from  the  heart  of  and  Win 

'he  iiii.>unlaiii!i,  liad  cmiie  tu  aiiiiit'  aiinent  nmnoriul  ren-  at  ion,  we 

•:**u«e   m   tht*  more  iiih*u  piirii»  of  tin.*  ValoK,  uhich,  rtaiitly  d 
t:ini)i;h  th«*  riL'hli*  attarlteil  tu  ilii  proprietor,  cunriivti^d        The  v< 

-ise  ^Ini'jrt  vL^umary  iinMiiiUiiii  Uf^Hiblic  he  had  lieen  riitirid  thi 

.-.  Li  -iiplitjic  With  tilt'  HjlihtAalial  frame   ot   hociety  h.id  indec 

IS  v^j't'.iiL'  m  tilt*  Idwi*  aiid  cuu^titutmn  of  a  mifrhty  pniprietiM 

•t  >  >*  unt'W  wit 

^t..**\  A-  I  hwe  Mid,  wa^  the  ap}H^aranc4*  of  tlitnjni  ''ide — a  n 

«  '.    i:  L. '^^  !i.«l   tiiy  yeaiK      A  practice,  hy  a  windH^an 

>  -^  ■  '<^*  ■>  ••*  «/  irrrii!i  donLvninatiM  Drnarnriital  (lar-  iniifht  otj 

.  !  .-.-.  .k  i<»  %'.  i:.\:  t:[iu'  bivomuii;  pn*vnleot  4»ver  Kn-  that  t^tHnc 

;  Y  *,:      !-•  .  r  .^  M.m  an  aduiirHtiim  of  this*  art  and  place  of  ^ 

I    M«K'      '.«:aivi^«    tn    oppuBiitiun    to   it,    had    been  planted  fa 

^-  *•   I  -x-'.-h    ?or   «&t'!«H't    jiartH   uf  natural   see-  hi>«vever, 

■i.-    tTs.  iii>?»':iil    lit'  t-MiiiiinnL'  iln'ir  oIk  HimlV  t  < 

r.-Aii^.   Mjunrlirti»rj«>,  «»r  .Miiwri,  iM'trun  ^Mlh  its  e 

•'.  :i  'I'-hiMnl  ot"1  t.i  WiiiuItT  iivt'r  llie  Kluiid  p^-arrd,  at 

^■»;::i-nlrriNl  <}H»t.'«  tli.-lMiijiii.-lti-il,  (18  tlirv  oinii'r  wli 

IV  l!:ivi«  li'irnrd,  tor  th»'  snliliniity  or  Jiinl  M\Mm 

■  rjiis  of  Niiliir»»    rht-re  tu  Im»  w^i-n. —  vjitioii,   ro 

■     •■  »  bi:iliNl  Ajillmf  nf  liji'  K.->tiinati*  of  «'xp«»s«»il,  1 

I"*   I  ••:   !*r  :n*:i»lt's?  nt'  tii»'  'J'iiiit'?«,  |>ubli.<^hfMl  ujwn  an  e 

•    J  ii!  wliiiMi  till'  dttnit  tiniis  of  tiii^Vu]«>  like  liic  tc 

,    .-.••  .!••:  lu'iii'd  uiih  II  powirtul  pc>ncil,  ^^lK•l^allce. 

.,     .    t  t''"Mirni'   Kmi:ii.-i:i>t,     (Jray  fin;  ful  ilistunc 

..  oi  siH.'ii  ai'uT  fiir  liirlijrii  nnd  lutl-  toct  tlH'ir 

..»'  ■  •  '.iif  V.iN'  iif  Ki-«\viik,  and  liw  MuiR-ivliat 

.  .   1    I  .1  vk'.vw  )i>*  !!:iii  seen  uiiil  ft^jt  111  narrow  liir 

1    ■<  'J,       i*.  :HM»ve  in(tM<->t  with  wlurli  and  ."troiijf 

V.    '.    •■  I  .;  <..K*ii'.|  t(»  li>tf-n  to  t!jo  Ian*-  Ixtm  and  v 

.   ■<,   .1    1   .•^i.U'*.      rii*' |ourn»l  of  (iniy  «.TiMtr<l,  n«i 

.    .    .V  fc  ■   ■■  ;^\»Mi  Mf"  ill  ill  aliii  Hnil  li»vv  nor  tlio  sla 

i''\i   Sy  i''«j'Tt.>s  which  tli(*  An-  lion;  nor  t 

I  •.  i!  iiiM  til  d>'M.Ti()*^  witii  liis-  proarhinir  i 

^  in. 'J  i-itv.      I'jvtTy  i'Mi|*»r  t}\  i.'lur  rr-clitit 

■• .  •■    Ii   *i»---ii  wiUi  tt)»' Wfjnls  aii'l   his  ri< 

.».!      ■.■'■•   \  t!'-  «»r' (Ira-iMirri' —  I'liMrrli.  afU 

.  .   »    tu.  it.:    '«-(ii:i-(n)inV  hon>(»  or  plk<-(l.  Ixitii 

.X     I     .-t^ii    III    -riMtst'  of  thin  hltJH  which  tlte  b 

u.    -.:    >  jt'a  .-i'.  rll^tlCltv.  and  Iv.  a  bout-hc 
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iadicfiuitkni  oo  the  part  of  the  spirits  of  the  ancient 
Droids  who  officiated  at  the  circle  upon  the  opposite 
bilU  th«  mimic  amogement  of  stones,  with  its  wttndum 
wmneiorumj  has  been  swept  away. 

The  present  instance  has  been  singled  out,  extrava- 
gant as  it  is,  because,  unquestionably,  this  beautiful 
country  has,  in  numerous  other  places,  suflered  from 
the  same  spirit,  though  not  clothed  exactly  in  the  same 
form,  nor  active  in  an  equal  degree.  It  will  be  suffi- 
cient here  to  utter  a  regret  for  the  changes  that  have 
been  made  upon  the  principal  Island  at  Winandcrmere, 
and  in  its  neighbourhood.  What  oould  be  more  unfortu- 
nate than  the  taste  that  suggested  the  paring  of  the 
shores,  and  surronnding  with  an  embankment  this  spot 
of  ground,  the  natural  shape  of  which  was  so  beautiful ! 
An  artificial  appearance  has  thus  been  given  to  ^he 
whole,  while  infinite  varieties  of  minnte  beauty  have 
been  destrojred.  Could  not  the  margin  of  this  noble 
bland  be  given  bock  to  nature  1  Winds  and  waves 
work  with  a  careless  and  graceful  hand ;  and,  should 
they  in  some  places  carry  away  a  portion  of  the  soil, 
the  trifling  loss  would  be  amply  compensated  by  tbe 
additional  spirit,  dignKy,  and  loveliness,  which  these 
agents  and  the  other  powers  of  nature  would  soon 
communicate  to  what  was  left  behind.  As  to  the  larch- 
plantations  upon  the  main  shore, — they  who  remember 
the  original  appearance  of  the  rocky  steeps  scattered 
over  with  native  hollies  and  ash-trees,  will  be  prepared 
to  agree  with  what  I  shall  have  to  say  hereafter  upon 
plantations  in  generaL 

But,  in  truth,  no  one  can  now  travel  through  the 
more  frequented  tracts,  without  being  oflfended  at  al- 
most every  turn  by  an  introduction  of  discordant  ob- 
jects, disturbing  that  peaceful  harmony  of  form  and 
coloar  which  had  been  through  a  long  lapse  of  ages 
most  happily  preserved. 

All  gross  transgressions  of  this  kind  originate,  doubts 
lees,  in  a  feeling  natural  and  honourable  to  the  human 
mind,  viz.  the  pleasure  which  it  receives  fhrai  distinct 
ideas,  and  from  the  peroeption  of  order,  regularity,  and 
contrivance.  Now,  unpractised  minds  receive  these 
impressions  only  from  objects  that  are  divided  from 
each  other  by  strong  lines  of  demarcation ;  hence  the 
delight  with  which  such  minds  are  smitten  by  formality 
and  harsh  contra^  But  I  would  beg  of  those  who 
are  eager  to  create  the  means  of  such  gratification, 
first  careflilly  to  study  what  already  exists;  and  they 
will  find,  in  a  country  so  lavishly  giflcd  by  nature,  an 
abundant  variety  of  forms  marked  out  with  a  precision 
that  will  satisfy  their  desires.  Moreover,  a  new  habit 
of  pleasure  will  be  formed  opposite  to  this,  arising  out 
of  the  perception  of  the  fine  gradations  by  which  in 
nature  one  thing  passes  away  into  another,  and  the 
botindariea  that  constitute  individuality,  disappear  in 
one  instance,  on!y  to  bo  revived  olsowhere  under  a 
more  alluring  form.  The  hill  of  Dunmatlet,  at  the 
hU  of  Ulswater,  was  once  divided  into  difierent  por- 


tKNU,  by  avenues  of  fir-trees,  with  a  green  and  almost 
perpendicular  lane  descending  down  the  steep  hill 
through  each  avenue ;— contrast  this  quaint  appearance 
with  the  image  of  the  same  hill  overgrown  with  sclfl 
planted  wood,--eacb  tree  springing  up  in  the  situation 
best  suited  to  its  kind,  and  with  that  shape  which 
the  situation  constrained  or  suffered  it  to  take.  What 
endless  melting  and  playing  into  each  other  of  fi>rms 
and  colours  does  the  one  ofier  to  a  mind  at  once  atten- 
tive and  active ;  and  bow  insipid  and  lifeless,  compared 
with  it,  appear  those  parts  of  the  former  exhibition 
with  which  a  child,  a  peasant  perhaps,  or  a  citizen 
vn&miliar  with  natural  imagery,  would  have  been  mo^t 
delighted ! 

I  cannot,  however,  omit  observing,  thst  the  disfigure- 
ment which  this  country  has  undergone,  has  not  pro- 
ceeded wholly  from  those  comnuxi  feelings  of  human 
nature  which  have  been  referred  to  as  the  primary 
sources  of  bad  taste  in  rural  scenery ;  another  cause 
must  be  added,  which  has  chiefly  shown  itself  in  its 
effect  upon  buildings  I  mean  a  warping  of  tiie 
natural  mind  occasioned  by  a  consciousness  that,  Uiis 
country  being  an  object  of  general  admiration,  every 
new  house  would  be  looked  at  and  commented  upon 
either  for  approbation  or  censure.  Hence  all  the 
deformity  and  ungracefulness  that  ever  pursue  the  steps 
of  constraint  or  aflfectation.  Men,  wlio  in  Leicester^ 
shire  or  Northamptonshire  would  probably  have  built  a 
modest  dwelling  like  those  of  their  sensible  neighbours, 
have  been  turned  out  of  their  course ;  and,  acting  a 
part,  no  wonder  if,  having  had  little  experience,  they 
act  it  ilL  The  craving  for  prospect  also,  which  is  im- 
moderate, particularly  in  new  settlers,  has  rendered  it 
impossible  that  buildings,  whatever  might  have  been 
their  architecture,  should  in  most  instances  be  orna- 
mental to  the  landscape ;  rising  as  they  do  from  the 
summits  of  naked  hills  in  staring  contrast  to  the  snogt- 
ness  and  privacy  of  the  ancient  houses. 

No  man  is  to  be  condemned  for  a  desire  to  decorate 
his  residence  and  possessions ;  feeling  a  dispositioa  In 
applaud  such  an  endeavour,  I  would  show  how  the  end 
may  be  best  attained.  The  rule  is  simple ;  with  re- 
spect to  grounds— work,  where  you  can,  in  the  spirit 
of  nature  with  an  invisible  hand  of  art  Planting,  and 
a  removal  of  wood,  may  thus  and  thus  only  be  carried 
on  with  good  efiect;  and  the  like  may  be  said  of 
building,  if  Antiquity,  who  may  be  styled  the  co-part^ 
ner  and  sister  of  Nature,  be  not  denied  the  respect  to 
which  she  is  entitled.  I  have  already  spoken  of  the 
beautiful  forms  of  the  ancient  mansions  of  tli is  country, 
and  of  the  happy  manner  in  which  they  haroKNiise  with 
the  forms  of  nature.  Why  cannot  these  be  taken  as  a 
model,  and  modern  interna]  ronvenicnco  be  confined 
within  their  external  grace  and  dignity  ?  Expense  to 
be  avoided,  or  difficultic:;  to  be  overcome,  may  prevent 
a  close  adherence  to  this  model;  still,  however,  it 
might  be  followed  to  a  certain  degree  in  the  i^fe  of 
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architecture  and  in  the  choice  of  situation,  if  the  thirst 
for  prospect  were  mitigated  by  those  considerations  of 
comfort,  shelter,  and  convenience,  which  used  to  be 
chiefly  sought  after.  But,  should  an  aversion  to  old 
ftishions  unfortunately  exist,  accompanied  with  a  desire 
to  transplant  into  the  cold  and  stormy  North,  the  ele- 
gancies of  a  villa  formed  upon  a  model  taken  from 
countries  with  a  milder  climate,  I  will  adduce  a  pas- 
sage from  an  Euglish  poet,  the  divine  Spenser,  which 
will  show  in  what  manner  such  a  plan  may  be  realised 
without  injury  to  the  native  beauty  of  these  scenes. 

**  Into  that  forest  farre  they  thence  him  led. 
Where  was  their  dwelling  in  a  pleannt  glade 
With  MOUNTAINS  round  about  environed. 
And  MIGHTY  WOODS  which  did  the  valley  abade 
And  like  a  ttately  theatre  it  made, 
Spreading  itMlf  into  a  tpaciouf  plaine; 
And  in  the  midst  a  little  river  plaide 
Eroongat  the  pumy  stones  which  seemed  to  'plaine 
With  gentle  murmure  that  his  course  they  did  restnune. 

Beside  the  same  a  dainty  place  there  lay, 
Planted  with  mirtle  trees  and  laurels  green. 
In  which  the  birds  sang  many  a  lovely  lay 
Of  God's  high  praise,  and  of  their  sweet  loves  teene, 
As  it  an  earthly  paradise  had  beene ; 
In  whoee  endomd  thadcw  there  was  pight 
•    A  fiur  pavilion,  toarcdy  to  be  teen. 

The  which  was  all  within  most  richly  dight. 
That  greatest  princes  living  it  mote  well  delight" 

Houses  or  mansions  suited  to  a  mountainous  region, 
should  be  ^not  obvious,  nor  obtrusive,  but  retired;" 
and  the  reasons  for  this  rule,  though  they  have  been 
little  adverted  to,  are  evident  Mountainous  coun- 
tries, more  frequently  and  forcibly  than  others,  remind 
us  of  the  power  of  the  elements,  as  manifested  in  winds, 
snows,  and  torrents,  and  accordingly  make  the  notion 
of  exposure  very  unpleasing ;  while  shelter  and  comfort 
afe  in  proportion  necessary  and  acceptable.  Far-wind- 
ing valleys  difficult  of  access,  and  the  feelings  of  sim- 
plicity habitually  connected  with  mountain  retire- 
ments, prompt  us  to  turn  from  ostentation  as  a  thing 
there  eminently  unnatural  and  out  of  place.  A  man- 
sion, amid  such  scenes,  can  never  have  sufficient  dig- 
nity or  interest  to  become  principal  in  the  landscape, 
and  render  the  mountains,  lakes,  or  torrents  by  which 
it  may  be  surrounded,  a  subordinate  part  of  the  view. 
It  is,  I  grant,  easy  to  conceive,  that  an  ancient  castel- 
lated building,  hanging  over  a  precipice  or  raised  upon 
an  island,  or  the  peninsula  of  a  lake,  like  that  of  Kil- 
churn  Cagtle,  upon  I.K)ch  Awe,  may  not  want,  whether 
deserted  or  inhabited,  sufficient  majesty  to  preside  for 
a  moment  in  the  spectator's  thoughts  over  the  high 
mountains  among  which  it  is  embosomed ;  but  its  titles 
are  from  antiquity — a  power  readily  submitted  to  upon 
occasion  as  the  vicegerent  of  Nature :  it  is  respected, 
•8  having  owed  its  existence  to  the  necessities  of  things, 
as  a  monument  of  security  in  times  of  disturbance  and 


danger  long  paased-away, — as  m  record  of  the  pomp 
and  violence  of  passion,  and  a  symbol  of  the  wisdom 
of  law ; — it  bears  a  countenance  of  authority,  which  ii 
not  impaired  by  decay. 

**  Child  of  loud-thraated  war,  the  moantain-ttrMiB 
Roars  in  thy  hearing;  bat  thy  hour  of  rest 
Is  come,  and  thou  art  sHent  in  thy  ago  r* US. 

To  such  honours  a  modem  edifice  can  lay  no  claiiD; 
and  the  puny  efforts  of  elegance  appear  contemptiMe, 
when,  in  such  eituatiooB,  they  are  obtrnded  in  rival- 
ship  with  the  sublimities  of  Nature.  But,  towards  the 
verge  of  a  district  like  this  of  which  wo  are  treating, 
where  the  mountains  subside  into  hills  of  modefale 
elevation,  or  in  an  undulating  or  fiat  country,  a  gen- 
tleman*s  mansion  may,  with  propriety,  become  a  prin- 
cipal feature  in  the  landscape;  and,  itaelf  being  a  work 
of  art,  works  and  traces  of  artificial  ornament  miy, 
without  censure,  be  extended  around  it,  as  they  will  be 
referred  to  the  common  centre,  the  house ;  the  rigbt 
of  which  to  impress  within  certain  limits  a  chancter 
of  obvious  ornament  will  not  be  denied,  where  no  com- 
manding forms  of  nature  dispute  it,  or  aet  it  aside. 
Now,  to  a  want  of  the  perception  of  this  diflferenoe, 
and  to  the  causes  before  assigned,  may  chiefly  be  at- 
tributed the  disfigurement  which  the  Coantiy  of  the 
Lakes  has  undergone,  from  persona  who  may  have  boilt, 
demolished,  and  planted,  with  full  confidence,  that 
every  change  and  addition  was  or  would  become  an 
improvement 

The  principle  that  ought  to  detennine  the  potitioo, 
apparent  size,  and  arehitecture  of  a  house,  viz.  that  it 
should  be  so  constructed,  and  (if  large)  so  much  of  it 
hidden,  as  to  admit  of  its  being  gently  incorporated 
into  the  scenery  of  nature — should  also  determine  ib 
colour.  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  used  to  say,  **  if  yoo 
would  fix  upon  the  best  colour  for  your  house,  turn  op 
a  stone,  or  pluck  up  a  handful  of  grass  by  the  roots,  aod 
see  what  is  the  colour  of  the  soil  where  the  house  is  to 
stand,  and  let  that  be  your  choice.**  Of  course,  this 
precept,  given  in  conversation,  could  not  have  been 
meant  to  be  taken  literally.  For  example,  in  Low 
Fumess,  where  the  soil,  from  its  strong  impregnatioa 
with  iron,  is  universally  of  a  deep  red,  if  this  rule  wera 
strictly  followed,  the  house  also  must  be  of  a  glaring 
red ;  in  other  places  it  must  bo  of  a  sullen  black ;  which 
would  only  be  adding  annoyance  to  annoyance.  The 
rule,  however,  as  a  general  guide,  is  good ;  and,  in 
agricultural  districts,  where  large  tracts  of  soil  are 
laid  bare  by  the  plough,  particukrly  if  (the  fiice  of  the 
country  being  undulating)  they  are  held  up  to  view, 
this  rule,  though  not  to  be  implicitly  adhered  to, 
should  never  be  lost  sight  q/[\ — the  colour  of  the  bouse 
ought,  if  possible,  to  have  a  cast  or  shade  of  the  colour 
of  the  soil.  The  principle  is,  that  the  house  most  bar 
monise  with  the  surrounding  landscape :  accordingly 
in  mountainous  countries,  with  still  more  confidence 
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nay  it  be  said,  **  look  at  the  rocks  and  those  parts  of 
tiie  mountains  where  the  soil  is  visible,  and  they  will 
famish  a  safe  directioa.**  Nevertheless,  it  will  often 
bftppen  that  the  rocks  may  bear  so  large  a  proportion 
to  the  rest  of  the  landscape,  and  may  be  of  such  a  tone 
of  oohmr,  that  the  rule  may  not  admit  even  here  of 
being  implicitly  followed.  For  instance,  the  chief  de- 
fect in  the  colouring  of  the  Country  of  the  Lakes, 
(which  ii  most  strongly  felt  in  the  summer  season)  is 
mn  orer^pre valence  of  a  bluish  tint,  which  the  green 
«f  the  herbage,  the  fern,  and  the  woods,  does  not  suffi- 
ciently counteract  If  a  house,  therefore,  should  stand 
where  this  defect  prevails,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  say- 
ing, that  the  colour  of  the  neighbouring  rocks  would 
Dot  be  the  best  that  could  be  chosen.  A  tint  ought  to 
be  introduced  approaching  nearer  to  those  which,  in 
tbe  technical  language  of  painters,  are  called  warm: 
tbk,  if  happily  selected,  would  not  disturb  but  would 
■nimate  the  landscape.  How  often  do  we  see  this 
exemplified  upon  a  small  scale  by  the  native  cottages, 
in  cases  where  the  glare  of  white-wash  has  been  sub- 
doed  by  time  and  enriched  by  weather-stains!  No 
hanhness  is  then  seen ;  but  one  of  these  cottages,  thus 
eokwred,  will  often  form  a  central  point  to  a  landscape 
by  which  the  whole  shall  be  connected,  and  an  influence 
of  pleasure  diffused  over  all  the  objects  that  compose 
the  picture.  But  where  the  cold  blue  tint  of  the  rocks  j 
is  enriched  by  the  iron  tinge,  the  colour  cannot  be  too 
closely  imitated  ;  and  it  will  be  produced  of  itself  by 
the  stones  hewn  from  the  adjoining  quarry,  and  by  the 
mortar,  which  may  be  tempered  with  the  most  gravelly 
part  of  the  soil  The  pure  blue  gravel,  from  the  bed 
of  the  river,  is,  however,  more  suitable  to  the  mason's 
purpose,  who  will  probably  insist  also  that  the  house 
most  be  covered  with  rough-cast,  otherwise  it  cannot 
be  kept  dry ;  if  this  advice  be  taken,  the  builder  of 
tssle  will  set  about  contriving  such  means  as  may  en- 
able him  to  come  the  nearest  to  the  effect  aimed  at 

The  supposed  necessity  of  rough-cast  to  keep  out 
imin  in  bouses  not  built  of  hewn  stone  or  brick,  has 
tended  greatly  to  injure  English  landscape,  and  the 
neighbourhood  of  these  Lakes  especially,  by  furnieh- 
ing  such  apt  occasion  for  whitening  buildings.  That ! 
white  should  be  a  favourite  colour  for  rural  residences 
is  natural  lor  many  reasons.  The  mere  aspect  of  clean- 
liness and  neatness  thus  given,  not  only  to  an  individu- 
al house,  but,  where  the  practice  is  general,  to  the 
whole  face  of  the  country,  produces  moral  associations 
so  powerful,  that,  in  the  minds  of  many,  they  take  place 
of  erery  other  relating  to  such  objects.  But  what  has 
already  been  said  upon  the  subject  of  cottages,  must 
have  ooovinced  men  of  feeling  and  imagination,  that 
n  human  habitation  of  the  humblest  class  may  be  ren- 
ted more  deeply  interesting  to  the  afiections,  and  far 
■Kwe  pleasing  to  the  eye,  hy  other  influences  than  a 
■pnightly  tone  of  colour  spread  over  its  outside.  I  do 
V  mean  to  deny,  that  a  wnall  white  buiU- 


ing,  embowered  m  trees,  may,  in  some  situatkms,  be 
a  delightfbl  and  animating  object — in  no  way  injurkxis 
to  the  landscape ;  but  this  only,  where  it  sparkles  firom 
the  midst  of  a  thick  shade,  and  in  rare  and  solitary  in- 
stances ;  especially  if  the  country  be  itself  rich,  and 
pleasing,  and  full  of  grand  forms.  On  the  sides  of 
bleak  and  desolate  moors,  we  are  indeed  thankful  for 
the  sight  of  white  cottages  and  white  houses  plentifully 
scattered,  where,  without  these,  perhaps  every  thing 
would  be  cheerless :  this  is  said,  however,  with  hesita- 
tion, and  with  a  wilful  sacrifice  of  some  higher  enjoy- 
ments. But  I  have  certainly  seen  such  buildings  gliu 
tering  at  sunrise,  and  in  wandering  lights,  with  no 
common  pleasure.  The  continental  traveller  also  will 
remember,  that  the  convents  hanging  firom  the  rocks 
of  the  Rhine,  the  Rhone,  the  Danube,  or  among  the 
Appenines  or  the  mountains  of  Spain,  are  not  looked 
at  with  less  complacency  when,  as  is  oflen  the  case, 
they  happep  to  be  of  a  brilliant  white.  But  this  is 
perhaps  owing,  in  no  small  degree,  to  the  contrast  of 
that  lively  colour  with  the  gloom  of  monastic  life,  and 
to  the  general  want  of  rural  residences  of  smiling  and 
attractive  appearance,  in  those  countries. 

The  objections  to  white,  as  a  colour,  in  large  spots 
or  masses  in  landscapes,  especially  in  a  mountainous 
country,  are  insurmountable.  In  natur*?,  pure  white  is 
scarcely  ever  found  but  in  small  objects,  such  as 
flowere;  or  in  those  which  are  transitory,  as  the  clouds, 
foam  of  rivers,  and  snow.  Mr.  Gilpin,  who  notices 
this,  has  also  recorded  the  just  remark  of  Mr.  Locke, 

of  N ,  that  white  destroys  the  gradation9  of  dis* 

tance;  and,  therefore,  an  object  of  pure  white  can 
scarcely  ever  be  managed  witli  good  effect  in  landscape- 
painting.  Five  or  six  white  housos,  scattered  over  a 
\'alley,  by  their  obtrusiveness,  dot  the  surface,  and  di- 
vide it  into  triangles,  or  other  mathematical  figures, 
haunting  the  eye,  and  disturbing  that  repose  which 
might  otherwise  be  perf<^t  I  have  seen  a  single 
white  house  materially  impair  the  majesty  of  a  moun- 
tain ;  cutting  away,  by  a  harsh  separation,  the  whole 
of  its  base,  below  the  point  on  which  the  house  stood. 
Thus  was  the  apparent  size  of  the  mountain  reduced, 
not  by  the  inter positkm  of  another  object  in  a  manner 
to  call  forth  the  imagination,  which  will  give  more  than 
the  eye  loses;  but  what  had  been  abstracted  in  this 
case  was  left  visible ;  and  the  mountain  appeared  to 
take  its  beginning,  or  to  rise  firom  the  line  of  the  house, 
instead  of  its  own  natural  base.  But,  if  I  may  express 
my  own  individual  feeling,  it  is  afler  sunset,  at  the 
coming  on  of  twilight,  that  white  objects  are  most  to 
be  complained  of.  The  solemnity  and  quietness  of  na- 
ture at  that  time  are  always  marred,  and  often  destroy 
ed  by  them.  When  the  grouiMl  is  covered  with  snow, 
they  are  of  course  inofllensive;  and  in  moonshine  they 
are  always  pleasing — it  is  a  tone  of  light  with  which 
they  accord ;  and  the  dimness  of  the  scene  is  enlivened 
by  an  object  at  once  conspicuous  and  cheerful    I  will 
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Ciin<-liitlf!  this  itubj«>ct  m  ilh  nUirinfr.  that  the  cold,  sin*  this  Mtui 

ty  coliHir,  which  nwny  pcixHw,  who  have  beard  the  all  beyoo 

white  ciiiMU'iiini-d,  havo  ailoptetl  in  itii  »tf*ad,  must  be  place.     1 

dwappniviHl  ui'  fur  the  rniMin  aln^ady  piven.     The  fti-  pare  my 

nnir  y«*ll(iw  runs  into  ihe  op}M»itf*  cxlri'ims  and  i*  MiW  by  remin 

inc»rt'  ci'nKunibit*.     {'[urn  the  whuln.  the  nff&t  cohnir,  nwtniot 

fi»r  peiit'nil  ii-m*.  u  wMiM'thiiiL'  U'lwreii  a  crrnm  and  a  charfte  o 

duht-ri>)(Hir.  rniiiDKinly  ralli*tl  Ktone-colmir; — there  are,  chani^c  ti 

aiikni^'  th«*  lAkeH,  cxBiiiploD  ut'  thi«  tint  nrcd  not  be  tiuns,  by 

piiiiiti<«l  iMit.  have  so  c 

The  prinriplp  lak^^n  an  oiir  frniilp.  viz.  that  I  ho  houM*  u  not  in 

ah'Kild  be  ao  foriiiod,  and  uf  !>iirh  apparent  $>i2e  and  if  well  d 

C4iluur,  an  to  admit  of  ilji  biMnir  ironily  incorporated  with  unaided  1 

the  M*enery  of  naluro,  vhuuld  bIm>  U«  applied  to  the  elaborate 

manairenient  of  the  frriiundtf  and   plantatiiwia,  and  ia  where, 
hen*  nifin*  urjrenlly  needed ;  tor  it  w  frmn  abuMW  in  thia        But  to, 

departin«*nt,  far  inure  even  thnn  IriHii  the  introduction  that  jiitftil 

of  exoticd  in  arrliiiertun*  (if  thi'  phrade  may  bo  used)  vided  the 

that  thin  country  ham  aufriTefl.     Ijirrh  and  fir  plant-  we  may  i 

ationsi  have  bi*en  uprend  every  wlipn*.  not  meri'ly  with  a  out  abrup 

view  to  profit,   but  in  many  iristanr«'K   for   the   nke  Bhruba,  « 

of  ornament.     To  thone  who  plnnt  for  prutil,  and  are  Nature  tl 

thniHtini;  every  other  tree  out  of  the  way  to  make  mom  elder,  dq| 

Inr  their  fai'ourite,  the  Inrch,  I  would  utter  firvt  a  re^rret  these  onh 

that  they  hInhiKI  have  wheeled  tlietie  lovely  vales  for  quence  oi 

tlieir  veffetnble  nianutlictory,  uhen  there  is  ho  much  colour  wi 
barren  and  irn'claimahle  laud  in  the  neiirhliourinfrinoors, ,  wlicn  the 

and  in  othi-r  (tartn  of  the  Inland,  which  inif?ht  have  been  sprinff.     * 

bad  fur  this  purpose  at  a  far  ciieajtcr  rate.       And  I  trees  UAii 

will  alFO  be^  leai'e  tn  repre>ent  to  theiii,  that  thoy  ou^ht  those  of  tl 

Dot  to  he  carried  axiay  by  Hiittennir  pritirii:<eM  from  the  tree,  and 

sp*'«ily  >rro\\lh  of  this  tree;  iHT.iusf,  in  rich  Mtils  and  may  be  ha] 

sheltered  Hiliiatmn.s  the  wimk],  tiioiiL'h  it  tfirivfs  fast,  is  the  shrubc 

foil  of  hap,  and  of  little  value;  and  is,  likewiM*,  very  entin*ly  t< 

suhj»*ct  to  ravairo  t'n>ni  the  attarks  of  ins'Ttf,  and  from  the  birch, 

bli;rht.     Aeciiniiiiirly,  in  Scotland,  where  planting  is  it  may  be 

mncii  iM'tter  under^toiNi,  anii  carri»il  on  up^tn  an  in-  outj^trips  e 

coin{Mnildy  larircr  mmU*  than  ariinnif  us,  fr(Kxl  soil  and  e<l  to  plant 

sht>ltere<l  situations  an'  appropriated  to  the  uak,   the  Sycamore, 

ash,  and  other  d»Tidiious  trees;  aud  the  larch  is  now  tn  spread  c 
fTonenliyconfint'd  to lMirn>n and exfKwedff round.  There'  witli  adva 

the  plant,  which  is  a  hurdy  one,  i9  of  >lower  growth  ;  siveness,  t 

much  lesH  liable  to  injury;  and  the  tinib«>r  is  of  better  situations  ' 

quality.      But  there  nro.  many,  wh<»ie  circumstanct^  apparent  s 

permit  them,  and  who(«e  taste  leads  theni,  to  plant  with  diate  bctw 

little  n^ifard  to  profit;  and  otiiers,  Uaat  wealthy,  who  and  the  spi 

have  sueii  a  lively  tW'lin^  of  tiie  native  beauty  of  these  general  rul 

scenes,  (hat  they  are  laudably  not  unwillincr  to  make  of  artificial 
some  sicri tires  to  h(>i<rhten  it.     Both  these  clashes  of  ,  dashinisr  toi 

pertsons,   I  would    entreat   to  enf|uirc  of  themselves  where  we  I 

wherein  that  Iwauty  which  they  admire  consists.  They  catalojrue  j 

would  then  see  that,  after  the  feelinfj  has  been  gratified  and  fonn  w 

that  pnwnpts  us  to  gather  round  our  dwelling  a  few  of  Nature*! 

flowers  and  shnihs,  which,  from  the  circumstance  of  and  bewildt 

their  not  being  native,  may,  by  their  very  looks,  re-  not  so  obtri 

mind  us  that  tliey  owe  their  existence  to  our  hands,  of  larch  pla 
tod  their  prosperity  to  our  care ;  they  will  see  that,  ifter  |  To  justify  c 


DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  LAKES. 


695 


ir  to  Nature.  The  process,  by  which  she  forms  woods  than  any  other  pleasing ;  its  branches  (for  houghs  it  has 
id  forests,  is  as  follows.  Seeds  are  scattered  indis-  none)  have  no  variety  in  the  youth  of  the  tree ;  and  little 
rtminately  by  winds,  brought  by  waters,  and  dropped  dignity  even  when  it  attains  its  full  growth ;  leave*  it 
f  birds.  They  perish,  or  produce,  according  as  the  ,  cannot  be  said  to  have,  consequently  neither  aflbrds 
n\  apon  which  they  fall  is  suited  to  them ;  and  under  I  shade  nor  shelter.  In  spring  it  becomes  green  long  be- 
be  same  dependence,  the  seedling  or  sucker,  if  not  crop- '  fore  the  native  trees;  and  its  green  is  so  peculiar  am 
«d  by  animals,  thrives,  and  the  tree  grows,  sometimes  vivid  that,  finding  nothing  to  harmonise  with  it, 
ingle,  taking  its  own  shape  without  constraint,  but  for  ;  wherever  it  comes  forth,  a  disagreeable  speck  is  pro- 
he  most  part  being  compelled  to  conform  itself  to  some  duced.  In  summer,  when  all  other  trees  are  in  their 
iw  imposed  upon  it  by  its  neighbours.  From  low  and  pride,  it  is  of  a  dingy  lifeless  hue ;  in  autumn  of  a  spirit- 
heltered  places,  vegetation  travels  upwards  to  the  more  '  less  unvaried  yellow,  and  in  winter  it  is  still  more 
txposed ;  and  the  young  plants  are  protected,  and  to  a  '  lamentably  distinguished  from  every  other  deciduous 
iertain  degree  fashioned,  by  those  that  have  preceded  |  tree  of  the  forest,  for  they  seem  only  to  sleep,  but  the 
bem.   The  continuous  mass  of  foliage  which  would  be  !  larch  appears  absolutely  dead.    If  an  attempt  be  made 


httS  produced,  is  broken  by  rocks,  or  by  glades  or  open 
ilacefl,  where  the  browzing  of  animals  has  prevented 
be  growth  of  wood.  As  vegetation  ascends,  the  winds 
ngin  also  to  bear  their  part  in  moulding  the  forms  of 
be  trees ;  but,  thus  mutually  protected,  trees,  though 
lot  of  the  hardiest  kind,  are  enabled  to  climb  high  up 
be  mountains.  Gradually,  however,  by  the  quality  of 
be  groand,  and  by  increasing  exposure,  a  stop  is  put  to 
beir  ascent ;  the  hardy  trees  only  are  left ;  these  also, 
ly  little  and  little,  give  way, — and  a  wild  and  irregular 
RMiiidary  is  established,  graceful  in  its  outline,  and 
lever  contemplated  without  some  feeling  more  or 
tm  distinct  of  the  powers  of  nature  by  which  it  is 
Bsposed. 

Contrast  the  liberty  that  encourages,  and  the  law  that 
imita,  this  joint  work  of  nature  and  time,  with  the  dis- 
leartening  necessities,  restrictions,  and  disadvantages, 
inder  which  the  artificial  planter  must  proceed,  even  he 
irbom  long  observation  and  fine  feeling  have  best  qua  11- 
ied  for  his  task.  In  the  first  place  his  trees,  however 
irell  chosen  and  adapted  to  their  several  situations,  must 
generally  all  start  at  the  same  time ;  and  this  circum- 


to  mingle  thickets,  or  a  certain  proportion  of  other 
forest-trees,  with  the  larch,  its  horizontal  branches  in- 
tolerantly cut  them  down  as  with  a  scythe,  or  force 
them  to  spindle  up  to  keep  pace  with  it  The  spike, 
in  which  it  terminates,  renders  it  impossible,  when  it 
is  planted  in  numbers,  that  the  several  trees  should  ever 
blend  together  so  as  to  form  a  mass  or  masses  of  wood. 
Add  thousands  to  tens  of  thousands,  and  the  appearance 
is  still  the  same — a  collection  of  separate  individual 
trees,  obstinately  presenting  themselves  as  such ;  and 
which,  from  whatever  point  they  are  looked  at,  if  but 
seen,  may  be  counted  upon  the  fingers.  Sunshine,  or 
shadow,  has  little  power  to  adorn  the  surface  of  such 
a  wood ;  and  the  trees  not  carrying  up  their  heads,  the 
wind  raises  among  them  no  majestic  undulations.  It 
is  indeed  true,  that,  in  countries  where  the  larch  is  a 
native,  and  where  witliout  interruption  it  may  sweep 
from  valley  to  valley  and  from  hill  to  hill,  a  sublime 
image  may  be  produced  by  such  a  forest,  in  the  same 
manner  as  by  one  composed  of  any  other  single  tree, 
to  the  spreading  of  which  no  limits  can  be  assigned. 
For  sublimity  will  never  be  wanting,  where  the  sense 


MS  of  foliage,  and  their  various  colours  when  they 
ite  held  up  to  view  on  the  side  of  a  mountain;  or 


fiance  would  of  itself  prevent  that  fine  connection  of  of  innumerable  multitude  is  lost  in,  and  alternates  with, 
pits,  that  sympathy  and  organization,  if  I  may  so  ex-  that  of  intense  unity  ;  and  to  the  ready  perception 
prece  myself,  which  pervades  the  whole  of  a  natural  i  of  this  effect,  similarity  and  almost  identity  of  indi- 
ifood,  and  appears  to  the  eye  in  its  single  trees,  its    vidual  form  and  monotony  of  colour  contribute.    But 

this  feeling  is  confined  to  the  native  immeasurable  for- 
est ;  no  artificial  plantation  can  give  it 
when  spread  over  a  valley,  they  are  looked  down  upon  The  foregoing  observations  will,  I  hope,  (as  nothing 
from  an  eminence.  It  is  then  impossible,  under  any  cir- '  has  been  condemned  or  recommended  without  a  sub- 
camstances,  for  the  artificial  planter  to  rival  the  beauty  '  stantial  reason)  have  some  influence  upon  those  wh<» 
if  nature.  But  a  moment's  thought  will  show  that,  if  .  plant  for  ornament  merely.  To  those  who  plant  for 
ten  tboQsand  of  this  spiky  tree,  the  larch,  are  stuck  in  profit,  I  have  already  spoken.  I^et  me  then  entreat 
It  once  upon  the  side  of  a  hill,  they  can  grow  up  into  that  the  native  deciduous  trees  msy  be  lefl  in  com- 
MChing  bat  deformity;  that,  while  they  are  sufl^red  '  plete  possession  of  the  lower  ground;  and  that  plant- 
iO  stand,  we  shall  look  in  vain  for  any  of  those  appear-  '  ations  of  larch,  if  introduced  at  all,  may  be  confined 
incee  which  are  the  chief  sources  of  beauty  in  a  natural    to  the  highest  and  most  barren  tracts.    Interposition 

of  rocks  would  there  break  the  dreary  uniformity  of 
which  wo  have  been  complaining;  and  the  winds  m'ould 
take  hold  of  the  trees,  and  imprint  upon  their  shapes  a 
wildness  congenial  to  their  situation. 

Having  determined  what  kinds  of  trees  must  be  whol- 
ly rejected,  or  at  least  very  sparingly  mei,  by  those 


It  moet  be  acknowledged  that  the  larch,  till  it  has 
Mtfwiwn  the  sixe  of  a  shrub,  shows,  when  looked  at 
■Oflyi  nme  elegance  in  its  form  and  appearance,  es- ' 
Mklly  ia  epring,  decorated,  as  it  then  is,  by  the 
fUk  Umtki  of  He  bkMmni;  bat,  as  a  tree,  h  is  lev 
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wiM  ira  unriDinff  tD  dMIgvn  tiMeonliyi  wdhmif 
Aom  wint  kindi  (Mflit  to  bt  «Im»m  ;  I  abMM  Inw 
fifw.  ifl  Ind  not  almay  utaimpH  "V  liiiit%ftfcv 
fiMllnl  riilM  ftr  Um  Miner  in  mhkk  tnm  Oi«fat  to 
btdfapoKdapkiiting.  Bitt  to  thk  ndjeet  I  abMM 
rttodi  iittte  impoftaiicn,  if  IcouMtoceatdin  hiiirfiiag 
wmk  tnm  m  intivdnM  dcAnDity*  niid  «Mild  pivfiil 
npM  tte  prapriator  to  ooafiM  hiwulf  «tlwr  to  Aom 
tmd  ID  the  mivm  woodt»  or  to  nch  as  Moord  witk 
This  m  iodeed  tho  tmm  point ;  ftr.  nineh  as 
eaoea  ha?a  baan  iqjatad  by  what  haa  baan  takan 
ftom  tbaoH-bnildiBgib  traaa,  and  wooda*  aitbar  tbioogb 
uifUganoa,  nacewity,  afarioa.  or  eaprioa— >it  ii  not 
Aoaa  raoMmlib  bat  the  banb  nrfJitiona  that  have  baan 
nadab  which  ara  tha  wont  friavaiioa  — -a alandiqff  and 
nnaioidabla  annoyaaea.  Often  hata  I  felt  thia  diatne- 
tion  withminitladoatidactionandrairfet;  ftryifnopcK 
titiva  deftmity  or  diioonlanGe  be  aubrtitnted  or  aopaiw 
indnced*  auch  ia  tha  beoiiniity  of  natora  that,  taka 
away  fton  bar  baanty  after  baanty,  and  amament  after 
omamanti  her  appearance  cannot  be  manad;—- the 
aeaia.  if  any  be  left,  will  gnradnally  dtttppear  befcn  a 
haalinf  apirit;  and  what  remains  will  atill  be  aoothinf 
and  plaaainff •«» 

"Mhit  bfaiii  deplored 
Tlw  Alt  of  ihoM  old  tra«;  and  oft  with  poin 
Tho  bmTvUor  ml  thb  day  will  Hop  and  gan 
On  wroo^  which  oaiura  tcaitely  hmbi  Id  bead  t 
Forriwianad  placce.  boioini,  Dooka,  and  faajpi^ 
And  dia  port  OMmntarai,  and  the  gmila  Tweed. 
And  the  graen  alonl  parturaa  yet  mnain.** 

There  are  few  ancient  woods  left  in  this  ptirt  of  Enfr- 
land  upon  which  such  indiscriminate  ravaffo  as  is  here 
**  deplored*'  could  now  be  cotnmittpd.  But,  out  of  the 
numerous  copses,  fine  wootU  mi(rht  in  time  be  raised, 
probably  without  any  sacrifice  of  profit,  by  leavinir,  at 
the  periodical  fellings,  a  due  proportion  of  the  healthiest 
trees  to  irrow  up  into  timber.  —  This  plan  has  fortu- 
nately, in  many  instances,  been  adopted;  and  they, 
who  have  set  the  example,  are  entitled  to  the  thanks 
of  all  peraoos  of  taste.  As  to  the  managrement  of 
planting  with  reasonable  attention  to  ornament,  let  the 
images  of  nature  be  your  guide,  and  the  whole  secret 
lurks  m  a  few  words;  thickets  or  underwoods— single 
trees — trees  clustered  or  in  groups — groves — un- 
broken woofls,  but  with  varied  masses  of  foliage—- 
glades — invisible  or  winding  boundaries  —  in  rocky 
dbtricts,  a  seemly  proportion  of  rock  left  wholly  bare, 
and  other  parts  half  hidden— disagreeable  objects  con- 
cealed, and  formal  lines  broken^trees  climbing  up  to 
t  e  horizon,  and  in  some  places  ascending  from  its  sharp 
edge  in  which  they  are  rooted,  with  the  whole  body  of 
the  tree  appearing  to  stand  in  the  clear  sky —  in  other 
parts  woods  surmounted  by  rocks  utterly  bare  and  na-  < 
ked,  which  add  to  the  sense  of  height  as  if  vegetation  ■ 
-could  not  thither  be  carried,  and  imprem  a  feeling  of  i 
i/unition,  power  of  resistance,  and  security  from  change!  | 
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of  Gentry,  either  Btrangers  or  natives.  It  is 
mnch  to  be  wished,  that  a  better  taste  should 
*^  among  these  new  proprietors;  and,  as  they 
be  e3q)ected  to  leave  things  to  themselves,  that 
ikill  wad  knowledge  should  prevent  unnecessary  devi- 
■iBoni  ftom  that  path  of  simplicity  and  beauty  along 
whtehf  without  design  and  unconsciously,  their  humble 
pnAecemon  have  moved.  In  this  wish  the  author 
wfll  be  joined  by  persons  of  pure  taste  tliroughout 
iIm  whole  Island,  who,  by  their  visits  (often  repeated) 
to  tbe  Lakes  in  the  North  of  England,  testifynhat  they 
the  district  a  sort  of  national  property,  in  which 
man  has  a  right  and  interest  who  has  an  eye  to 
petcoive  and  a  heart  to  enjoy. 


A  rsw  words  may  not  improperly  be  annexed,  wMth 
•B  especial  view  to  promote  the  enjoyment  of  the  Tour- 
kL  And  first,  in  respect  to  the  Time  when  this  Coun- 
try can  be  seen  to  most  advantage.  Mr.  West,  in  his 
widUnown  Guide  to  the  Lakes,  recommends  the  inter- 
val from  the  beginning  of  June  to  the  end  of  August; 
•ndv  tbe  two  latter  months  being  a  season  of  vacation 
•ad  leisure,  it  is  almost  ezclui<ively  in  these  that  stran- 
gnn  visit  the  Country.  But  that  season  is  by  no  means 
the  best ;  there  is  a  want  of  variety  in  the  colouring  uf 
tbe  moantains  and  woods;  which,  unless  where  they 
are  diven^ificd  by  rocks,  are  of  a  monotonous  green ; 
as  a  large  portion  of  the  Valleys  is  allotted  to  hny- 
a  want  of  variety  is  found  there  alsa  The  mea- 
dowiy  however,  are  sufficiently  enlivened  ailcr  hay- 
making begins,  which  is  much  later  than  in  the  tnuthem 
part  of  the  Island.  A  stronger  objection  is  rainy 
weather,  setting  in  oflcn  at  this  period  with  a  vigour, 
and  continuing  with  a  perseverance,  that  muy  rcMuind 
tbe  disappointed  and  dejected  traveller  of  those  dohi- 
ipet  of  rain,  m'hich  fall  among  the  Abysbiniun  Mountains 
lur  the  annual  supply  of  the  Nile.  The  months  of  Hf  p- 
temberand  October  (particularly  October)  arc  gvnora  I  ly 
attended  with  much  finer  weather;  and  the  scenory 
ia  then,  beyond  comparison,  more  divenititMl,  niort* 
•fdeiidid,  and  beautiful ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  Hhorl 
day*  prevent  long  excursions,  and  sliarp  and  chill  galun 
are  nn&vourable  to  parties  of  pleasure*  out  of  (Kmni. 
Nevertheless,  to  the  sincere  admirer  of  Nnturt*,  who  is 
iagood  health  and  spirits,  snd  at  liberty  to  uinko  a 
choice,  the  six  weeks  following  the  1st  of  Si<ptrnitH*r 
maybe  recommended  in  prcferrnce  to  Jul  y  nnd  Au^fuM. 
For  there  is  no  inconvenience  n rising  from  ilii«  M*n<«tn 
which,  to  such  a  person,  would  not  Im  ainpiy  iivniii- 
by  tbe  Autumnal  appiNirnncr  t>f  any  nf  tlii» 
retired  Valleys,  into  which  discunlnnt  pUntntioii 
and  nnsaitafale  buildings  have  not  y«'t  fuunil  I'litimn'i* 
^In  mcb  apolB,  at  this  season,  \\wr**  m  an  ailiuiiutkUt 
lad  proportion  of  natural  Imrtntmy  iii  liifut  ai^I 

r,  tbioogb  tbe  whole  srnlo  ut'  olijis'l« ;  -  iii  \U%*  icn 
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der  green  of  the  after-grass  upon  the  meadows  inter* 
spersed  with  islands  of  gray  or  mossy  rock  crowned  by 
shrubs  and  trees ;  in  the  irregular  inclosures  of  standing 
corner  stubble-fields  in  like  manner  broken;  in  the 
mountain  sides  glowing  with  fern  of  divers  colours;  in 
the  calm  blue  Lakes  and  River-pools ;  and  in  the  foli- 
age of  the  trees,  through  all  the  tints  of  Autumn,  from 
the  pale  and  brilliant  yellow  of  the  birch  and  aMli,  ti: 
the  deep  greens  of  tlie  unfaded  oak  and  alder,  and  of 
the  ivy  upon  the  rocks,  upon  the  trees,  and  the  cottages. 
Yet,  as  most  travellers  are  either  stinted  or  stint  them- 
selves for  time,  I  would  recommend  the  space  between 
the  middle  or  last  week  in  May  and  the  middle  or  last 
week  of  June,  as  afibrding  the  best  combination  of  long 
days,  fine  weather,  and  variety  of  impreasions.  Few 
of  tlie  native  trees  are  then  in  full  leaf;  but,  for  what^ 
ever  may  be  wanting  in  depth  of  shade,  far  more  than 
an  equivalent  will  be  found  in  the  diversity  of  foliage, 
in  Uie  blossoms  of  the  fruit-and-berry-bearing  trees 
which  abound  in  the  woods,  and  in  the  golden  flowers 
of  the  broom  and  other  shrubs,  with  which  many  of  the 
copses  are  interveined.  In  tliose  woods,  also,  and  on 
tiiose  mountain-sides  which  have  a  northern  aspect,  and 
in  the  deep  dells,  many  of  the  spring-flowers  still  lin- 
ger ;  while  the  open  and  sunny  places  are  stocked  with 
the  flowers  of  approaching  summer.  And,  besides,  is 
not  an  exquisite  pleasure  still  untasted  by  him  who  has 
not  heard  the  choir  of  Linnets  and  Thruslies  chaunting 
their  love-rongs  in  the  copses,  woods,  and  hedge-rows, 
of  a  mountainous  country ;  safe  from  the  birds  of  prey, 
which  build  in  the  inaccessible  crags,  and  are  at  all 
hours.scen  or  heard  wheeling  about  in  the  air?  The 
number  of  tliocm  formidable  creatures  is  probably  the 
enu:«e  why,  in  the  narrow  valleys,  there  are  no  Sky- 
larks; as  the  TX*stroyer  would  bo  enabled  to  dart  u|ion 
them  from  the  near  ami  surrountling  crags,  before  they 
nmlil  di*sconil  to  thoir  gro«ind-nests  for  protection.  It 
is  not  oHiMi  lliHt  Nightingales  resort  to  those  V^bI(*!i; 
but  nlniont  all  the  oth(*r  tribes  of  our  Knglisli  warlilcnn 
an*  nium*rouii;  ami  thoir  noti^s,  when  listene<l  to  by 
the  sido  of  bixHul  still  wntors,  or  when  lieanl  in  unison 
with  lh«*  uiurnuiruvr  of  moiiutain-lmKikii,  have  the  coin- 
{WW  o(  thoir  powiT  rnlurgt^l  acrortlin^'ly.  There  is 
sIai  an  inin^'iiiativi*  uitliii*noi*  in  the  voice  of  the  ( jic- 
kmi.  when  that  \oioti  has  taken  pomoMiion  uf  a  di*ep 
niouniaui  vnlli^v,  vimv  diilereut  fhun  any  thing  which 
can  U*  exiMttnl  hv  the  same  aim  ml  in  a  flat  country. 
.Nor  niunl  a  t'lifuuiNimuM*  U*  muittiMl  which  hero  ren- 
di*is  ilio  oliiM*  ol'Spruig  «*ii|M*iMally  intpn'sting;  I  mean 
Iho  prnrtu'i'of  bnuKiug  down  the  owes  from  thomouiK 
tiuit.'«  to  voHU  Ml  till*  valli*ys  ami  i'U(*1iis«mI  grutimls.  The 
hi*rttA)'o  lH'Ul^'  lliua  %  r«»|i|ti'd  as  it  springs,  that  first  ten- 
di«i  muiMtild  »*riMMi  of  till*  M'asim,  which  m'ould  others 
«%!■<«  liM^i*  InatiMl  httio  iiMiro  than  a  fortnight  is  pro- 
loiit:tsl  III  iho  |iantiiroa  aihl  meadows  ftir  many  weeks; 
wloU'  ilioi  Mft*  farther  eiilivfiii*d  by  the  multitude  of 
laiiiti*  Illicit  oig  and  skippin;:  about    These  sportive 
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ereatures,  as  they  gather  strenirth,  are  tarned  out  upon 
the  open  mountains,  and  with  their  slender  limbs, 
their  snow-white  colour,  and  their  wild  and  light  mo- 
tions, beautifully  accord  or  contrast  with  the  rocks  and 
lawns,  upon  which  they  must  now  begin  to  seek  their 
food.  And  last,  but  not  least,  at  this  time  the  traveller 
will  be  sure  of  room  and  comfortable  accommodation, 
even  in  the  smaller  urns.  I  am  aware  that  few  of  those, 
who  may  be  inclined  to  profit  by  this  recommendation 
will  be  able  to  do  so,  as  the  time  and  manner  of  an  ex- 
cursion of  this  kind  is  mostly  regulated  by  circumstan- 
ces which  prevent  an  entire  freedom  of  choice.  It  will 
therefore  be  more  pleasant  to  me  to  observe,  that,  though 
the  months  of  July  and  August  are  liable  to  many  ob- 
jections, yet  it  not  unfrequently  happens  that  the 
weather,  at  this  time,  is  not  more  wet  and  stormy  than 
they,  who  are  really  capable  of  enjoying  the  sublime 
forms  of  Nature  in  their  utmost  sublimity,  would  desire. 
For  no  Traveller,  provided  he  be  in  good  health  and 
with  any  command  of  time,  would  have  a  just  privilege 
to  visit  such  scenes,  if  he  could  grudge  the  price  of  a 
little  confinement  among  them  or  interruption  in  his 
journey  for  the  sight  or  sound  of  a  storm  coming-on  or 
clearing-away.  Insensible  must  he  be  who  would  not 
congratulate  himself  upon  the  bold  bursts  of  sunshine, 
the  descending  vapours,  wandering  lights  and  shadows, 
and  tbe  invigorated  torrents  and  water-falls,  with  which 
broken  weather,  in  a  mountainous  region,  is  accompa- 
nied. At  such  a  time  there  is  no  cause  to  complain, 
either  of  the  monotony  of  midsummer  colouring  or  the 
glaring  atmosphere  of  long,  cloudless,  and  hot  dajrs. 

Thus  far  respecting  the  most  eligible  season  for  vis- 
iting this  country.  As  to  the  order  in  which  objects  are 
best  seen  —  a  Ldke  being  composed  of  water  flowing 
from  higher  grounds,  and  expanding  itself  till  its  re- 
ceptacle is  filled  to  the  brim, — it  follows  from  the  nature 
of  things,  that  it  will  appear  to  most  advantage  when 
approached  from  its  outlet,  especially  if  the  Lake  be  in 
a  mountainous  country ;  for,  by  this  way  of  approach, 
the  traveller  faces  the  grander  features  of  the  scene, 
and  is  gradually  conducted  into  its  most  sublime  recesses. 
Now,  every  one  knows,  that  from  amenity  and  beauty 
the  transition  to  sublimity  is  easy  and  favourable;  but 
the  reverse  is  not  so ;  for,  after  the  faculties  have  been 
rai^  by  communion  with  the  sublime,  they  are  indis- 
posed to  humbler  excitement 

It  is  not  likely  that  a  mountain  will  be  ascended  with- 
out disappointment  if  a  wide  range  of  prospect  be  the 
object,  unless  either  the  summit  be  reached  before  sun- 
rise, or  the  visitant  remains  there  until  the  time  of  sun- 
set, and  aflerwards.  The  precipitous  sides  of  the 
mountain,  and  the  neighbouring  summits,  may  be  seen 
with  effect  under  any  atmosphere  which  allows  them 
to  be  seen  at  all ;  but  he  is  the  most  fortunate  adventu- 
rer who  chances  to  be  involved  in  vapours  which  open 
and  let  in  an  extent  of  country  partially,  or,  dispersing 


suddenly,  reveal  the  whole  refioo  fiom  eentre  to  tw- 
camferenee. 

After  all,  it  is  opon  tbe  mind  which  a  Tnvdhi 
hringB  along  with  him  that  hie  aoqoieitioo^  whete 
of  pleasure  or  profit,  mast  prioeipally  depend. — ^Mif  I 
be  allowed  a  concluding  word  upon  this  subject? 

Nothing  is  inore  injurioos  to  genuine  feeling  thutti 

practice  of  hastily  and  ungraciously  depreciatiBf  tti 

face  of  one  coantry  by  comparing  it  with  that  ofaoolWt 

True  it  is,  Qui  bene  distingoit  bene  docei ;  yet  frrt^ 

diousness  is  a  wretched  travelling  companion ;  ani  tti 

best  guide  to  which  in  mattere  of  taste  we  can  eatnit 

ourselves,  is  a  disposition  to  be  pleased.    For  fiinipK 

if  a  Traveller  be  among  the  Alps,  let  him  surrender  tp 

his  mind  to  the  fury  of  the  gigantic  torrents,  and  lake 

delight  in  the  contemplation  of  their  almost  irresiitiUe 

violence,  without  complaining  of  the  nKNiotoDy  of  their 

foaming  course,  or  being  disgusted  with  the  moddinea 

of  the  water — apparent  wherever  it  is  onagitated.    b 

Cumberland  and  Westmoreland  let  not  the  compantHc 

weakness  of  the  streams  prevent  him  from  sympatkisBf 

with  such  impetuosity  as  they  possess ;  and,  makia^tke 

most  of  present  objects,  let  him,  as  he  justly  may  4o^ 

observe  with  admiration  the  anrivalled  brilliancy  of  tke 

water,  and  that  variety  of  motion,  noood,  and  chancter, 

that  arises  out  of  the  want  of  those  reeoarces  by  wbick 

the  power  of  the  streams  in  the  Alps  is  supported.  ~ 

Again,  with  respect  to  the  mountains ;  though  these  ire 

comparatively  of  diminutive  sixe,  though  there  is  little 

of  perpetual  snow,  and  no  voice  of  summer-avalaDcfaei 

is  heard  among  them ;  and  though  traces  left  by  the 

ravage  of  the  elements  arc  here  comparatively  nre  aod 

unimpressive,  yet  out  of  this  very  deficiency  procenb 

a  sense  of  stability  and  permanence  that  is,  to  quo? 

minds,  more  grateful  — 

**  While  the  ooame  rushes  to  the  sweepinr  brme 
Sigh  forth  their  ancient  melodink*' 

Ode,  The  Pan  oT  A'l^fa!^ 

Among  the  Alps  are  few  places  that  do  not  pret*lu(i« 
this  feeling  of  tranquil  sublimity.  Havoc,  and  ra;^ 
and  desolation,  and  encroachment,  are  every  where  more 
or  less  obtruded ;  and  it  is  diflicult,  notwitlisUnd-n^tSe 
naked  loftiness  of  tbe  Pike$,  and  the  snow-capped  som- 
mits  of  the  Mounts,  to  escape  from  the  depressiiur  cvn- 
sation  that  the  whole  are  in  a  rapid  process  of  dia9> 
lution,  and,  were  it  not  that  the  destructive  apeocr 
must  abate  as  the  heights  diminish,  would,  in  time  to 
come,  be  levelled  with  the  plains.  Neverthelea  1 
would  relish  to  the  utmost  the  demonstrations  of  evert 
species  of  power  at  work  to  eflfect  such  changes 

From  these  general  views  let  us  descend  a  momeot 
to  detail.  A  stranger  to  mountain-scenery  natunlljoa 
his  first  arrival  looks  out  for  sublimity  in  every  object 
that  admits  of  it;  and  is  almost  always  disappointed. 
For  this  disappointment  there  exists,  I  believe,  no  ceo- 
eral  nreventive ;  nor  is  it  desirable  that  there  thooU. 
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111  regard  to  one  class  of  objeclB*  there  is  a  point 
:ii  iojorious  expectations  may  be  easily  correctetL 
aoefmlly  rapposed  that  waterftlls  are  scarcely 
ibeiili^  looked  at  except  after  much  rain,  and  that, 
(M  twoln  the  stream,  the  more  fortunate  the 
fcor;  but  this  is  true  only  of  large  cataracts  with 
•aeoocnpaniments ;  and  not  even  of  these  without 
Imwbacks.  The  principal  charm  of  the  smaller 
Ubor  cascades,  consists  in  certain  proportions  of 
lod  tflinities  of  colour,  among  the  component 
if  tlie  scene,  and  in  the  contrast  maintained  be- 
Uie  fiilling  water  and  that  which  is  apparently  at 
irimtlier  settling  gradually  into  quiet,  in  the  pool 


below.  Peculiarly,  also,  is  the  beauty  of  such  a  scene, 
where  there  b  naturally  so  much  agitation,  heightened, 
here  by  the  gHmmering,  and,  towards  the  verge  of  the 
pool,  by  the  steady,  reflection  of  the  surrounding  ima- 
ges. Now,  all  those  delicate  distinctions  are  destroyed 
by  heavy  floods,  and  the  whole  stream  rushes  along 
in  foam  and  tumultuous  confusion.  I  will  conclude 
with  observing,  that  a  happy  proportion  of  component 
pacts  is  generally  noticeable  among  the  landscapes  of 
the  North  of  England ;  and,  in  this  characteristic  es- 
sential to  a  perfect  picture,  they  surpass  the  scenes  of 
Scotland,  and,  in  a  still  greater  degree,  those  of  Swit- 
zerland. 
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It  needs  tcuvely  be  imd,  thtt  ta  Epitiph  pre-eup- 
potet  a  BloQument,  apoo  which  it  ii  to  be  engrmYen. 
AlmcMt  all  Natioua  have  wiabed  that  certain  external 
wiipm  ■honld  point  oat  the  plaeea  where  theb  Dead  are 
interred  Among  nvage  Tribea  unacquainted  with 
letteia,  this  has  moetly  been  done  cither  by  rode 
atones  placed  near  the  Gravea*  or  by  Mounds  of  earth 
raised  over  them.  This  custom  proceeded  obviously 
firom  a  twolbid  desire ;  first,  to  guard  the  remains  of 
the  deceased  from  irreverent  approach  or  ftom  savage 
violation:  and,  secondly,  to  preserve  their  memory. 
**  Never  any,**  nys  Camden,  **  neglected  burial  but  some 
savage  Nations;  as  the  Bactrians,  which  cast  their 
dead  to  the  dogs;  some  varlet  Philosophen^  as  Dioge- 
nes, who  desired  to  be  devoured  of  fishes;  some  disso- 
lute courtiers,  as  Meoenas,  who  was  wont  to  ssy,  Non 
tumnlmn  euro;  sepelit  natura  relictoa. 

Tni  caivlea  of  a  gnTe: — Nalniv  her  dasd  will  mre.** 

As  soon  as  Nations  had  learned  the  use  of  letters, 
Epitiphs  were  inscribed  upon  these  Monuments;  in 
order  that  their  intention  might  be  more  surety  and 
adequately  fulfilled.  I  have  derived  Monuments  and 
Epitaphs  fVom  two  sources  of  feeling :  but  these  do 
in  Act  resolve  themselves  into  one.  The  invention  of 
Epitaphs,  Weever,  in  his  Discourse  of  Funeral  Monu- 
ments, says  rightly,  **  proceeded  from  the  presage  or 
fore-fecling  of  Immortality,  implanted  in  all  men  na- 
turally, and  is  referred  to  the  Scholars  of  Linus  the 
TholNin  VwU  who  flourished  about  the  year  of  the 
W(»rUl  two  thousand  seven  hundred;  who  first  be- 
wailiM)  this  Linus  their  Master,  when  he  was  slain,  in 
doleful  verses,  then  called  of  him  CEIina,  afterwards 
Kpitapiiia,  fi»r  that  they  were  first  sung  at  burials, 
aHer  engnivtHl  upon  the  Sepulchrea** 

Ami,  vt^rily,  without  the  consciousness  of  a  princi- 
|\)it  t^'  luuiHirtality  in  the  human  soul,  Man  could  never 
hii\t«  tmtl  av^aVitiuHl  in  him  the  desire  to  live  in  the 
i^^rMtU«iioti  %>i  hilt  ft'lKiws:  mere  love,  or  the  yeani- 
w^  iM  K^hI  l%i^ar«iii  Kiiul,  chhiM  not  have  produced  it 
Tht  W\fi  %4  \\\*t^^  (ti*n«h«^   in  the  field,  or  in  the 

^  1*.^    4W  t  ^v  i  MK'N.'  Ik^4  V.  |i  w>2.  Note. 
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BOW  they  are  perpetually  making  concerning 
ee,  do  necessarily  include  correspondent  habits 
)gatkm  concerning  the  whither.  Origin  and 
Are  notions  inseparably  co-relative.  Never 
lild  stand  by  the  side  of  a  running  Stream, 
I  within  himself  what  power  was  the  feeder  of 
dual  current,  from  what  never-wearied  sources 
of  water  was  supplied,  but  he  roust  have  been 
f  propelled  to  follow  this  question  by  another : 
Is  what  abyss  is  it  in  progress  1  what  receptacle 
aiQ  the  mighty  influx  T*  And  the  spirit  of 
er  must  have  been,  though  tho  word  might  be 
>eeaii,  accompanied  perhaps  with  an  image 
ftom  a  Map,  or  from  the  real  object  in  Nature 
flight  have  been  the  letter,  but  the  sjnrit  of 
per  most  have  been  as  inevitably, — a  recepta- 
mt  bounds  or  dimensions ; — nothing  less  than 
We  may,  then,  be  justified  in  asserting,  that 
»  of  Immortality,  if  not  a  co-existent  and  twin 
b  Reason,  is  among  the  earliest  of  her  Ofl&pring: 
nay  further  assert,  that  from  these  conjoined, 
r  dieir  countenance,  the  human  aflections  are 
r  ibrmed  and  opened  out  This  is  not  the 
mter  into  the  recesses  of  these  investigations ; 
abject  requires  me  here  to  make  a  plain  avowal, 
my  own  part,  it  is  to  me  inconceivable,  that 
ttlbies  of  love  towards  each  other,  which  grow 
Ifrowth,  could  ever  attain  any  new  strength, 
preserve  the  old,  after  we  had  received  from 
mrd  senses  the  impression  of  Death,  and  were 
abit  of  having  that  impression  daily  renewed 
roompanying  feeling  brought  home  to  ourselves, 
hose  we  love ;  if  the  same  were  not  counter- 
tbose  communications  with  our  internal  Being, 
re  anterior  to  all  these  experiences,  and  with 
^velation  coincides,  and  has  through  that  coin- 
aUme  (for  otherwise  it  could  not  possess  it)  a 
•fleet  us.  I  confess,  with  me  the  conviction 
te,  that,  if  the  impression  and  sense  of  Death 
thus  counterbalanced,  such  a  hollowness  would 
the  whole  system  of  things,  such  a  want  of 
idence  and  consistency,  a  disproportion  so  as- 
betwixt  means  and  ends,  that  there  could  be 
%  DO  joy.  Were  we  to  grow  up  unfostered  by 
al  warmth,  a  frost  would  chill  the  spirit,  so 
ng  and  powerful,  that  there  could  be  no  mo- 
the  life  of  love ;  and  infinitely  less  could  we 
wish  to  be  remembered  after  we  had  passed 
m  a  world  in  which  each  man  had  moved 
e  a  shadow. — If,  then,  in  a  Creature  endowed 
facnities  of  foresight  and  reason,  the  social 
t  could  not  have  unfolded  themselves  unooan- 
by  the  faith  that  Man  is  an  immortal  being ; 
ntequently,  neither  could  the  individual  dying 
■  4esire  to  survive  in  the  remembrance  of  his 
nr  on  their  side  could  they  have  fblt  a  wish 
m  ftr  Ibtnre  times  vestiges  of  the  departed; 


it  follows,  as  a  final  inference,  that  without  the  belief 
in  Immortality,  wherein  these  several  desires  origin- 
ate, neither  monuments  nor  epitaphs,  in  afiectionate  or 
laudatory  conmiemoration  of  the  Deceased,  could  have 
existed  in  the  world. 

Simonides,  it  is  related,  upon  landing  in  a  strange 
CkHintry,  found  the  Corse  of  an  unknown  person  lying 
by  the  See-side;  he  buried  it,  and  was  honoured 
throughout  Greece  for  the  piety  of  that  act  Anothei 
ancient  Philosopher,  chancing  to  fix  his  eyes  upon  s 
dead  Body,  regarded  the  same  with  slight,  if  not  with 
contempt ;  saying,  *"  See  the  Shell  of  the  flown  Bird  !** 
But  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  moral  and  tender- 
hearted Simonides  was  incapable  of  the  lofty  movements 
of  thought,  to  which  that  other  Sage  gave  way  at  the 
moment  while  his  soul  was  intent  only  upon  the  inde- 
structible being;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  that  he,  in 
whoee  sight  a  lifeless  human  Body  was  of  no  more 
value  thi^i  the  worthless  Shell  from  which  the  living 
fowl  had  departed,  would  not,  in  a  difiTerent  nnood  of 
mind,  have  been  aflTected  by  those  earthly  considerations 
which  had  incited  the  philosophic  Poet  to  the  perforn>- 
ance  of  that  pious  duty.  And  with  regard  to  thm 
latter  we  may  be  assured  that,  if  he  had  been  destitute 
of  the  capability  of  communing  with  the  naore  exalted 
thoughts  that  appertain  to  human  Nature,  he  would 
have  cared  no  more  for  the  Corse  of  the  Stranger  than 
for  the  dead  body  oT  a  Seal  or  Porpoise  which  might 
have  been  cast  up  by  the  Waves.  We  respect  the 
corporeal  frame  of  Man,  not  merely  because  it  is  the 
habitation  of  a  rational,  but  of  an  immortal  Soul.  Ench 
of  these  Sages  was  in  Sympathy  with  the  best  feelings 
of  our  Nature ;  feelings  which,  though  they  seem  op- 
posite to  each  other,  have  another  and  a  finer  connec- 
tion than  that  of  contrast — It  is  a  connection  formed 
through  the  subtle  progress  by  which,  both  in  the  na- 
tural and  the  moral  world,  qualities  pass  insensibly  into 
their  contraries,  and  things  revolve  upon  each  other. 
As,  in  sailing  upon  the  orb  of  this  Planet,  a  voyage 
towards  the  regions  where  the  Son  sets,  conducts  gra- 
dually to  the  quarter  where  we  have  been  accustomed 
to  behold  it  come  forth  at  its  risings;  and,  in  like 
manner,  a  vojrage  towards  the  Cast,  the  birth-place  in 
our  imagination  of  the  morning,  leads  finally  to  the 
quarter  where  the  Sun  is  last  seen  when  he  departs 
from  our  eyes;  so  the  contemplative  Soul,  travelling  in 
the  direction  of  mortality,  advances  to  the  Country  of 
everlasting  Life;  and,  in  like  manner,  may  she  con- 
tinue to  explore  those  cheerful  tracts,  till  she  is 
brought  back,  for  her  advantage  and  benefit,  to  the 
land  of  transitory  things— of  sorrow  and  of  tears. 

On  a  midway  point,  theref(»^  which  commands  the 
thoughts  and  feelings  of  the  two  Sages  whom  we  have 
represented  in  contrast,  does  the  Author  of  that  spe- 
cies of  composition,  the  Laws  of  which  it  is  oar  pre- 
sent poipoee  to  explain,  take  his  stand.   Aoeordiogly, 

recurrinf  to  the  twofold  desire  of  goardtof  the  R»> 
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nuiiw  of  the  deceiMd  and  prtierfiBy  their  iDenoiy,  ] 
ii  imjr  bH  nid  Uut  a  sepulchral  MonumeDt  ia  a  tribute 
In  ■  Man  ai  a  human  Bcinir;  and  that  an  Epitaph  (in 
tho  onlinanr  moaninir  attached  to  the  word)  includes 
thiii  iT^ni^nl  livliiiff  iinil  Kxmnliinf  more ;  and  iaa  reoord 
tn  pri*iu*rrp  the  mrmorr  nf  the  dead,  aa  a  tribute  due 
to  hi*  iiiilividual  worth,  fur  a  nticfactiaa  to  the  eorrow- 
ini*  :)**art«  «i|*  th^  Suniv'irs  md  for  the  common  ben^ 
f':t  of  Li^  l:viiu::  which  recvni  is  to  be  accompliahed, 
!>"(  :n  a  c»*»'ral  manner,  bat,  where  it  can,  in  cioae 
o^vji^c.'fffii  W9tk  tk^  bnjflf  rfmmint  of  the  decemMtd : 
1%:  ■..'svnie.  :t  oar  be  added,  amonp  the  modem  Nationa 

-  r^:*w.  ar«^  der^wited  within,  or  conti^fuoua  to,  their  V 
:s^->f<f  Y  «cff>o  ?.    1 9  ancient  times,  aa  ia  well  known,    ■ 

:  ai^  *.a>*  c  9<.n  *o  burr  the  dead  bevond  the  Walla  ■ 
-.-  T  •-*>•  i3«i  r.t:*^:  iml  amonff  the  Greeka  and  <  ii 
V-iu-  "^*T  »-?r^  :'rv*;'wnl!y  mterrcd  bj  the  way- •  ti 

'.  .---.  :  ••»•*•  ?«•£«  with  pleasure,  and  invite  the 
Kn-.'"-  ■•  i: : \:-  «  th  oe  in  contemplation  of  the 
K.  •x!-.i^-^'*  •  vc^  n-wc  save  attentled  such  a  practice. 
'•^  •  TT  ^-K  '*i:ti  ra- .•  MT^Y!  trie  beautv  which  the  Monu- 
•»••.>*  -• :»  v.it-x'.  n  '<  >jT-^  bL*rrowed  from  the  aur- 
■*^  »•.  114:  •im.i-*  f  \itj-v  —  fr\Mn  the  trees,  the  wild 
«i  4.  rx  •*■«!  I  •f^-a-n  r:i-»  rz  perhaps  within  aij^ht  or 
H •«.-  n:  r*- •?  ?-  vi •vn  r* :  •tT*??chmjf  its  weary  len^h 
'*.«.  •*  \iT'  v%.vr  *:TT.'..;ini«*ji  must  those  ohjecta 
*«  •'  n-^^ut^.  V  '.H*  :r.vd  ^-f  th»»  Tnrellcr  Icanindf 
:i^if  nf»«  1  ,hf  r-,:i.^  .'p  rvrKx.n?  in  tJie  coolnenof 
•N  X' <*.••.  %  h»«.Hfi>  ?••  \id  li&!:i\j  fnwn  weariness  or  in 

•■  sv   *     »  ".*■.*  .■*  M' -^  "  INiise,  TravoHerl** 

■«.      ••  .i  :  ^v   V*    M.'nMriionts.       And   to   its 

•   I   i-   •    -<   '  ii-.'  >^'n  *«:i»i»!:»nI  «itn»nff  oppoalnto  ' 

I  '11  t  -»  •  -  -  ."f     ■■•••••»;■. I ! I*    irnpfPiwirins,  lively 
■*.  I  •■     -J  I  M  -v:  ■■"*    •"  l-.v  a<  a  Jt>iirnpy — Deatli  as 

I  X r    •••••'•  r»\i  Wav fa r«*r — of  Misfortune 

•.«  »  V  »•  f    M.    T    -  »:J.*?Mr,y  ujn»n  ))iin--of  Rrauty  as 
.  '     1-  .       1    .ii««. :  *  i^i\\  or  of  innociMit  pleasure  as  ; 
».    >'  ^-i-.-.-'r***! — of  Virtue  that  standoth  | 

•  \  X  4  .'^i  '»>l  tSi»  N^atuipr  Wavos;  —  of  Hopp 

•'^•■\'»  >'v  Iskt*  llio  Poplar  by  the  side  of 

V    \  ■■     ■.  f.  M4  t'^Ni  IT,"  or  bhisti^l  in  a  moment  like  ' 

1    '^  ■■-.'•>•  ?•  :  ■•.'  *!r\'k^*  of  Ii^htninp^  upon  the  Moim- 

t  '     .•       .■:    i"."xN;r  >n*   ami    heart-stirrintf  remom- ' 

It  ■•'s     i'  »  Tv'T«.*>.ji:iu'  PriM'»ze  that  conif*8  without 

^  «  •      ;.   -f  ■  .  •  ta-'tt*  t»f  tho  wal»T»  of  an  uni^xpoctod 

.   ■       V  •*'•«*.  tinl  s::nil  ir  !«U'jL»^»»i*tions,  must  have 

I 

...  k.  :•  rv  h'liinia::**  of  the  senseless  stone  a 

■  v-.:  »  si  iM'.ifjnM  hv  the  henijjnily  of  that ! 
\,     .•  .»     •  v%  •  V t  .t  H.i<  :ii  unix^m. — We,  in  modem  " 
.>•...•     V.'.  ■••  K-^  .>'f  iJu'sio  advantajjos;  and  they  " 
^  ,.    1^       .   I  ,  ..|  '  .'r— -^v  evHiiitorba lanced  to  the  In- 
iv  » .  >.  N     ir:o  r.'u:i>  and  I'ities,  by  the  custom  of    of 
.^t.     -^    '.  ■*•   l^  M "'   w-hin.  or  rontiffuous  to,  their'  wi 
..  iv^  H  .-.  •.•r*'i:i*;  no\wv.T  .-plemlui  or  imposing  may  ;  Se 
V  .  H'  i.sv«tP»!^voi*ifh«»  K..i I fu-es,  or  however  interests 
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mm  cheeiiuliiefi,  which  attend  the  celebntioa 
m  Stbbttb-day  in  rural  places,  are  profiuhly 
■ad  by  the  ai^ht  of  the  Graves  of  Kindred  and 
li^  gathered  together  in  that  general  Home 
di  which  the  thoughtful  yet  happy  Spectators 
are  journeying.  Hence  a  Parish  Church, 
of  the  Country,  is  a  visible  centre  of 
iMMUiity  of  the  living  and  the  dead ;  a  point  to 
ti  aie  habitually  referred  the  nearest  concerns  of 

«  then,  both  in  Cities  and  in  Villages,  the  Dead 
Itposited  in  close  connection  with  our  places  of 
bi|i^  with  us  the  composition  of  an  Epitaph  natu- 

turna,  still  more  than  among  the  Nations  of 
iniiyy  upoo  the  most  serious  and  solemn  afiections 
M(  humaD  mind;  upon  departed  Worth — upon 
■d  or  social  Sorrow  and  Admiration — upon  Re- 
1^  iodividoal  and  social  —  upon  Time,  and  upon 
iky.  Accordingly,  it  suffices,  in  ordinary  cases, 
a  composition  of  this  kind  from  censure,  that 
aoB  nothing  that  shall  shock  or  be  inconsistent 
this  spirit.    But,  to  entitle  an  Epitaph  to  j^ise, 

tban  this  is  necessary.      It  ought  to  contain 

Thought  or  Feeling  belonging  to  the  mortal  or 
vtal  part  of  our  Nature  touchingly  expressed; 
if  that  be  done,  however  general  or  even  trite 
Milioient  may  be,  every  man  of  pure  mind  will 
the  worda  with  pleasure  and  gratitude.    A  Hus- 

bewails  a  Wife;  a  Parent  breathes  a  sigh  of 
pointed  hope  over  a  lost  Child;  a  Son  utters  a 
mettt  of  filial  reverence  for  a  departed  Father 
[other;  a  Friend  perhaps  inscribes  an  encomium 
^ing  the  companionable  qualities,  or  the  solid 
€■»  of  the  Tenant  of  the  Grave,  whose  departure 
left  a  sadness  upon  his  memory.  This,  and  a 
I  admonition  to  the  Living,  and  a  humble  expres- 

of  Christian  confidence  in  Immortality,  is  the 
uage  of  a  thousand  Church-yards:  and  it  does 
alien  happen  that  any  thing,  in  a  greater  degree 
iDinate  or  appropriate  to  the  Dead  or  to  the 
ig,  is  to  be  found  in  them.  This  want  of  dis- 
ioation  baa  been  ascribed  by  Dr.  Johnson,  in  his 
y  upon   the  Epitaplis  of  Pope,  to  two  causes; 

the  scantiness  of  the  Objects  of  human  praise ; 

secondly,  the  want  of  variety  in  the  Characters 

[en ;  or,  to  use  his  own  words,  **  to  the  fact,  that 

greater  part  of  Mankind   havo   no  character  at 

Such  language  may  be  holden  without  blame 

ig  the  generalities  of  common  conversation ;  but 

not  become  a  Critic  and  a  Moralist  speaking 
oaly  upon  a  serious  Subject  The  objects  of 
lation  in  Humsn-nature  are  not  scanty,  but  abun* 
;  ud  every  Man  has  a  Character  of  hia  own, 
M  ej9  that  has  skill  to  perceive  it  The  rval 
I  of  the  acknowledged  want  of  discrimination  in 
OBMurials  is  thia:  That  to  analyae  the 
of  olbera,  especially  of  those  whom  we 


love^  is  not  a  oommon  or  natural  employnient  of  Men 
at  any  time.  We  are  not  anxious  onerringly  tc 
understand  the  constitution  of  the  Minds  of  thon 
who  have  soothed,  who  have  cheered,  who  have  sop- 
ported  us :  with  whom  we  have  been  long  and  daily 
pleased  or  delighted.  The  afiTections  are  their  own 
juatification.  The  Light  of  Love  in  our  Hearts  is 
a  satisfactory  evidence  that  there  is  a  body  of  worth 
in  the  minds  of  our  friends  or  kindred,  whence  that 
Light  has  proceeded.  We  shrink  firom  the  thought 
of  placing  their  merits  and  defects  to  be  weighed 
against  each  other  in  the  nice  balance  of  pure  intel- 
lect; nor  do  we  find  much  temptation  to  detect  the 
shades  by  which  a  good  quality  or  virtue  is  discrimi* 
nated  in  them  firom  an  excellence  known  by  the  same 
general  name  as  it  exists  in  the  mind  of  anoUier; 
and,  least  of  all,  do  we  incline  to  these  refinements 
when  under  the  pressure  of  Sorrow,  Admiration,  or 
Regret,  or  when  actuated  by  any  of  those  feelings 
which  incite  nsen  to  prolong  the  memory  of  their 
Friends  and  Kindred,  by  recorda  placed  in  tlie  bosom 
of  the  all-uniting  and  equalising  Receptacle  of  the 
Dead.* 

The  first  requisite,  then,  in  an  Epitaph  i%  that  it 
should  speak,  in  a  tone  which  shall  sink  into  the 
heart,  the  general  language  of  humanity  as  connected 
with  the  subject  of  Death — the  source  fWxn  which 
an  Epitaph  proceeds ;  of  death  and  of  life.  To  bo 
born  and  to  die  are  the  two  points  in  which  all  men 
feel  themselves  to  be  in  absolute  coincidence.  This 
general  language  may  bo  uttered  so  strikingly  as  to 
entitle  an  epitaph  to  high  praise;  yet  it  cannot  lay 
claim  to  the  highest  unless  other  excellencies  be 
superadded.  Passing  through  all  intermediate  steps, 
we  will  attempt  to  determine  at  once  what  these 
excellencies  arc,  and  wherein  consists  the  perfection 
of  this  species  of  composition.      It  will  bo  found  to 


*  [It  ■  plM«nt  10  kxtk  at  this  mbieft  through  th«  mediitm 
of  another  mind— to  tee  the  whoui  phikaophy  of  Woidawiirth 
and  the  thoughtful  humour  of  Chariet  Lanh.  each  tiavHIing 
ita  own  peculiar  road  and  yei  rreting  at  the  mom  conrlo. 

nun :  the  iuLbwiog  psHage  orcun  in  the  Tale  ol'  *  Hammtmd 

(.  _  t 
trny  : 

**  Siill  I  oontJoued  m  the  churrh-yard.  rrading  the  Tahuua 

intrripciona,  and  moraluung  on  them  f^iih  that  kind  <ir  levity, 
which  will  noi  unnequently  tpring  up  in  the  mind,  m  the  mkliit 
iiT  deep  melancholy. 

**  1  read  <if  nothing  hut  careful  parrnta,  loving  hualianda,  and 
dutiful  children.  1  aaid  jeacingly.  where  be  all  the  f>ad  peopla 
buried  f  Bad  parania.  bad  hutbanda,  bad  children ->  wha 
cemeteffiea  are  appomied  fur  theae  f  do  they  not  aleep  in  con- 
•et'raied  ground  f  om  it  but  a  pioua  fiction,  a  generoua  ovemght. 
in  the  aurvivora.  which  thua  thck«  out  men**  epitapha  whan 
dead.  who.  in  their  life-time,  diacharged  the  oAicea  »f  liie.  per> 
hapa,  but  lamely  t — Their  fiiilinga.  with  their  reptnachea,  now 
aleep  with  Ihem  in  the  grave.  Mhn  wort  not  witk  ikt  4md,  ll 
IB  a  feair  of  haamn  naHira.  fcr  which  I  k»va  ft.** 

Uaa'B  Prcm  IVorAa. a  R.] 
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lit  a  a  Am  pnn—UuB  of  iIm  «■■»■  cr  ipifwi 
fcrinf  of  hoBUUty  to  MMitioM  tnitod  bf  ■ 
ud  dflur  ooBC6ptioiit  eostOTod  to  Um  R/Mdii^ 
of  tte  IndivklMl  whoM  doith  b  dqiloivd  wd 
■owory  M  to  be  pranrvod;  at  lout  of  ha  dHmetor, 
M,  alter  dcalh,  it  appotwd  to  fhom  wbo  loved  bni 
ud  lameiit  his  Iohl  Tho  fMwnl  tynpillqr  oagfat 
to  be  qoickeoedt  provoked*  and  divenified«  bf  partiea- 
lar  thoufhta,  aetiom»  imager  <—  circpmilmeoo  of  age^ 
occapitiativ  onnoer  of  lifle»  pwiperity  arUeh  tba 
Peeeawd  had  kiMnra*  or  advenity  to  whicb  he  hid 
beea  Mibject;  aad  tbeie  ought  to  be  booad  together 
aad  MleniBbed  into  oae  huoiony  by  the  general 
•ympethy.  Xbe  two  powen  thoQld  teaipery  leeCianii 
ead  enlt  eech  other.  The  Reader  ooght  to  kaow 
who  aad  whet  the  Man  was  whom  he  la  called  epoa 
to  think  of  with  iaterett  A  diotinct  coneeptioQ 
riMNild  be  given  (implicitly  wheve  It  con,  father  than 


aaii 

aMi 

khi 
tte 

thai 


mnm 
of  th 


what 
flaiH 
ntm 
It 
Bna 
nnafl 
ly  aa 


menl 
kMta 
80  ba 
of  tb 
theae 
bariei 
aflect 


eiplieitly)  of  the  Individnal  lamented.  But  the  |  with 
Writer  of  an  Epitaph  ia  not  an  Anatomiatt  arho  die-  inevi 
aaeto  the  internal  ftame  of  the  mind ;  he  ia  not  even  ing  i 
a  Paialer«  who  eaeeutfo  a  portrait  at  leianre  and  in  Dead 
entire  tranqnillity ;  hia  delineation,  we  must  remem-  that  1 
bery  ie  performed  by  the  akle  of  the  Grave;  and,  and  i 
what  ia  more,  the  grave  of  one  whom  he  kwea  and 
admirea.  What  parity  and  brightaem  ia  that  virtne 
clothed  in,  the  image  of  which  moot  no  longer  bless 
oor  living  eyes!  The  character  of  a  deceaaed  Friend 
or  beloved  Kinsman  ia  not  seen,  no — nor  ooght  to 
be  aeon,  otherwiae  than  aa  a  Tree  throogh  a  tender 
base  or  a  luminous  mist,  that  spiritualises  and  beau- 
tifies it;  that  takes  away,  indeed,  but  only  to  the 
end  that  the  parts  which  are  not  abstracted  may  ap- 
ponr  more  dignified  and  lovely,  may  impress  and  than 
affect  the  more.  Shall  we  say,  then,  that  this  is  ,  For  i 
not  truth,  not  a  faithful  image ;  and  that,  accordingly, 
the  purposes  of  commemoration  cannot  be  answered  1 
—  It  u  truth,  and  of  the  highest  order !  for,  though 
doubtless  things  are  not  apparent  which  did  exist; 
yet,  the  object  being  looked  at  through  this  medium, 
parts  and  proportions  are  brought  into  distinct  view 
which  before  had  been  only  imperfiBctly  or  unoon* 
nrioiuily  seen:  it  is  truth  hallowed  by  love  —  the  joint 
iillvpring  of  the  worth  of  the  Dead  and  the  affections 
«^  the  living!  —  This  may  easily  be  brought  to  the 
ti^L  l<et  one,  whose  eyes  have  been  aharpened  by 
l^n^^ial  h«wtility  to  discover  what  was  amiss  in  the 
I  h«raoior  iif  a  good  man,  hear  the  tidings  of  his  death, 
sihI  what  a  change  is  wrouifht  in  a  moment!  —  En- 
hiilv  iiK'ltn  awny ;  snd,  as  ic  disappears,  unsightliness, 
ilt»tMxH«»'rlhm,  ant!  dofimnity,  vaniith;  and,  through 
Ih0  iiirtuoiico  \A'  coniraineration,  a  harmonv  of  love 
aiU  b«>Aul>  »mv«HH)«.  Bring  such  a  Man  to  the 
'I\muUuuu«  %'h  which  nhsll  be  inscribed  an  EpiUph 
Ml  ht«  .\%Uci««ry»  ciHiifKisiHl  in  the  spirit  which  we 
havM  iv^\«umcuJiHL     Would  he  turn  from  it  as  than 
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bC  tfMm  be  tDiereeitmg  onlj  to  a  few.  But  an  Epi- 
lifli  is  not  a  proud  Writingf  shut  up  for  the  studious : 
ll  ii  exposed  to  all,  to  the  wise  and  the  most  ign(»rant ; 
it  Ii  condescending,  perspicuous,  and  lovingly  solicits 
TCgvd;  its  story  and  admouitions  are  brief,  that  the 
tiboughtless,  the  busy,  and  indolent,  may  not  be  de- 
tarred,  nor  the  impatient  tired:  the  stooping  Old 
Mui  cons  the  engraven  record  like  a  second  horn- 
book;— the  Child  is  proud  that  he  can  read  it;  — 
and  the  Stranger  is  introduced  by  its  mediation  to 
tlie  company  of  a  Friend:  it  is  concerning  all,  and 
Cir  el! :  —  in  the  Church-yard  it  is  open  to  the  day ; 
tbe  son  looks  down  upon  the  stone,  and  the  rains  of 
Ueeven  beat  against  it 

Yet,  though  the  Writer  who  would  excite  sympa- 
tf^  ii  bound  in  this  case,  more  than  in  any  other, 
te  give  proof  that  he  himself  has  been  moved,  it  is 
te  be  remembered,  that  to  raise  a  Monument  is  a 
Mber  and  a  reflective  act;  that  the  inscription  which 
il  bears  is  intended  to  be  permanent,  and  for  uni- 
pemsal ;  and  that,  for  this  reason,  the  thoughts 
feelings  expressed  should  be  permanent  also — 
lilnrated  from  that  weakness  and  anguish  of  sorrow 
which  ta  in  nature  transitory,  and  which  with  instinc- 
tive decency  retires  from  notice.  The  passions  should 
In  lubdned,  the  emotions  controlled ;  strong,  indeed, 
%iit  nothing  ungovernable  or  wholly  involuntary. 
fleemliness  requires  this,  and  truth  requires  it  also: 
§K  how  can  the  Narrator  otherwise  be  trusted  ?  More- 
over, a  Grave  is  a  tranquillizing  object:  resignation 
in  coarse  of  time  springs  up  from  it  as  naturally  as 
tiie  wild  flowers,  besprinkling  the  turf  with  which 
il  may  be  covered,  or  gathering  round  the  monument 
Igr  which  it  is  defended.  The  very  form  and  sub- 
eHoee  of  the  monument  which  has  received  the 
ioecription,  and  the  appearance  of  the  letters,  testi- 
lyiiif  with  what  a  slow  and  laborious  hand  they  must 
have  been  engraven,  might  seem  to  reproach  the 
Aotbor  who  had  given  way  upon  this  occasion  to 
transports  of  mind,  or  to  quick  turns  of  conflicting 
paMioo;  though  the  same  might  constitute  the  life 
and  beauty  of  a  funeral  Oration  or  elegiac  Poem. 

These  sensations  and  judgments,  acted  upon  per- 
haps unconsciously,  have  been  one  of  the  main  causes 
why  Epitaphs  so  oflen  personate  the  Deceased,  and 
represent  him  as  speaking  from  his  own  Tomb- 
alone.  The  departed  Mortal  is  introduced  telling  you 
himaelf  that  his  pains  are  gone ;  that  a  state  of  rest 
it  come;  and  he  conjures  you  to  weep  for  him  no 
He  admonishes  with  the  voice  of  one  expe- 
tn  the  vanity  of  those  afibctions  which  are 
to  earthly  objects,  and  gives  a  verdict  like 
Being,  perfbrming  the  office  of  a  Judge, 
no  temptations  to  mislead  him,  and  whose 
aanol  bot  be  dispaasiooate.  Thus  is  Death 
of  tto  stiog,  and  itBictwn  onsubetantialiiad. 

40 


By  this  tender  fiction,  the  Survivors  bind  themselves 
to  a  sedater  sorrow,  and  employ  the  intervention  of  the 
Imagination  in  order  that  the  reason  may  speak  her 
own  language  earlier  than  she  would  otherwise  have 
been  enabled  to  do.  This  shadowy  interposition  also 
harmoniously  unites  the  two  worlds  of  the  Living  and 
the  Dead  by  their  appropriate  aflTections.  And  it  may 
be  observed,  that  here  we  have  an  additional  proof  of 
the  propriety  with  which  sepulchral  inscriptions  were 
referred  to  the  consciousness  of  Immortality  as  their 
primal  source. 

I  do  not  speak  with  a  wish  to  recommend  that  an 
Epitaph  should  be  cast  in  this  mould  preferably  to  the 
still  more  commcm  one,  in  which  what  is  said  comes 
from  the  Survivors  directly;  but  rather  to  point  out 
how  natural  thoee  feelings  are  which  have  induced 
men,  in  all  states  and  ranks  of  Society,  so  frequently 
to  adopt  this  mode.  And  this  I  have  done  chieflv  in 
order  that  the  laws,  which  ought  to  govern  the  com- 
position of  the  other,  may  be  better  understood.  This 
latter  mode,  nam^y,  that  in  which  the  Survivors 
speak  in  their  own  Persons,  seems  to  me  upon  the 
whole  greatly  preferable :  as  it  admits  a  wider  range 
of  notices ;  and,  above  all,  because,  excluding  the  fic- 
tion which  is  the  groundwork  of  the  other,  it  rests 
upon  a  more  solid  basis. 

Enough  has  been  said  to  convey  our  notion  of  a 
perfect  Epitaph ;  but  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  one 
is  meont  which  will  best  answer  the  general  ends  of 
that  species  of  composition.  According  to  the  course 
pointed  out,  the  worth  of  private  life,  through  all  vari- 
eties of  situation  and  character,  will  be  most  honou^ 
ably  and  profitably  preserved  in  memory.  Nor  would 
the  model  recommended  less  suit  public  Men,  in  all 
instances  save  of  thoee  persons  who  by  the  greatness 
of  their  services  in  the  employments  of  Peace  or  War, 
or  by  the  surpassing  excellence  of  their  works  in  Art, 
Literature,  or  Science,  have  made  themselves  not  only 
universally  known,  but  have  filled  the  heart  of  their 
Country  with  everlasting  gratitude.  Yet  I  must  here 
pause  to  correct  myself.  In  describing  the  general 
tenoor  of  thought  which  Epitaphs  ought  to  hold,  I  have 
omitted  to  say,  that  if  it  be  the  aeUom  of  a  Man,  or 
even  some  ime  conspicuous  or  beneficial  act  of  local  or 
general  utility,  which  have  distinguished  him,  and  ex- 
cited a  desire  that  he  should  be  remembered,  then,  of 
course,  ought  the  attentioa  to  be  directed  chiefly  to 
those  actions  or  that  act:  and  such  sentiments  dwelt 
upon  as  naturally  arise  out  of  them  or  it  Havrngmade 
this  necessary  distinction,  I  proceed. — The  mighty 
bene&ctora  of  mankind,  as  they  are  not  only  known  by 
the  immediate  Survivors,  but  will  continue  to  be 
known  fiuniliarly  to  latest  Posterity,  do  not  stand  in 
need  of  biographic  sketches,  in  such  a  place;  nor  of 
delineatioos  of  character  to  individnaliao  them.  This 
is  already  done  by  their  Workib  ui  the  Mamoriei  of 


■■■111  '  eirte  Oimtitude,  palhoUc  Lira,  or  hnoMi 

Ailir  ,   or  tht   nttoraacw  of 

Vrb  nrt  iMi  iiiiil   in  tbe 

Vifl  an    intaiuon,    eaannnniatnl  in  idfiqgKIa 

wwoa  m*  MihluDily  oT  ioiivllectukl  Powfr,  — -UMm 
■n  th«  onJr  tribal*  whiek  can  hen  ba  pud  — tl» 
«bI/  oAriQE  Unc  vpcm  ndi  u  Altv  waaii  eat  te 
onortbil 
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POSTSCRIPT 

TO  THE  VOLUME  ENTITLED  "  YARROW  REVISITED  AND 

OTHER  POEMS:  1835." 


In  the  present  Tolume,  as  in  the  author's  previooa 
the  reader  will  have  found  occafdonally  opinions 
upon  the  course  of  public  afikirs,  and  feelings 
ptm  Tcnt  to  as  national  interests  excited  them.  Since 
aodiln^,  he  trusts,  has  been  ottered  but  in  the  spirit  of 
vefleetive  patriotism,  those  notices  are  left  to  produce 
fh&tt  own  efiect;  but,  among  the  many  objects  of 
gmeial  concern,  and  the  changes  going  forward,  which 
1m  liif  glanced  at  in  terse,  are  soroe.especially  afiecting 
tKe  lover  orders  of  society :  in  reference  to  these,  he 
wiriiei  here  to  add  a  few  words  in  plain  prose. 

Wer^  he  conscioos  of  being  able  to  do  justice  to 

those  inportant  topics,  he  might  avail  himself  of  the 

*ieriodicil  press  for  ofiering  anonymously  his  thoughts, 

such  as  they  are,  to  the  world ;  but  he  feels  that,  in 

ptoeuricg  attention,  they  may  derive  some  advantage, 

iwiwever  small,  finom  his  name,  in  addition  to  that  of 

being  presented  in  a  less  fugitive  shape.    It  is  also  not 

imposiible  that  the  state  of  mind  which  some  of  the 

ftregoing  poems  nuiy  have  produced  in  the  reader  will 

dispose  him  to  receive  more  readily  the  impression  the 

•athor  desires  to  make,  and  to  admit  the  conclusions  he 

would  establish. 

L  The  first  thing  that  presses  upon  his  attention  is  the 
Poor-Law  Amendment  Act  He  is  aware  of  the  mag- 
nitude and  complexity  of  the  subject,  and  the  unwearied 
attention  which  it  has  received  from  men  of  fkr  wider 
experience  than  his  own ;  yet  he  cannot  forbear  touching 
apoD  one  point  of  it,  and  to  this  he  will  confine  himself, 
tboogfa  not  insensible  to  the  objection  which  may  rea- 
PGOsbly  be  brought  against  treating  a  portion  of  this,  or 
any  other,  great  scheme  of  civil  polity  separately  fhxn 
the  whole.  The  point  to  which  he  widies  to  draw 
the  reader's  attention  w,  that  off  persons  who  cannot 
lad  employment,  or  procure  wages  sufficient  to  support 
IIm  body  in  health  and  strength,  are  entitled  to  mainte* 
bf  kw 


This  principle  is  acknowledged  in  the  Report  of  the 
Commissioners :  bat  is  there  not  room  for  apprehenskm 
that  some  of  the  regulations  of  the  new  act  have  a  ten- 
dency to  render  the  principle  nugatory  by  difficulties 
thrown  in  the  way  of  applying  iti  If  this  be  so^ 
persons  will  not  be  wanting  to  show  it,  by  examining 
the  provisions  of  the  act  in  detail,— an  attempt  which 
would  be  quite  out  of  place  here ;  bat  it  will  not,  there- 
fore, be  deemed  unbecoming  in  one  who  fears  that  the 
prudence  of  the  head  may,  in  framing  some  of  thoss 
provisions,  have  supplanted  the  wisdom  of  the  heartt 
to  enforce  a  principle  which  cannot  be  violated  without 
mfKnging  upon  one  of  the  most  precious  rights  of  the 
English  people,  and  opposing  one  of  the  most  sacred 
claims  of  civilised  humanity. 

There  can  be  no  greater  error,  in  this  department  of 
legislation,  than  the  belief  that  this  princi|de  does  by 
necessity  operate  for  the  degradation  of  those  who  claim, 
or  are  so  circumstanced  as  to  make  it  likely  they  may 
claim,  through  laws  founded  upon  it,  reliefer  assistance. 
The  direct  contrary  is  the  truth :  it  may  be  unanswerably 
maintained  that  its  tendency  is  to  raise,  not  to  depress ; 
by  stamping  a  value  upon  life,  which  can  belong  to  it 
only  where  the  laws  have  placed  men  who  are  willing 
to  work,  and  yet  cannot  find  employment,  above  the 
necessity  of  looking  for  protection  against  hunger  and 
other  natural  evils,  either  to  individual  and  casual  char- 
ity, to  despair  and  death,  or  to  the  breach  of  law  1^ 
theft  or  violence. 

And  hero,  as  the  fbndamental  principle  has  been 
recognised  in  the  Report  of  the  CommissiooOTB,  the 
author  is  not  at  issue  with  them  any  &rther  than  he  is 
compelled  to  believe  that  their  **  remedial  measores** 
obstruct  the  applicatioa  of  that  principle  more  than  the 
interests  of  society  require. 

And,  calling  to  mind  the  doctrines  of  political  eoooomy 
which  are  now  prevalent,  he  canoot  forbear  to  enforoe 
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the  jastice  of  the  principle,  and  to  insist  apcm  its 
salut&ry  operation. 

And  first  for  iu  justice:  If  self-preservation  be  the 
first  law  of  our  nature,  would  not  every  one  in  a  state 
of  nature  be  morally  justified  in  taking  to  himself  that 
which  is  indisoensable  to  such  preservation,  where,  by 
so  doing,  he  would  not  rob  another  of  that  which  might 
be  equally  indispensable  to  his  preservation  1  And  if 
the  value  of  life  be  regarded  in  a  right  point  of  view, 
may  it  not  be  questioned  whether  this  right  of  preserv- 
ing life,  at  any  expense  short  of  endangering  the  life 
of  another,  does  not  survive  man's  enteriog  into  the 
social  state ;  whether  this  right  can  be  surrendered  or 
forfeited,  except  when  it  opposes  the  divine  law,  upon 
any  supposition  of  a  social  compact,  or  of  any  conven- 
tion for  the  protection  of  mere  rights  of  property  1 

But,  if  it  be  not  safe  to  touch  the  abstract  question 
of  man's  right  in  a  social  state  to  help  himself  even  in 
the  last  extremity,  may  we  not  still  contend  for  the 
duty  of  a  Christian  government,  standing  in  loco  paren- 
tis towards  all  its  subjects,  to  make  such  effectual  pro- 
vision, that  no  one  shall  be  in  danger  of  perishing 
either  through  the  neglect  or  harshness  of  its  legisla- 
tion? Or,  waiving  this,  is  it  not  indisputable  that  the 
claim  of  the  state  to  the  allegiance,  involves  the  pro- 
tection, of  the  subject?  And,  as  all  rights  in  one  party 
impose  a  correlative  duty  upon  another,  it  follows  that 
the  right  of  the  state  to  require  tlie  services  of  its 
members,  even  to  the  jeoparding  of  their  lives  in  the 
common  defence,  establishes  a  right  in  the  people  (not 
to  be  gainsaid  by  utilitarians  and  economists)  to  public 
support  when,  from  any  cause,  they  may  be  unable  to 
support  themselves. 

Let  us  now  consider  the  salutary  and  benign  opera- 
tion of  this  principle.  Here  we  must  have  recourse  to 
elementary  feelings  of  human  nature,  and  to  truths 
which  from  their  very  obviousness  are  apt  to  be  slighted, 
till  they  are  forced  upon  our  notice  by  our  own  suffer- 
ings or  those  of  others.  In  the  Paradise  Lost,  Milton 
represents  Adam,  after  the  Fall,  as  exclaiming,  in  the 
anguish  of  his  soul, — 

••  Did  I  request  Thee,  Maker,  from  my  clay 
To  mould  me  man,  did  I  solicit  Thee 
From  darkness  to  promote  me  f 

My  uill 
Concurred  not  to  my  being/* 

Under  how  many  various  pressures  of  misery  have 
men  been  driven  thus,  in  a  strain  touching  upon  im-  i 
piety,  to  expostulate  with  the  Creator ;  and  under  few 
so  afflictive  as  when  the  source  and  origin  of  earthly 
existence  have  been  brought  back  to  the  mind  by  its 
impending  close  in  the  pangs  of  destitution.  But  as 
long  as,  in  our  legislation,  due  weifrht  shall  be  given 
to  this  principle,  no  man  will  be  forced  to  bewail  the 
gifl  of  life  in  hopeless  want  of  the  necessaries  of  life. 

Englishmen  have,  therefore,  by  the  progress  of  civi-  j 


lisation  among  fhem,  been  placed  in  circumstaneesiDore 
favourable  to  piety,  and  reaignatian  to  the  div'me  will, 
than  the  inhabitants  of  other  coontriea,  where  t  like 
provision  has  not  been  established.  And  as  Pro? ideoce, 
in  this  care  of  our  countrymen,  acts  through  a  haman 
medium,  the  objects  of  that  care  most,  in  like  manner, 
be  more  inclined  towards  a  grateful  love  of  then'  fel- 
low-men. Thus,  also,  do  stronger  ties  attach  the 
people  to  then-  country,  whether  while  they  tread  itf 
soil,  or,  at  a  distance,  think  of  their  native  land  u 
an  indulgent  parent,  to  whose  arms,  even  they  who 
have  been  imprudent  and  undeserving  may,  like  the 
prodigal  son,  betake  themselves,  without  fear  of  beiof 
rejected. 

Such  is  the  view  of  the  case  that  would  firrt  presvat 
itself  to  a  reflective  mind ;  and  it  is  in  vain  to  sbcv, 
by  appeals  to  experience,  in  contrast  with  this  view, 
thaf  provisions  founded  upon  the  principle  have  fnt- 
moted  profaneness  of  life,  and  dispoaitbna  the  reverse 
of  philanthropic,  by  spreading  idlenesa,  selfisfaoeas,  asd 
rapacity :  for  these  evils  have  arisen,  not  as  an  infri- 
table  consequence  of  the  principle,bat  for  wantof  jv'^ 
ment  in  framing  laws  based  upon  it ;  and,  above  all 
from  faults  in  the  mode  of  administering  the  law.   Fv 
mischief  that  has  grown  to  such  a  height  from  graitin; 
relief  in  cases  where  proper  vigilance  would  havesipvii 
that  it  was  not  required,  or  in  bestowing  it  in  uhice 
measure,  will  be  urged  by  no  truly  enlightened  aie^ 
man,  as  a  sufficient  reason  for  banishing  the  prijcipie 
itself  from  legislation. 

liCt  us  recur  to  the  miserable  states  ofcoaKumom 
that  it  precludes. 

There  is  a  story  told,  by  a  traveller  in  Span,  (4  i 
female  who,  by  a  sudden  shock  of  domestic  alarrM. 
was  driven  out  of  her  senses,  and  ever  after  Jotked  up 
incessantly  to  the  sky,  feeling  that  her  felbw-cettur-e 
could  do  nothing  for  her  relief.  Can  there  be  £jigl;sh 
men  who,  with  a  good  end  in  view,  would,  upon  n>\enu 
expose  their  brother  Englishmen  to  a  like  necesitj  ot* 
h)oking  upwards  only;  or  downwards  to  the  earth, 
after  it  shall  contain  no  spot  where  the  destitote  can 
demand,  by  civil  right,  what  by  right  of  nature  iht-y 
are  entitled  to  ? 

Suppose  the  objects  of  our  sympathy  not  sunk  into 
this  blank  despair,  but  wandering  about  as  stran^n^  m 
streets  and  ways,  with  the  hope  of  succour  from  cx«ua! 
charity ;  what  have  we  gained  by  such  a  chan<!t  of 
scene  1  Woful  is  the  condition  of  the  famished  Xorthem 
Indian,  dependent,  among  winter  snows,  upon  the 
chance-passage  of  a  herd  of  deer,  from  which  one,  it 
brought  down  by  his  rifle-gun,  may  be  made  the  me«ih 
of  keeping  him  and  his  companions  alive.  As  roisenbie 
is  that  of  some  savage  Islander,  who,  when  the  Iind 
has  ceased  to  affi)rd  him  sustenance,  watches  for  iund 
which  the  waves  may  cast  up,  or  in  vain  endeavour?  Ui 
extract  it  from  the  inexplorable  deep.  But  neither  oi' 
these  is  in  a  state  of  wretchedness  comparable  to  that. 


POSTSCRIPT,  ETC. 


709 


kidi  is  80  often  endured  in  civilised  society :  molti- 
in  all  9LgeBt  have  known  it,  of  whom  niay  be 


"Homelen,  near  a  thousand  homas  they  stood. 
And  near  a  thousand  tables  pined,  and  wanted  food.** 

The  author  may  justly  be  accused  of  wasting  time 
IB  sn  oncalled-for  attempt  to  excite  the  feelings  of  his 
readerv  if  systems  of  political  economy,  widely  spread, 
did  not  impugn  the  principle,  and  if  the  safeguards 
agminst  such  extremities  were  left  unimpaired.  It  is 
ORMdly  asserted  by  many,  that  every  man  who  en- 
deavoaiB  to  find  work,  may  find  it :  were  this  assertion 
capaUe  of  being  verified,  there  still  would  remain  a 
question,  what  kind  of  work,  and  how  &r  may  the 
kboorer  be  fit  for  it  1  For  if  sedentary  work  is  to  be 
exchanged  fiir  standing ;  and  some  light  and  nice  ex- 
Mcise  of  the  fingers,  to  which  an  artisan  has  been  ac- 
eneloaied  all  his  life,  for  severe  labour  of  the  arms ;  tho 
best  efibrts  would  turn  to  little  account,  and  occasion 
would  be  given  for  the  unthinking  and  the  unfeeling 
uuwaiiantahly  to  reproach  those  who  are  put  upon  such 
empbyment,  as  idle,  firoward,  and  unworthy  of  relief 
either  by  law  or  in  any  other  way !  Were  this  state- 
ment correct,  there  would  indeed  be  an  end  of  the 
ATgument,  the  principle  here  maintained  would  be  super- 
eeded.  But,  alas,  it  is  (kr  otherwise.  That  principle, 
mpplicable  to  the  benefit  of  all  countries,  is  indispensable 
ibr  England,  upon  whose  coast  fiunilies  are  perpetually 
deprived  of  their  support  by  shipwreck,  and  where  large 
masses  of  men  are  so  liable  to  be  thrown  out  of  their 
ofdinary  means  of  gaining  bread,  by  changes  in  com- 
mercial intercourse,  subject  mainly  or  solely  to  the 
will  of  foreign  powers;  by  new  discoveries  in  arts 
and  manufactures ;  and  by  reckless  laws,  in  conformity 
with  theories  of  political  economy,  which,  whether 
right  or  wrong  in  tho  abstract,  have  proved  a  scourge 
to  tens  of  thousands,  by  the  abruptness  with  which  they 
have  been  carried  into  practice. 

Bat  it  is  urged, — refuse  altogether  compulsory  relief 
to  the  able-bodied,  and  the  number  of  those  who  stand 
in  need  of  relief  will  steadily  diminish,  through  a  con- 
viction of  an  absolute  necessity  for  greater  forethought, 
and  more  prudent  care  of  a  man*s  earnings.  Undoubt- 
edly it  would,  but  so  also  would  it,  and  in  a  much 
greater  degree,  if  the  legislative  provisions  were  re- 
tained, and  parochial  relief  administered  under  the 
cere  of  the  upper  classes,  as  it  ought  to  be.  For  it  has 
been  invariably  found,  that  wherever  the  fimds  have 
been  raised  and  applied  under  the  superintendence  of 
gentlemen  and  substantial  proprietors,  acting  in  vestries, 
nod  as  overseers,  pauperism  has  diminished  accordingly. 
Proper  care  in  that  quarter  would  eflfectually  check 
what  is  felt  in  some  districlB  to  be  one  of  the  worst 
evils  in  the  poor  law  system,  viz.  the  readin^ps  of  small 
■ad  needy  proprietors  to  join  in  imposing  rates  that 
mmini^y  nliiject  them  to  great  bard^ips,  while,  in 


&ct,  thiB  is  done  with  an  understanding,  which  pre- 
pares the  way  for  the  relief  that  each  is  ready  to  bestow 
upon  his  still  poorer  neighbours  being  granted  to  him- 
self, or  his  relatives,  when  it  shall  be  applied  for. 

But  let  us  look  to  inner  sentiments  of  a  nobler  qual- 
ity, in  order  to  know  what  we  have  to  build  upon. 
Afiecting  proo&  occur  in  every  one*8  experience,  who  i^* 
acquainted  with  the  unfortunate  and  the  indigent,  of 
their  unwillingness  to  derive  their  subsistence  fn»in 
aught  but  their  own  fiinds  or  labour,  or  to  be  indebted 
to  parochial  assistance  for  the  attainmentof  any  object, 
however  dear  to  them.  A  case  was  reported,  the  other 
day,  firom  a  coroner's  inquest,  of  a  pair  who,  throtigh 
the  space  of  four  years,  had  carried  about  their  dead 
infimt  fitxn  house  to  house,  and  from  lodging  to  lod;;- 
ing,  as  their  necessities  drove  them,  rsther  than  afk 
the  parish  to  bear  the  expense  of  its  interment :  tho 
poor  creatures  lived  in  the  hope  of  one  dsy  being  abh* 
to  bury  their  child  at  their  own  cost  It  must  have 
been  heart-rending  to  see  and  hear  the  mother,  who 
had  been  called  upon  to  account  for  the  state  in  which 
the  body  was  found,  make  this  deposition.  She  and 
her  husband  had,  it  is  true,  been  once  in  prosperity. 
But  examples,  where  the  spirit  of  independence  works 
with  equal  strength,  though  not  with  like  miserable  ac- 
companiments, are  firequentiy  to  be  found  even  yet 
among  the  humblest  peasantry  and  mechanics.  There 
is  not,  then,  sufficient  cause  for  doubting  that  a  like 
sense  of  honour  may  be  revived  among  the  people,  and 
their  ancient  habilB  of  independence  restored,. without 
resorting  to  those  severities  which  the  new  Poor  Ijmw 
Act  has  introduced. 

But,  even  if  the  surfaces  of  things  only  are  to  be 
examined,  we  have  a  right  to  expect  that  lawgivers 
should  take  into  account  the  various  tempera  and  di»- 
positions  of  mankind:  while  some  are  led,  by  the 
existence  of  a  legislative  provision,  into  idleness  and 
extravagance,  the  economical  virtues  might  be  cherished 
in  others  by  the  knowledge,  that  if  all  their  eflforts  fail, 
they  have  in  the  Poor-Laws  a  **  refuge  from  the  storiw 
and  a  shadow  from  the  heat**  Despondency  and  di.'^ 
traction  are  no  friends  to  prudence :  the  pprings  of  in- 
dustry will  relax,  if  cheerfulness  be  destroyed  by  anxi- 
ety ;  without  hope  men  become  reckless,  and  have  a 
sullen  pride  in  adding  to  the  heap  of  their  own  wretc)^ 
edness.  He  who  feels  that  he  is  abandoned  by  his  fel- 
low men  will  be  almost  irresistibly  driven  to  care  little 
for  himself;  will  lose  his  self-respect  accordingly,  and 
with  that  loss  what  remains  to  him  of  virtue. 

With  all  due  deference  to  the  particular  experience, 
and  general  intelligence  of  the  individuals  who  firanied 
the  Act,  and  of  those  who  in  and  out  of  psrliament  have 
approved  of  and  supported  it;  it  may  be  said,  that  it 
proceeds  too  much  upon  the  presumption  that  it  is  a 
kibouring  man*s  own  fault  if  he  be  not,  as  the  phnse 
is,  beforehand  with  the  world.  But  the  roost  prodent 
are  liable  to  be  thrown  back  by  sickness,  ctttting  them 


710 


APPENDIX. 


offfirom  labour,  and  caunng  to  them  expense;  and  who 
but  has  observed  how  distress  creeps  upon  multitudes 
without  misconduct  of  their  own ;  and  merely  from  a 
i^radual  fall  in  the  price  of  labour,  without  a  correspond- 
ent one  in  the  price  of  provisions ;  so  that  men  who 
may  have  ventured  upon  the  marriagpe  state  with  a  &ir 
prospect  of  maintaining  their  families  in  comfort  and 
happiness,  see  them  reduced  to  a  pittance  which  no 
efforts  of  theirs  can  increase  ?  Let  it  be  remembered, 
also,  that  there  are  thousands  with  whom  vicious  habits 
of  expense  are  not  the  cause  why  they  do  not  store  up 
their  gains ;  but  they  are  generous  and  kind-hearted, 
and  ready  to  help  their  kindred  and  friends ;  moreover, 
they  have  a  &ith  in  Providence  that  those  who  have 
been  prompt  to  assist  others,  will  not  be  left  destitute, 
sliould  they  themselves  come  to  need.  By  acting  fVom 
these  blended  feelings,  numbers  have  rendered  them- 
selves incapable'of  standing  up  against  a  sudden  reverse. 
Nevertheless,  these  men,  in  common  with  all  who  have 
the  misfortune  to  be  in  want,  if  many  theorists  had 
their  wbh,  would  be  thrown  upon  one  or  other  of  those 
three  sharp  points  of  condition  befbre  adverted  to,  from 
which  the  intervention  of  law  has  hitherto  saved  them. 
All  that  has  been  said  tends  to  show  how  the  princi- 
ple contended  for  makes  the  gift  of  life  more  valuable, 
aiid  has,  the  writer  hopes,  led  to  the  conclusion  that  its 
legitimate  operation  is  to  make  men  worthier  of  that 
gifl :  in  other  words,  not  to  degrade  but  to  exalt  human 
nature.  But  the  subject  must  not  be  dismissed  without 
adverting  to  the  indirect  influence  of  the  same  principle 
upon  the  moral  sentiments  of  a  people  among  whom  it 
is  embodied  in  law.  In  our  criminal  jurisprudence 
there  is  a  maxim,  deservedly  eulogised,  that  it  is  better 
that  ten  guilty  persons  should  escape,  than  that  one 
innocent  man  should  suffer;  so,  also,  might  it  be  main- 
tJiincd,  with  regard  to  the  Poor  Laws,  that  it  is  better  for 
the  interests  of  humanity  among  the  people  at  large, 
that  ten  undeserving  should  partake  of  the  funds  pro- 
vided, than  that  one  morally  good  man,  through  want 
of  relief,  should  either  have  his  principles  corrupted,  or 
his  energies  destroyed;  than  that  such  a  one  should 
either  be  driven  to  do  wrong,  or  be  cast  to  the  earth  in 
litter  hopelessness.  In  France,  the  English  maxim  of 
criminal  jurisprudence  is  reversed ;  there,  it  is  deemed 
hi'tter  that  ten  innocent  men  should  suffer,  than  one 
guilty  escape :  in  France,  there  is  no  universal  provision 
f(»r  the  poor;  and  we  may  judge  of  the  small  value  set 
upon  human  life  in  the  metropolis  of  that  country,  by 
merely  noticing  the  disrespect  with  which,  after  death, 
the  body  is  treated,  not  by  the  thoughtless  vulgar,  but 
in  pchools  of  anatomy,  presided  over  by  men  allowed 
to  bt%  in  their  own  art  and  in  physical  science,  among 
the  most  enlightened  in  the  world.  In  the  Kast,  where 
rtumtries  are  overrun  with  population  as  with  a  weed, 
infinitely  more  respect  is  shown  to  the  remams  of  the 
deceased  ;  and  what  a  hitter  mockery  is  it,  that  this  in- 
sensibility should  be  found  where  civil  polity  is  so  busy 


in  minor  ragulatioDi,  tnd  oetentttiomly  careliil  to  gm* 
tify  the  luxurious  ptopenaities,  whether  aoeial  or  iatel- 
lectual,  of  the  multitude !  Irreli^n  is,  no  doubt,  oBBch 
concerned  with  this  ofiensive  disreflpect,  shown  to  the 
bodies  of  the  dead  in  Frmnoe ;  bat  it  as  mainly  attri- 
butable to  the  state  in  which  so  many  of  the  living 
are  left  by  the  absence  of  comfNilsocy  piufisiun  fbr 
the  indigent,  so  humanely  estaUisbed  bj  die  law  of 
England. 

Sights  of  abject  misery,  perpetually  recarring,  haiden 
the  heart  of  the  community.  In  the  perusal  of  hirtory, 
and  of  works  of  fictioOv  we  are  not,  indeed*  onwiliiof 
to  have  oar  eonmiiaeratioii  excited  bj  each  objects  of 
distress  as  they  present  to  oa ;  bat  in  the  ccnoenis  o( 
real  life,  men  know  that  such  emotions  are  not  given  to 
be  indulged  fi>r  their  own  sakes :  there*  the  copKieact 
declares  to  them  that  sympathy  most  be  ibUowed  by 
action ;  and  if  there  exist  a  previoos  ooovictkNi  that 
the  power  to  relieve  is  utterly  inadequate  to  the  deoHid, 
the  eye  shrinks  from  communication  with  wretchedaea, 
and  pity  and  compassion  languish,  like  any  other 
qualities  that  are  deprived  of  their  natacal  alinKoL 
Let  these  consideratwns  be  duly  weighed  by  those  wbc 
trust  to  the  hope  that  an  increase  at  private  chiritj, 
with  all  its  advantages  of  superior  diacriminatioo,  wnid 
more  than  compensate  for  the  abandonment  of  tiuK 
principles,  the  wisdom  of  which  has  been  hers  iwtd 
upon.  How  discouraging,  alao^  woald  be  the  seais  of 
injustice,  which  could  not  &fl  to  arise  in  the  miadi  of 
the  well-disposed,  if  tiie  harden  of  sopportiif  tk 
poor,  a  burden  of  which  the  selfish  hare  hitbcfto  bf 
compulskm  borne  a  share,  shoold  now,  or  haeaflsr,  be 
thrown  exclusively  upon  the  benevolent 

By  having  put  an  end  to  the  Slave  Trade  and  ShfeiT. 
the  British  people  are  exalted  in  the  scale  of  homsnitj; 
and  they  cannot  but  feel  so,  if  they  look  mto  tbcB- 
selves,  and  duly  consider  their  relation  to  God  and  their 
fellow-creatures.  That  was  a  noble  advance ;  but  a  r^ 
trograde  movement  will  assaredly  be  made,  if  eier  the 
principle,  which  has  been  here  defended,  shoold  be 
either  avowedly  abandoned,  or  bat  ostensibly  retaisei 

II.  In  a  poem  of  the  foregouig  collection,  the  iHie 
of  the  workmen  congregated  in  manufactories  isalJoded 
to.'*'  May  the  author  here  be  permitted  to  say,  that, 
after  much  reflection  upon  this  subject,  he  bu  not 
been  able  to  discover  a  more  efiectual  mode  of  al- 
leviating the  evils  to  which  that  class  are  liable,  tod 
establishing  a  better  harmony  between  them  and  their 
employers,  than  by  a  repeal  of  such  laws  as  prereot 
the  formation  of  joint-stock  companies!  The  ooa»- 
binations  of  masters  to  keep  down,  unjustly,  the  J>rice 
of  labour,  would  be  fairly  checked  by  these  associatiaBi; 
they  would  encourage  economy,  inasmuch  as  they  wcaM 
enable  a  man  to  draw  profit  fixHU  his  savings,  by  vesQn? 
them  in  buildings  or  machinery  for  processes  of  mtnii* 

*  See  Lines  entitled  *  Humamity\  p  423. 
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ith  which  he  was  habitually  connected.    His 
lital  would  then  be  working  for  him  while 

rest  or  asleep ;  he  would  more  clearly  per- 

neceesity  of  capital  for  carrying^  on  great 
9  would  Detter  learn  to  respect  the  larger  por- 
t  in  the  hands  of  othere ;  he  would  be  less 
to  join  in  unjust  combinations ;  and,  for  the 
lis  own  property,  if  not  for  higher  reasons,  he 

slow  to  promote  local  disturbance,  or  en- 
jblic  tranquillity ;  he  would,  at  least,  be  loth 
Lhat  way  knowingly :  for  it  is  not  to  be  de- 
such  societies  might  be  nurseries  of  opinions 
hie  to  a  mixed  constitution  of  government, 

of  Great  Britain.  The  democratic  and  re- 
spirit  which  they  might  be  apt  to  foster 
t,  however,  be  dangerous  in  itself,  but  only  as 
ict  without  being  sufficiently  counterbalanced, 

landed  proprietorship,  or  by  a  Church  ex- 
self  so  as  to  embrace  an  ever-growing  and 
ing  population  of  mechanics  and  artisans, 
le  tendencies  of  such  societies  would  be  to 
oaen  prosper  who  might  belong  to  them,  rulers 
ators  should  rejoice  in  the  result,  and  do  their 
be  state  by  upholding  and  extending  the 
of  that  Church  to  which  it  owes,  in  so  great 
»,  its  safety,  its  prosperity,  and  its  glory, 
a  the  temper  of  the  present  times,  may  be 
)ut  it  is  become  indispensable,  since  large 
grreat  numbers  have  sprung  up,  and  others 
cased  tenfold,  with  little  or  no  dependence 
rentry  and  the  landed  proprietors ;  and  apart 
3  mitigated  feudal  institutions,  which,  till  of 
acted  so  powerfully  upon  the  composition  of 
!  of  Commons.  Now  it  may  be  affirmed,  that, 
s  where  there  is  not  an  attachment  to  the 
r  the  landed  aristocracy,  and  a  pride  in  sup- 
em,  there  the  people  will  dislike  both,  and  be 
•m  such  incitements  as  are  perpetually  re- 
)  join  in  attempts  to  overthrow  them.  There 
ral  ground  hero :  fh>m  want  of  doe  attention 
e  of  society  in  large  towns  and  numuiacturing 
md  ignorance  or  disregard  of  these  obvious 
lumerable  well-meaning  persons  became  zeal- 
ters  of  a  Reform  Bill,  the  qualities  and  powers 

whether  destructive  or  constructive,  they 
erwise  have  been  afVaid  of;  and  even  the 
'  that  bill,  swayed  as  they  might  be  by  party 
its  and  personal  ambition,  could  not  have 
r,  had  not  they  too  been  lamentably  ignorant 
fill  of  the  same  truths  both  of  hcX,  and  philo- 

that  pass;  and  let  no  opponent  of  the  bfll  be 
)  compliment  his  own  foresight,  by  exagge- 
miBchielk  and  dangers  that  have  sprung  fhxn 
time  be  wasted  in  profitless  regrets;  and  let 
f  disUnetioiis  vanish  to  their  very  names  that 
mtadmeowbo^  whatever  coarse  tbej  may  have 


pursued,  have  ever  had  a  bond  of  union  in  the  wish  to 
save  the  limited  monarchy,  and  those  other  institutions 
that  have,  under  Providence,  rendered  for  so  long  a 
period  of  time  this  country  the  happiest  and  worthiest 
of  which  there  is  any  record  since  the  foundation  of 
civil  society. 

IIL  A  philosophic  mind  is  best  pleased  when  looking 
at  religion  in  its  spiritual  bearing ;  as  a  guide  of  conduct, 
a  solace  under  affliction,  and  a  support  amid  the  insta- 
bilities of  mortal  life:  but  the  Church  having  been 
forced  by  political  consideraUons  upon  the  notice  of  the 
author,  while  treating  of  the  labouring  classes,  he  cannot 
forbear  saying  a  few  words  upon  that  momentous  topic. 

There  is  a  loud  clamour  for  extensive  change  in  that 
department  The  clamour  would  be  entitled  to  moro 
respect  if  they  who  are  the  roost  eager  to  swell  it  with 
their  voices  were  not  generally  the  most  ignorant  of  the 
real  state  of  the  Church,  and  the  service  it  renders  to 
the  community.  Reform  is  the  word  employed.  Let 
us  pause  and  consider  what  sense  it  is  apt  to  carry,  and 
how  things  are  confounded  by  a  lax  use  of  it  The 
great  religious  Reformation,  in  the  sixteenth  century, 
did  not  profess  to  be  a  new  construction,  but  a  rcjto- 
ration  of  something  fallen  into  decay,  or  put  out  of 
sight  That  fiuniliar  and  justifiable  use  of  the  word 
seems  to  have  paved  the  way  for  fallacies  with  respect 
to  the  term  reform,  which  it  is  difficult  to  escape  from. 
Were  we  to  speak  of  improvement,  and  the  correction 
of  abuses,  we  should  run  less  risk  of  being  deceived 
ourselves,  or  of  misleading  others.  We  should  be  less 
likely  to  fall  blindly  into  the  belief,  that  the  change 
demanded  is  a  renewal  of  something  that  has  existed 
before,  and  that,  therefore,  we  have  experience  on  our 
side;  nor  should  we  be  equally  tempted  to  beg  the 
question,  that  the  change  for  which  we  are  eager  mutit 
be  advantageous.  From  generation  to  generation,  men 
are  the  dupes  of  words ;  and  it  is  painful  to  observe, 
that  so  many  of  our  species  are  most  tenacious  of  thode 
opinions  which  they  have  formed  with  the  least  con- 
sideration. They  who  are  the  readiest  to  meddle  with 
public  afbin,  whether  in  church  or  state,  fly  to  gene- 
ralities, that  they  may  be  eased  from  the  trouble  of 
thinking  about  particulars;  and  thus  is  deputed  to 
mechanical  instrumentality  the  work  which  vital  know- 
ledge only  can  do  well 

**  Abolish  ploralities,  have  a  resident  incumbent  in 
every  parish,**  is  a  fkvourite  cry ;  bat,  without  adverting 
to  other  obstacles  in  the  way  of  this  specious  scheme,  it 
may  be  asked  what  benefit  would  accrue  fhim  its 
tnJismmtnote  adoption  to  ooanterbalanee  the  barm  it 
woald  introduce,  by  nearly  extinguishing  the  older  of 
carates,  unless  the  revenues  of  the  church  should  grow  ' 
with  the  population,  and  be  greatly  increased  in  many 
thinly-peopled  districti,  especially  among  the  parishes 
of  the  North. 

The  order  of  carates  is  so  beneficial,  that  some  par^ 
ticolar  notice  of  it  seems  to  be  required  in  this  |dace. 
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ftk  church  poor  as,  relatively  to  the  numbers  of  the 
>ple,  that  of  England  is,  and  probably  will  continue 
be,  it  is  no  small  advantage  to  have  youthful  servants, 
will  work  upon  the  wages  of  hope  and  expectation. 
Still  more  advantageous  is  it  to  have,  by  means  of  this 
order,  young  men  scattered  over  the  country,  who  being 
more  detached  from  the  temporal  concerns  of  the  bene- 
fice, have  more  leisure  for  improvement  and  study,  and 
are  less  subject  to  be  brought  into  secular  collision  with 
those  who  are  under  their  spiritual  guardianship.  The 
curate,  if  he  reside  at  a  distance  from  the  incumbent, 
undertakes  the  requisite  responsibilities  of  a  temporal 
kind,  in  that  modified  way  which  prevents  him,  as  a 
new-comer,  from  being  charged  with  selfishness:  while 
it  prepares  him  for  entering  upon  a  benefice  of  his 
own,  with  something  of  a  suitable  experience.  If  he 
should  act  under  and  in  co-operation  with  a  resident 
incumbent,  the  gain  is  mutual.  His  studies  will  pro- 
bably be  assisted ;  and  his  training,  managed  by  a  supe- 
rior, will  not  be  liable  to  relapse  in  matters  of  prudence, 
seemliness,  or  in  any  of  the  highest  cares  uf  his  func- 
tions ;  and  by  way  of  return  for  these  benefits  to  the 
pupil,  it  will  often  happen  that  the  zeal  of  a  middle- 
aged  or  declining  incumbent  will  be  revived,  by  being 
in  near  communion  with  the  ardour  of  youth,  when 
his  own  efforts  may  have  languished  through  a  melan- 
choly consciousness  that  they  have  not  produced  as 
much  good  among  his  flock  as,  when  he  first  entered 
upon  the  charge,  he  fondly  hoped. 

Let  one  remark,  and  that  not  the  least  important,  be 
added.  A  curate,  entering  for  the  first  time  upon  his 
office,  comes  from  college  after  a  course  of  expense,  and 
with  such  inexperience  in  the  use  of  money,  that,  in 
his  new  situation,  he  is  apt  to  fall  unawares  into  pe- 
cuniary difficulties.  If  this  happens  to  him,  much 
more  likely  is  it  to  happen  to  the  youthful  incumbent ; 
whose  relations,  to  his  parishioners  and  to  society,  are 
more  complicated ;  and,  his  income  being  larger  and 
independent  of  another,  a  costlie'r  style  of  living  is 
required  of  him  by  public  opinion.  If  embarrassment 
should  ensue,  and  with  that  unavoidably  some  loss  of 
respectability,  his  future  usefulness  will  be  proportion- 
ably  impaired :  not  so  with  the  curate,  for  he  can  easily 
remove  and  start  afresh  with  a  stock  of  experience  and 
an  unblemished  reputation,  whereas  the  early  indis- 
cretions of  an  incumbent  being  rarely  forgotten,  may 
be  impediments  to  the  efficacy  of  his  ministry  for  the 
remainder  of  his  life.  The  same  observations  would 
apply  with  equal  force  to  doctrine.  A  young  minister 
is  liable  to  errors,  from  his  notions  being  either  too  lax 
or  overstrained.  In  both  cases  it  would  prove  injurious 
.that  the  error  should  be  remembered,  after  study  and 
reflection,  with  advancing  years,  shall  have  brought  him 
to  a  clearer  discernment  of  the  truth,  and  better  judg- 
ment in  the  application  of  it 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that,  among  the  regula- 
tions of  ecclesiastical  polity,  none  at  first  view  are  more 


attractive  than  that  which  proscribee  hr  every  pmlii 
resident  incumbent  How  agreeable  to  pictnre  to  ok** 
self,  as  has  been  done  by  poeta  and  romance-writerB. 
from  Chaucer  down  to  Goldsmith,  a  man  devoted  to  hii 
ministerial  office,  with  not  a  wish  or  a  thought  nnging 
beyond  the  circuit  of  its  cares !  Nor  is  it  in  poetry  aod 
fiction  only  tha^  such  characters  are  ibond ;  they  are 
scattered,  it  is  hoped  not  sparingly,  over  real  Itfie, 
especially  in  sequestered  and  rural  districts,  where  there 
is  but  small  influx  of  new  inhabitants,  and  little  chance 
of  occupation.  The  spirit  of  the  Gtoepel,  unaided  bf 
acquisitions  of  profane  learning  and  experience  in  the 
world,  that  spirit,  and  the  obligatioiia  of  the  sacred 
office  may,  in  such  situations,  suffice  to  eflfect  moat 
of  what  is  needful.  But  for  the  complex  state  of 
society  that  prevails  in  England,  moch  more  is  required, 
both  in  large  towns,  and  in  many  extensive  distiicli  of 
the  country.  A  minister  there  should  not  only  be 
irreproachable  in  manners  and  noorala,  butaccompUdted 
in  learning,  as  &r  as  is  possible  without  sacrifice  of  dbe 
least  of  his  pastoral  duties.  As  necessary,  periap 
more  so,  is  it  that  he  should  be  a  citixen  as  well  at  • 
scholar ;  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  stroctore  of 
society,  and  the  constitution  of  civil  govemmejit,  tad 
able  to  reason  upon  both  with  the  most  expert;  til 
ultimately  in  order  to  support  the  truths  of  ChnstiaiitT, 
and  to  difiiise  its  blessings. 

A  young  man  coming  fresh  from  the  place  of  hii 
education,  cannot  have  brought  with  him  these  aceosh 
plisliments;  and  if  the  scheme  of  equalising  cfamch 
incomes,  which  many  advisers  are  moch  bent  upon,  be 
realised,  so  that  tliere  should  be  little  or  no  aecvlar 
inducement  for  a  clergyman  to  dcssire  a  remoral  Ldo 
the  spot  where  he  may  chance  to  have  been  first  set 
down ;  surely  not  only  opportunities  for  obtaioing  tbe 
requisite  qualifications  would  be  diminifthed,  bU  tbe 
motives  for  desiring  to  obtain  them  would  be  profKf- 
tionably  weakened.  And  yet  these  qualificatins  tie 
indispensable  for  the  difiTusion  of  that  knowledge,  br 
which  alone  the  political  philosophy  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment can  be  rightly  expounded,  and  ita  precepts 
adequately  enforced.  In  these  times,  when  tbeprevii 
daily  exercising  so  great  a  power  over  the  minda  of  the 
people,  for  wrong  or  for  right  as  may  happen,  tkM 
preacher  ranks  among  the  first  of  bene&cton  wbo. 
without  stooping  to  the  direct  treatment  of  curreot 
politics  and  passing  events,  can  furnish  infidlible  goii- 
ance  through  the  delusions  that  surround  thefD;aod 
who,  appealing  to  the  sanctions  of  Scripture,  may  piaoe 
the  grounds  of  its  injunctions  in  so  clear  a  light,  tbat 
disaffection  shall  cease  to  be  cultivated  as  a  laudable 
propensity,  and  loyalty  cleansed  from  the  diaboQaor  of 
a  blind  and  prostrate  obedience. 

It  is  not,  however,  in  regard  to  civic  duties  aIaD^ 
that  this  knowledge  in  a  minister  of  the  Gospel  it 
important;  it  is  still  more  so  for  softening  and  subdainf 
private  and  personal  discontents*    In  all  places,  and  at 
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■11  tnieii  men  have  grataitoaslj  iroabled  themselyea, 

their  mttvej  of  the  dispensatkms  of  Providence 

been  partial  and  narrow ;  but  now  that  readers  are 

■D  greatly  multiplied,  men  judge  as  they  are  taught^  and 

TCpinmga  are  engendered  every  where,  by  imputations 

hmg  east  upon  the  government,  and  are  prolonged  or 

aggravated  by  being  ascribed  to  misconduct  or  injustice 

in  rolevB,  when  the  individual  himself  only  is  in  fault 

If  a  Chriatian  pastor  be  competent  to  deal  with  these 

as  they  may  be  dealt  with,  and  by  no  mem- 

of  society  so  successfully,  both  from  more  frequent 

•ad  more  &vourable  opportunities  of  intercourse,  and  by 

ud  of  the  authority  with  which  he  speaks ;  he  will  be 

a  teacher  of  moderation,  a  dispenser  of  the  wisdom 

that  blunts  appmching  distress  by  submission  to  God*s 

willv  and  lightens,  by  patience,  grievances  which  cannot 

be  removed. 

We  live  in  times  when  nothing,  of  public  good  at 

leut,  is  generally  acceptable,  but  what  we  believe  can  be 

traced  to  preconceived  intention,  and  specific  acts  and 

ftnnal  contrivances  of  human  understanding.  A  Chris- 

twn  instructor  thoroughly  accomplished  would  be  a 

stamting  restraint  upon  such  prcsumptuousness  of  jodg- 

neiit»  by  impressing  the  truth  that — 

In  the  imreanning  progrpM  of  the  worid 
A  wiwr  tpirit  it  at  work  for  ui, 
A  better  eye  than  oun. MH 

Revelation  points  to  the  purity  anl  peace  of  s  future 
irorid;  but  our  sphere  of  duty  is  upon  earth ;  and  the 
relations  of  impure  and  conflicting  things  to  each  other 
most  be  understood,  or  we  shall  be  perpetually  going 
wrong  in  all  but  goodness  of  intention ;  and  goodness 
of  intention  wUl  itself  relax  through  frequent  disappoint- 
nOBt  How  desirable,  then,  is  it,  that  a  minister  of 
tbe  Gospel  should  be  versed  in  the  knowledge  of  existing 
Acts,  and  be  accustomed  to  a  wide  range  of  social 
esperience !  Nor  is  it  less  desirable  for  the  purpose  of 
ooooterbalancing  and  tempering  in  his  own  mind  that 
ambition  with  which  spiritual  power  is  as  apt  to  be 
taintad  as  any  other  species  of  power  which  men  covet 


It  mast  be  obvious  that  the  scope  of  the  argument  is 
'  to  disoonrage  an  attempt  which  would  introduce  into  the 
Chorch  of  England  an  equality  of  income,  and  station, 
«pon  the  model  of  that  of  Scotland.  The  sounder  part 
of  the  Scottish  nation  know  what  good  their  ancestors 
derived  from  their  church,  and  feel  how  deeply  the  living 
gcneratioo  is  indebted  to  it  They  respect  and  love  it, 
■a  accommodated  in  so  great  a  measure  to  a  comparative- 
If  poor  country,  through  the  far  greater  portion  of  which 
fWBvails  a  uniformity  of  employment ;  but  the  acknow- 
ledged deficiency  of  theological  loaming  among  the  clcr^ 
gy  of  Ibai  chorch  is  easily  accounted  for  by  this  very 
eqpality.  What  else  may  be  wanting  there,  it  would  be 
It  to  inqoire,  and  might  prove  invidious  to  de- 
BO  thing,  however,  is  clear ;  that  in  all  ooun- 

the  tompoialittos  of  the  Chorch  EstaUiahrocnt 
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should  bear  an  analogy  to  the  state  (^society,  otherwise 
it  cannot  difihse  its  influence  through  the  whole  commu- 
nity. In  a  country  so  rich  and  luxurious  as  England,  the 
character  of  its  clergy  must  unavoidably  sink,  and  their 
influence  be  every  where  impaired,  if  individuals  from 
the  upper  ranks,  and  men  of  leading  talents,  are  to  have 
no  inducements  to  enter  into  that  body  but  such  aa  are 
purely  spiritual  And  this  ^  tinge  of  secularity**  is  no 
reproach  to  the  clergy,  nor  does  it  imply  a  deficiency  of 
spiritual  endowments.  Parents  and  guardians,  looking 
forward  to  sources  of  honourable  maintenance  for  their 
children  and  wards,  often  direct  their  thoughts  early 
towards  the  church,  being  determined  partly  by  outward 
circumstances,  and  partly  by  indications  of  seriousnosa, 
or  intellectual  fitness.  It  is  natural  that  a  boy  or  youth, 
with  such  a  prospect  before  him,  should  turn  his  attention 
to  those  studies,  and  be  led  into  those  habits  of  re- 
flection, which  will  in  some  degree  dispose  and  tend  to 
prepare  him  for  the  duties  he  is  hereafter  to  undertake. 
As  he  draws  nearer  to  the  time  when  ho  will  be  callrd 
to  these  duties,  he  is  both  led  and  compelled  to  examine 
the  Scriptures.  He  becomes  more  and  more  sensible  of 
their  truth.  Devotion  grows  in  him ;  and  what  might 
begin  in  temporal  consideration,  will  end  (as  in  a  ma- 
jority of  instances  we  trust  it  does)  in  a  spiritual-mindcd- 
ness  not  unworthy  of  that  Gospel,  the  lessons  of  which 
he  is  to  teach,  and  the  faith  of  which  he  is  to  inculcate. 
Not  inappositely  may  be  here  repeated  an  observation, 
which,  from  its  obviousness  and  importance,  must  hn\e 
been  firequently  made,  viz.  that  the  impoverishing  of  thp 
clergy,  and  bringing  their  incomes  much  ncar»>r  to  a 
level,  would  not  cause  them  to  become  lera  worldly- 
minded  :  the  emoluments,  howsoever  reduced,  would  b<* 
as  eagerly  sought  for,  but  by  men  from  lower  classes  in 
society;  men  who,  by  their  manners,  habits,  abiliti<*f>, 
and  the  scanty  measure  of  their  attainments,  woulrl  un- 
avoklably  be  leas  fitted  for  their  station,  and  less  com- 
petent to  discharge  ita  duties. 

Visionary  notions  have  in  all  ages  been  afloat  upon 
the  subject  of  best  providing  for  the  clergy ;  notions 
which  have  been  sincerely  entertained  by  good  men, 
with  a  view  to  the  improvement  of  that  order,  an<l 
eagerly  caught  at  and  dwelt  upon,  by  the  desi^nin;r.  f^>r 
its  degradatkxi  and  disparagement  Some  are  beguile  d 
by  what  they  call  the  toiuntary  itfitem,  not  sooing  (wli.it 
stares  one  in  the  fiice  at  the  very  threshold)  that  thny 
who  stand  in  most  need  of  religious  instruction  are 
unconscious  of  the  want,  and  therefore  cannot  reaiionablv 

• 

be  expected  to  make  any  sacrifices  in  order  to  supply  it. 
Will  the  licentKHis,  the  sensual,  and  the  depraved,  take 
fVom  the  means  of  their  gratifications  and  ponuits,  to 
support  a  discipline  that  cannot  advance  without  uproot- 
ing the  trees  that  bear  the  fruit  which  they  devour  so 
greedily  1  Will  thetf  pay  the  price  of  that  seed  whose 
harvest  is  to  be  reaped  in  an  invisible  world  t  A  volun- 
tary system  for  the  religious  exigences  of  a  people 
nuroeroos  and  circumstanced  as  we  are!    Not  Bort 
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it  be  to  expect  that  a  knot  of  boys  should 
the  pittance  of  their  pocket-money  to  build 
out  of  the  abundance  of  their  discretion  be 

ilect  fit  masters  to  teach  and  keep  them  in  order ! 

rho  clearly  perceive  the  incompetence  and  folly 

a  scheme  for  the  agricultural  part  of  the  people, 

Lheless  think  it  feasible  in  large  towns,  where  the 

ight  subscribe  for  the  religious  instruction  of  the 

Alas !  they  know  little  of  the  thick  darkness  that 

over  the  streets  and  alleys  of  our  large  towns. 
fhe  parish  of  Lambeth,  a  few  years  since,  contained  not 
lore  than  one  church  and  three  or  four  small  proprie- 
^tary  chapels,  while  dissenting  chapels  of  every  denom- 
ination were  still  more  scantily  found  there ;  yet  the 
inhabitants  of  the  parish  amounted  at  that  time  to 
upwards  of  50,000.  Were  the  parish  church  and  the 
chapels  of  the  Elstablishment  existing  there,  an  impedu 
ment  to  the  spread  of  the  Grospel  among  that  moss  of 
people  1    Who  shall  dare  to  say  so  1 

For  the  preservation  of  the  Church  Establishment,  all 
men,  whether  they  belong  to  it  or  not,  could  they 
perceive  their  true  interest,  would  be  strenuous;  but 
how  inadequate  are  its  provisions  for  tiie  needs  of  the 
country !  and  how  much  is  it  to  be  regretted  that,  while 
its  zealous  friends  yield  to  alarms  on  account  of  the 
hostility  of  dissent,  they  should  so  much  over-rate  the 
danger  to  be  apprehended  from  that  quarter,  and  almost 
overlook  the  fact  that  hundreds  of  tliousands  of  our 
f(  llow-countrymen,  though  formally  and  nominally  of 
tiie  Church  of  England,  never  enter  her  places  of 
worship,  neither  have  they  communication  with  her 
ministers!  This  deplorable  state  of  things  seems 
partly  owing  to  a  decay  of  zeal  among  the  rich  and 
influential,  and  partly  to  a  want  of  due  expansive  power 
in  the  constitution  of  the  Establishment  as  regulated 
by  law.  Private  benefactors,  in  their  efforts  to  build 
and  endow  churches,  have  been  frustrated,  or  too  much 
impeded,  by  legal  obstacles:  tliese,  where  they  are 
unreasonable  or  unfitted  for  the  times,  ought  to  be 
removed;  and,  keeping  clear  of  intolerance  and  in- 
justice, means  should  be  used  to  render  the  presence 
and  powers  of  the  church  commensurate  with  the  wants 
of  a  shifling  and  still-increasing  population. 

This  cannot  be  effected,  unless  the  English  Grovern- 
mcnt  vindicate  the  truth,  that,  as  her  church  exists  for 
thu  benefit  of  all  (tliough  not  in  an  equal  degree),  whether 
of  lier  communion  or  not,  all  should  be  made  to  con- 
tribute to  its  support.  If  this  ground  be  abandoned, 
the  not  remote  consequence  will  be,  the  infliction  of  a 
v/ound  upon  the  moral  heart  of  the  English  people, 
from  which,  till  ages  shall  have  gone  by,  it  will  not 
recover. 

But  let  the  friends  of  the  church  be  of  good  courage. 
Pow^ers  are  at  work,  by  which,  under  Divine  Providence, 
she  may  be  strengthened  and  the  sphere  of  her  useful- 
ness extended ;  not  by  alterations  in  her  Liturgy,  ac- 
comrocdated  to  this  or  that  demand  of  finical  taate,  nor 


by  cutting  off  this  or  that  from  her  Articles  or  CaBm^ 
to  which  the  BcrupulouB  or  the  overweening  maj  objeGt 
Covert  schism,  and  open  nooconfbrmity,  would  nrfive 
aHer  alterations,  bowever  promising  in  the  eyes  of 
those  whose  subtilty  bad  been  exercised  in  making  them. 
Latitudinarianism  is  the  parhelion  of  liberty  of  con- 
science, and  will  ever  successfully  lay  claim  to  a  divided 
worship.     Among  presbytenaos,  Socinians,  Baptista, 
and  Independents,  there  will  always  be  found  numben 
who  will  tire  of  their  several  creeds,  and  some  will 
cdme  over  to  the  Church.  Conventicles  may  disappear, 
congregations  in  each  denomination  may  fidl  into  decay 
or  be  broken  up^  but  the  conquests  which  the  National 
Church  ought  chiefly  to  aim  at,  lie  among  the  thousands 
and  tens  of  thousands  of  the  unhappy  outcasts  who  grow 
up  with  no  religion  at  alL    The  wants  of  these  cannot 
but  be  feelingly  remembered.     Whatever  may  be  the 
dispositions  of  the  new  constituencies  under  the  refbniwd 
parliament,  and  the  course  which  the  men  of  tbeir 
choice  may  be  inclined  or  compelled  to  ^low,  it  mj 
be  confidently  hoped  that  individuals,  acting  in  their 
private  capacities,  will  endeavour  to  make  up  for  tiie 
deficiencies  of  the  legislature.  Is  it  too  much  to  expect 
that  proprietors  of  large  estates,  where  the  inhabitants 
are  without  religious  instruction,  or  where  it  isspario^ly 
supplied,  will  deem  it  their  duty  to  take  part  in  th:9 
good  work ;  and  that  thriving  manu&cturers  and  mer- 
chants will,  in  their  several  neighbourhoods,  be  seosibie 
of  the  like  obligation,  and  act  upon  it  with  generoa 
rivalry  1 

Moreover,  the  force  of  public  opinion  is  rapidly 
increasing :  and  some  may  bend  to  it,  who  are  noC  sn 
happy  as  to  be  swayed  by  a  higher  motive;  especiallj 
they  who  derive  large  incomes  from  lay-impropriatiocs 
in  tracts  of  country  where  ministers  are  few  and  mes- 
grely  provided  for.  A  claim  still  stronger  may  be 
acknowledged  by  those  who,  round  their  superb  babtt- 
ations  or  elsewhere,  walk  over  vast  estates  which  wer« 
lavished  upon  their  ancestors  by  royal  favouritiflo.  cr 
purchased  at  insignificant  prices  after  church-spoIiatioQ ; 
such  proprietors,  though  not  conscience-stricken  (there 
is  no  call  for  that)  may  be  prompted  to  make  a  return 
for  which  their  tenantry  and  dependants  will  le&m  tu 
bless  their  names.  An  impulse  has  been  given ;  an  ac- 
cession of  means  from  these  several  sources,  co-oporatiiir 
with  a  U7c//-considered  change  in  the  distribution  or' 
some  parts  of  the  property  at  present  possessed  by  i'^c 
church,  a  change  scrupulously  founded  upon  due  re- 
spect to  law  and  justice,  will,  we  trust,  brin?  akxit  .-o 
much  of  what  her  friends  desire,  that  the  rest  niav  b*? 
calmly  waited  for,  with  thankfulness  for  what  ihx,\ 
have  been  obtained. 

Let  it  not  be  thought  unbecoming  in  a  layman,  t) 
have  treated  at  length  a  subject  with  which  the  clergt 
are  more  intimately  conversant  All  may,  without  irapri)- 
priety,  speak  of  what  deeply  concerns  all ;  nor  need  u 
apology  be  offered  for  going  over  groond  which  hu 
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trod  before  so  ably  and  ao  often:  without  pre- 
tendiai^,  however,  to  any  \hing  of  novelty,  either  in 
matter  or  manner,  something  may  have  been  offered  to 
view,  which  will  save  the  writer  from  the  imputation  of 
having  little  to  recommend  his  labour,  but  goodness  of 
intention. 

It  was  with  reference  to  thoughts  expressed  in  verse, 
that  the  Author  entered  upon  the  above  notices,  and 
with  verse  he  will  conclude.  The  passage  is  extracted 
from  his  MSS.  written  above  thirty  years  ago :  it  turns 
apoD  the  individual  dignity  which  humbleness  of 
social  condition  does  not  preclude,  but  frequently  pro- 
motes. It  has  no  direct  bearing  upon  clubs  for  the 
discussion  of  public  afliiirs,  nor  upon  political  or  trade- 
onions;  but  if  a  single  workman  —  who»  being  a 
member  of  one  of  those  clubs,  runs  the  risk  of  be- 
coming an  agitator,  or  who»  being  enrolled  in  a  union, 
must  be  left  withont  a  will  of  his  own,  and  therefore  a 
dave  —  should  read  these  lines,  and  be  touched  by 
them,  the  Author  would  indeed  rejoice,  and  little 
would  he  care  for  losing  credit  as  a  poet  with  intem- 
perate critics,  who  think  differently  from  him  upon 
political  philosophy  or  public  measures,  if  the  sober- 
minded  admit  that,  in  general  views,  his  afiections  have 
been  moved,  and  his  imagination  exercised,  under  and 
/cr  the  guidance  of  reason. 

**  Here  might  I  pause,  and  bend  in  reverence 
To  Nature,  and  the  power  of  human  minds ; 
To  men  as  they  are  men  within  themselves. 
How  oft  high  service  is  performed  within, 
When  all  the  external  man  is  rude  in  show ; 
Not  like  a  temple  rich  with  pomp  and  gold. 
Bat  a  mere  mountain  chapel  that  protects 
Its  simple  worshippers  from  sun  and  shower ! 
Of  these,  said  I,  shall  be  my  song ;  of  these. 
If  fhture  years  mature  me  Ibr  the  task. 
Will  I  record  the  praises,  making  verse 
Deal  boldly  with  substantial  things— in  truth 
And  sanctity  <^  passion,  speak  of  thes^ 
That  justice  may^be  done,  obeisance  paid 


Where  it  is  due.    Thus  haply  shall  I  teach. 

Inspire,  through  unadulteratod  ears 

Pour  rapture,  tenderness,  and  hope ;  my  theme 

No  other  than  the  very  heart  of  man. 

As  found  among  the  best  of  those  who  live. 

Not  unexalted  by  religious  faith. 

Nor  uninformed  by  books,  good  books,  though  few, 

In  Nature's  presence :  thence  may  I  select 

Sorrow  that  is  not  sorrow,  but  delight. 

And  miserable  love  that  is  not  pain 

To  hear  of,  for  the  glory  that  redounds 

Therefrom  to  human  kind,  and  what  we  are. 

Be  mine  to  follow  with  no  timid  step 

Where  knowledge  leads  me ;  it  shall  be  my  pride 

That  I  have  dared  to  tread  this  holy  ground. 

Speaking  no  dream,  but  things  oracular, 

Matter  not  lightly  to  be  heard  by  those 

Who  to  the  letter  of  the  outward  promise 

Do  read  the  invisible  soul ;  by  men  adroit 

In  speech,  and  for  communion  with  the  world 

Accomplished,  minds  whose  faculties  are  then 

Most  active  when  they  are  most  eloquent. 

And  elevated  most  when  most  admired. 

Men  may  be  found  of  other  mould  than  these ; 

Who  are  their  own  upholders,  to  themselves 

Encouragement,  and  energy,  and  will ; 

Expressing  liveliest  thoughts  in  lively  words 

As  native  passion  dictates.    Others,  too. 

There  are,  among  the  walks  of  homely  life. 

Still  higher,  men  for  contemplation  framed ; 

Shy,  and  unpractised  in  the  strife  of  phrase ; 

Meek  men,  whose  very  souls  perhaps  would  sink 

Beneath  them,  summoned  to  such  intercourse. 

Their 's  is  the  language  of  the  heavens,  the  power, 

The  thought,  the  image,  and  the  silent  joy : 

Words  are  but  under-agents  in  their  souls ; 

When  they  are  grasping  with  their  greatest  strength 

They  do  not  breathe  among  them;  this  I  speak 

In  gratitude  to  God,  who  feeds  our  hearts 

For  his  own  service,  knoweth,  loveth  us. 

When  we  are  unregarded  by  the  world.** 
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A  BARSiHO  lonnd  the  shepherd  hears,  409 
A  Book  came  forth  of  late,  called  Peter  Bell,  218 
A  bright-haired  compaoy  of  youthful  slaves,  350 
Abruptly  paused  the  strife;  —  the  field  throughout,  964 
A  dark  plume  fetch  me  from  yon  blasted  yew,  296 
Adieu,  Rydalian  Laurels !  that  have  grown,  307 
Advance — come  forth  from  thy  Tyrolean  ground,  259 
Aerial  Rock  —whose  solitary  brow,  217 
A  famous  man  is  Robin  Hood,  242 
Affections  loee  their  object ;  Time  brings  forth,  457 
A  flock  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by,  217 
A  genial  hearth,  a  hospitable  board,  365 
Age  !  twine  thy  brows  with  fresh  spring  flowers,  245 
Ah,  think  how  one  compelled  for  life  to  abide,  276 
Ah,  when  the  Frame,  round  which  in  love  we  clung,  352 
Ah  !  where  is  Palafoz  t    Nor  tongue  nor  pen,  261 
Ah  why  4eceive  ourselves !  by  no  mere  fit,  274 
Aid,  glorious  Martyrs,  from  your  fields  of  light,  360 
Alas !  what  boots  the  long  laborious  quest,  259 
A  little  onward  lend  thy  guiding  hand,  413 
All  praise  the  Likeness  by  thy  skill  portrayed,  234 
A  love-lorn  Maid,  at  some  far-distant  time,  297 
Ambition  —  following  down  this  far-fomed  alope,  287 
Amid  a  fertile  region  green  with  wood,  304 
Amid  the  smoke  of  cities  did  you  pass,  131 
Amid  this  dance  of  objeelt  sadness  steals,  279 
Among  a  grave  fraternity  of  Monks,  424 
Among  the  dwellers  in  the  silent  fields,  123 
Among  the  dwellings  framed  by  birds,  150 
Among  the  mountains  were  we  nursed,  loved  Stream,  308 
A  month,  sweet  Little-ones,  is  past,  74 
An  age  hath  been  when  earth  was  proud,  405 
A  narrow  girdle  of  rough  stones  and  crags,  133 
And  is  it  among  rude  untutored  Dales,  260 
And  is  this— Yarrow t—7^tf  the  Stream,  252 
And,  not  in  vain  embodied  to  the  sight,  355 
And  shall,  the  Pontiff  asks,  profaneness  flow,  354 
And  what  is  Penance  with  her  knotted  thong,  357 
And  what  melodious  sounds  at  times  prevail,  356 
An  Orpheus !  an  Orpheus !  yes.  Faith  may  grow  bold,  170 
Another  year !  — ^another  deadly  blow,  257 
A  pen  —  to  register ;  a  key,  425 
A  Pilgrim,  when  the  summer  day,  148 
A  plague  on  your  languages,  German  and  Norse,  393 
A  pleasant  music  floats  along  the  Mere,  353 
A  Poet !  —  He  hath  put  his  heart  to  school,  233 
A  point  of  Life  between  my  Parents'  dust,  308 
Army  of  clouds !  ye  winged  Host  in  troops,  212 
A  rock  there  is  whose  homely  front,  408 
A  Roman  Master  stands  on  Grecian  ground,  258 
Around  a  wild  and  woody  hill,  280 
Arran  !  a  single  crested  Teneriffe,  311 
Art  thou  a  Statesman  in  the  van,  395  ^''f  f 

Art  tboa  the  bird  whom  Man  loves  best,  142 
•A  simple  child,  76 

4Q 


As  faith  thus  sanctified  the  warrior's  crest,  371 

Ai  indignation  mastered  grief,  my  tongue,  326 

As  leavea  are  to  the  tree  whereon  they  grow,  274 

A  slumber  did  my  spirit  seal,  167  w  V7 

As  often  as  I  murmur  here,  150 

As  star  that  shines  dependent  upon  star,  365 

As  the  cold  aspect  of  a  sunless  way,  226 

A  stream,  to  mingle  with  your  favourite  Dee,  229 

A  sudden  conflict  rises  from  the  swell,  364 

As,  when  a  storm  hath  ceased,  the  birds  regain,  349 

As  with  the  Stream  our  voyage  we  pursue,  354 

At  early  dawn,  or  rather  when  the  air,  227 

A  Traveller  on  the  skirt  of  Sarum*s  Plain,  38 

A  trouble,  not  of  clouds,  or  weeping  rain,  301 

At  the  comer  of  Wood  Street,  when  daylight  appears,  169 

Avaunt  all  specious  pliancy  of  mind,  262 

A  voice,  from  long  ezpecting  thouaands  sent,  363 

A  volant  Tribe  of  Bards  on  earth  are  found,  221 

Avon — a  precious,  an  immortal  naoM,  305 

A  weight  of  awe  not  easy  to  be  borne,  227 

A  whirl-blast  from  behind  the  hill,  138  '79  ? 

A  winged  Goddess— clothed  in  vesture  wrought,  278 

A  Youth  too  certain  of  his  power  to  wade,  310 

Bard  of  the  Fleece,  whose  skilful  genius  made,  216 
Beaumont !  it  was  thy  wish  that  I  should  rear,  215 
Before  I  see  another  day,  124 
Before  my  eyes  a  wanderer  stood,  172 
Before  the  world  had  past  her  time  of  youth,  276 
Begone,  thou  fond  presumptuous  Elf,  140 
Beguiled  into  forget  fulness  of  care,  423 
Behold  an  emblem  of  our  human  mind,  419 
Behold  a  pupil  of  the  monkiah  gown,  353 
Behold  her,  atngle  in  the  field,  242 
Behold,  within  the  leafy  ahade,  82 
Beloved  Vale !  I  said,  when  I  shall  eon,  216 
Beneath  the  concave  of  an  April  sky,  404 
Beneath  these  fruit-tree  boughs  that  shed,  138 
Beneath  yon  eastern  ridge,  the  craggy  bound,  449 
Be  this  the  chosen  site,  the  virgin  sod,  369 
Between  two  sister  moorland  rills,  147 
Bishops  and  Priests,  blessed  are  ye,  if  deep,  366 
Black  Demons  hovering  o*er  his  mitred  head,  354 
Blest  is  this  Isle— our  native  Land,  411 
Blest  Statesman  He,  whose  mind*s  unselfish  will,  273 
Bold  words  affirmed,  in  days  when  faith  was  strong.  309 
Brave  Schill !  by  death  delivered,  take  thy  flight,  261 
Bright  Flower !  whose  home  is  everywhere,  145 
Broken  in  fortune,  but  in  mind  em  ire,  310 
Brook  and  road,  211 

Brook !  whose  society  the  Poet  seeks,  226 
Bruges  I  saw  attired  with  golden  light,  278 
But  Cytherea,  studious  to  invent,  439 
But  here  no  cannon  thundere  to  the  gale,  299 
I  But  liberty,  and  triumphs  on  the  Main,  368 

61  «> 


iHDBX  TO  turn  rimi 


Nlwaifh  dl  bunt,  ibt  «KT«<%«ak,  ¥» 
rrmntc  Sortburahna'l  npi  JlalLUl 
II  if  (*nr,  , ' ."    «  flamy  BMi. 

inn  niM  ihrT  oho  lor  lb*  Haiiow  LmJ, 


By^-..,     ■          ■              -...::-. 

~  .:      ..„  i.«!T    l^. 

rr.'ia'^WvhatMl 

By  ctaiB  ^-1  'if^ng^t  miK 

ih>  SmI  b«  tM,  IM 

BbtaM.9M 

Br  pI«t(«1  niiWi,  (■!■.  W 

•  «A.4M 

>uiM»Klnv«w.aa 

By  lb.ir  kMiiV  -ill.  IM 

Br  nm  •flfciba.  »tM^ 

db^M 

M  tb«  royd  SwaAi  ufbti 


FictioM  wen  iWy,  y«i  iha  wm*.  StS 

m  duk  Ibe  alMdrs  of  •mu«  fatU  ST 
iraoBdiBi;  HikJnc, w*iMlari,M9 

DayapHMd  — ni>J  .M-hl.  (.-.ii.,  -ofililaMelnr,  321 

DayaandcfiMl.r  l^t'».  ori-l'xh   rA 

Dtw  I"  rliF  C>iur,li    I..JI,  wiichingo'enbenndi,  Ses 

Dvw  1  li.U  ul   SiiL^n  ,  let  ihfm  nil.  397 

Dear  <.|].>*  irnv.  Il.t,.!  think  DM  flwi  ibc  Mum,  STS 

IVit  null' h/i'n'    I  i'orelpll,  25 

nor  fi..|ii.'.    irnr.i  ■  pit  oT  (iWl  raould,  364 

Drir  lo  tin  UiM'f,  and  lo  the  (Iracre  vowed,  309 


r  Donfiu 


)■  nutaloDe.  3S9 

ih.  ibt  unwortby  Lord,  344 

d  furgel  ihre  oiice,  13i 


n,p.,nn«  ,u.n.. 

rt»ihu*umed.  1M 

DtplormLlr  hu  k 

ic ho  lilli  the  round.  3£S 

Desire  wp  ps>i  i 

u.>o»  lo  recll.  309 

DnpondinR  fii 

PC :  milk  thi*  ■tteml  bough,  231 

Dtt-ponlohnw 

1-/  ,.,■'.■.  ■..  .>.■!=;„,,  311 

DMlim-d  «.  w.r 

ram   .                    > .   1  ■■■) 

r)i-<.>       ■    d 

pmpd  mill's      .     .    ■  ^r,,il,ar,.in 

IV. ,. 

Ruin!   ihal.  hj  liv,  303 

i>  ■■ 

)hef(i»w-«hilafnr,  336 

Poubliim  and  diiubling 

Du«ni«»iri  t^trpam.  ihuifai,  ■  bold  deaign,  364 

Dread  huur !  *  lipn.  upheaved  by  wai'a  mlpbnroBB  blaiil. 


Earlh  baa  not  anything  la  abow  more  lair,  331 
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Empcrora  and  Kinga,  bow  olt  bara  lainplea  nog,  2GJ 
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men  have  been  among  us ;  hands  that  penned,  255 
what  fearfal  listening !  when  huge  stones,  907 
thou  hast  lost  an  ever-ready  friend,  219 
;  for  the  Man  who  hither  came  bereft,  324 

lis  eflfulgence  disappeared,  211 

)  the  fields  —  with  Dwellings  sprinkled  o*er,  296 

Twilight,  sovereign  of  one  peaceful  hoar,  225 

miversal  Source  of  pure  delight,  268 

S^irgin  Queen !  o*er  many  an  envious  bar,  960 

Zaragoza !    If  with  unwet  eye,  260 

-  the  feeling  from  the  bosom  thrown,  215 

avk !  exclaim  the  undisciplined,  to  lean,  274 

'tis  the  Thrush,  undaunted,  undeprest,  234 
)niou8  Powers  with  Nature  work,  419 

couldst  thou  venture,  on  thy  boldest  string,  962 
hou  seen,  with  flash  incessant,  451 
•Hast  thou  then  survived,  152 
m !  let  worthier  judges  praise  the  skill,  231 
VI an  more  purely  lives,  less  oft  doth  fall,  955 
on  our  native  soil,  we  breathe  once  more,  254 
>n  their  knees  men  swore :  the  stones  were  black,  919 
»au8e  :  the  Poet  claims  at  least  this  praise,  263 
tood  an  Oak,  that  long  had  borne  affixed,  305 
where,  of  havoc  tired  and  rash  undoing,  236 
'es  are  wild,  her  head  is  bare,  127 
ily  pilot  the  soft  breeze,  the  boat,  216 
1  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state,*'  94 
leeds,  O  Germans,  are  to  come  from  you,  258 
n  the  breathless  hall  the  Minstrel  sate,  186 
t  our  calling,  Friend  !  —  Creative  Art,  222 
m  a  broad  unfertile  tract  of  forest-skirted  Down,  82 
m  her  speculative  tower,  285 
npie  truths  did  Andrew  glean,  141 
ind  heavenly  Spirits  as  they  are,  361 
ivard  we  turn.    Isle  of  Columbia's  Cell,  313 
rules  a  land  for  ever  green,  399 
smiled  when  your  nativity  was  cast.  312 
,  what  are  they  f  — >  Beads  of  morning,  451 
irt  thou  nsmed  t  In  search  of  what  strange  land,  229 
>eaatiful  the  Queen  of  Night  on  high,  430 
N*autiful,  when  up  a  lofty  height,  99 
»eauiiful  your  presence,  how  benign,  951 
)lest  the  Maid  whose  heart— yet  free,  286 
rlear,  how  keen,  how  marvellously  bright,  224 
lisappesred  he  f    Ask  the  newt  and  toad,  904 
ast  the  Marian  death-list  is  unrolled,  960 
)rofitle8s  the  relics  that  we  cull,  905 
ichly  glows  the  water's  breast,  97 
ich  that  forehead's  calm  expanse,  98 
ihall  I  paint  thee  ?  —  Be  this  naked  stone,  894 
»oon — alas!  did  Man,  created  pare,  970 
(weet  it  is,  when  mother  Fancy  rocks,  221 
niiy  delighting  to  behold,  269 
>r,  and  sultry  heat,  and  nipping  blast,  269 

lot  One  who  much  or  oft  delight,  221 
e,  ye  little  noisy  Crew,  460 
ped  my  pen ;  and  listened  to  the  Wind,  259 
n  the  public  way  you  turn  your  steps,  115 
9  were  slumber  on  a  bed  of  down,  916 
ture,  for  a  favourite  child,  400 
re  be  Prophets  on  whose  spirits  rest,  948 
*e  brief  Records,  by  the  Muse's  art,  992 
whole  weight  of  what  we  think  and  feel,  289 
I  great  worid  of  joy  and  pain,  482 
a  indeed  derive  the  light  from  HMven,  li. 


I  If  thou  in  the  dear  love  of  some  one  Friend,  452 
I  If  to  Tradition  faith  be  due,  306 
If  with  old  love  of  you,  dear  Hills !  I  share,  326 
1  grieved  for  Buonaparte,  with  a  vain,  253  /^^i 

1  have  a  boy  of  five  years  old,  77 
I  heard  (alas !  'twas  only  in  a  dream),  223 
I  heard  a  thousand  blended  not«M,  397 
[  know  an  Aged  man  constraiiied  to  dwell,  457 
I  listen  —  but  no  faculty  of  mine,  282 
I  marvel  how  Nature  could  ever  find  space,  402 
I  met  Louisa  in  the  shade,  96 

Immured  in  Bothwell's  towers,  at  times  the  Brave,  904 
In  Bruges  town  is  many  a  street,  398 
In  desultory  walk  through  orchard  grounds,  437 
In  distant  countries  have  I  been,  100 
In  due  observance  of  an  ancient  rite,  261 
Inland,  within  a  hollow  vale,  I  stood,  254 
Inmate  of  a  mountain-dwelling,  163 
In  my  mind's  eye  a  Temple,  like  a  cloud,  232 
Intent  on  gathering  wool  from  hedge  and  brake,  294 
In  these  fair  vales  hath  many  a  tree,  452 
In  the  sweet  shire  of  Cardigan,  397  ^     . 

In  this  still  place,  remote  from  men,  241  '^ 

In  trellieed  shed  with  clustering  roses  gay,  328 
Intrepid  sons  of  Albion !  not  by  you,  265 
In  youth  from  rock  to  rock  I  went,  137 
I  roee  while  yet  the  cattle,  heat-opprest,  298 
I  saw  a  mother's  eye  intensely  bent,  366 
I  saw  an  aged  beggar  in  my  walk,  453 
I  saw  far  ofT  the  dark  top  of  a  Pine,  321 
I  saw  the  figure  of  a  lovely  Maid,  362 
Is  Death,  when  evil  against  good  has  fought,  275 
I  shiver.  Spirit  fierce  and  bold,  237 
Is  it  a  reed  that 's  shaken  by  the  wind,  253 
Is  then  no  nook  of  English  ground  secure,  296 
Is  then  the  final  page  before  me  spread.  290 
Is  there  a  power  that  can  sustain  and  cheer,  261 
Is  this,  ye  Gods,  the  Capitolian  Hill,  321 
I  thought  of  Thie,  my  partner  and  my  guide,  299 
It  is  a  beauteous  evening,  calm  snd  free,  220 
It  is  no  Spirit  who  from  heaven  hath  flown,  188 
It  is  not  to  be  thought  of  that  the  Flood,  255 
It  is  the  first  mild  day  of  March,  396 
I  travelled  among  anknown  men,  96  '  i  '  1 

It  aeems  a  day,  165 


It  was  a  swftti  end  for  which  they  fought,  260 

It  was  an  April  morning:  fresh  and  clear,  131       /Bc^o 

I  've  watched  you  now  a  short  half- hour,  94  i  9  J  ^ 

I  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud,  169  *  ^  *U 

I  was  thy  Neighbour  once,  thou  rugged  Pile,  463 

I  watch,  and  long  have  watched,  with  calm  regrat,  889 

I,  who  accompanied  with  faithful  pace,  948 

Jesu !  bless  ovr  slender  Boat,  279 
Jonea !  as  from  Calais  southward  you  and  I,  253 
Just  as  those  final  words  were  penned,  the  sun  broke  ovr 
in  power,  82 

Keep  for  the  young  the  impassioned  smile,  291 

Lady!  a  Pen  (perhaps  with  thy  regard.  418 

Lady !  I  rifled  a  Parnassian  Cave,  225 

Lady  !  the  songs  of  Spring  were  in  the  grove,  894 

Lament !  for  Dioclesian's  fiery  sword.  949 

Lanoe,  shield,  and  sword  relinquished— at  his  side,  998 

Last  night,  without  a  voice,  that  Vision  spake,  9G8 

Let  other  bards  of  aofsls  sing,  96 
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Traveller !  whosoe'er  thou  be,  451 

and  Ossa  duurisb  side  by  side,  216 

!  your  chains  are  severing  link  by  link,  272,  303 

s  bome  needful  senrice  of  the  State,  458 

'es  newly  found  are  sweet,  140 

OU8  change  when  History  can  appear,  273 

I  be  the  Art  whoee  subtle  power  could  stay,  217 

1  be  the  Rivers,  from  their  mountain  Fprings,  356 

;ed  by  foes  determined  not  to  spare,  362 

timents !  they  judge  not  right,  417 

;  transformation  works  the  novel  Lore,  351 

were  ye,  Mountains,  when  in  timet  of  old,  836 

lement  of  waters !  wheresoever,  226 

of  the  Stars !  — so  gentle,  so  benign,  430 

g  the  heights  of  Scawfell  or  Black-comb,  309 

t>ove  earth  by  power  of  one  fair  face,  325 

I  quake  by  turns :  proud  Arbitreas  of  grace,  354 

we  too,  with  just  and  faithful  pen,  355 
)ted  King,  of  courage  leonine,  354 
int  call  it  was ;  the  rite  delayed,  272 
est,  perturbed  Earth,  465 
,  Content !  for  fondly  I  pursued,  298 
-they  have  risen:  of  brave  Aneurin  asl^,  349 

my  Spiritual  Child  !  this  head  was  grey,  230 
!i  this  Edifice,  and  Thou  hast  seen,  450 

Religion !    Mother  of  form  and  fear,  296 

)uglit8,  avaunt ! — partake  we  their  blithe  cheer,  297 

}crpcy  to  Cowardice  and  Fraud,  273 

hat  is  Honour  t  —  'T  is  the  finest  sense,  260 

)  far-travelled  clouds,  far-seeing  hilla,  302 

ing,  like  birds  escaped  the  fowler*s  net,  360  • 

lot  the  Sonnet ;  Critic  you  have  frowned,  223 

8  round  the  Arch-druid's  brow  the  sea-mew  — 

vhite,  348 

ho  will  delight  in  fable,  84 

!  condemned  alone  within  his  cell,  277 

at  gay  wild  flowers  deck  this  earth-built  Cot,  304 

here  his  difficult  way  that  Old  Man  wins,  326 

I  no  haughty  Muse,  my  hands  have  here,  237 

Daughters  had  I«ord  Archibald,  146 

y(  Caractacus,  if  spirits  love,  272 

on  this  faithless  heart !  that  could  allow,  228 

elt  among  the  untrodden  ways,  96  '79^ 

ts  a  Phantom  of  delight,  166 

ne  the  noblest  Youth  of  present  time,  177 

for  a  mighty  Victory  is  won,  257 

ot  this  Rite,  neglected,  yea  abhorrad.  967 

isen  from  ocean,  ocean  to  defy,  311 

nths  to  six  yeara  added  he  remained,  460 

•usand  veterans  practised  in  war's  game,  245 

lervice  is  traa  service  while  it  lasts,  437 

>f  the  Moon !  — for  so  I  name,  99 

so  sweet,  withal  so  sensitive,  408 
a  cloud  is  you  blue  Ridge  —  the  Mere,  427 
ttener,  Duddon !  to  the  breeie  that  played,  294 
id  the  Almighty  giver  of  all  rest,  436 

with  which  Wilkinson  hath  tilled  his  lands,  396 
old  Adventurer ;  rest  awhile  thy  limbs,  450 
ittle  cheerful  Robin !  stay,  419 
)ar  me — do  not  take  thy  flight,  73 
>aughter  of  the  Voice  of  God,  425 
>  fits  of  passion  have  I  known,  96  H  ^  ^ 

)r !  this  hillock  of  mis-shapan  stones,  450 
)  visitation !  at  Jemima's  Up.  889 
ed  on  the  dying  Motliar's  lap,  tisa  dead,  314 


Such  age  how  beautiful !    O  Lady  bright,  230 
Such  fruitless  questions  may  not  long  beguile,  296 
Surprised  by  joy  —  impatient  as  the  Wind,  220 
Sweet  Flower !  belike  one  day  to  have,  463 
Sweet  Highland  Girl,  a  very  shower,  240  /^oh 

Sweet  is  the  holiness  of  Youth  —so  felt,  959 
Swiftly  turn  the  murmuring  wheel,  148 
Sylph  was  it !  or  a  Bird  more  bright,  152 

Take,  cradled  Nursling  of  the  mountain,  take,  884 

Tax  not  the  royal  Saint  with  vain  ezpenae,  369 

Tell  me,  ye  Zephyrs !  that  unfold,  144 

Tenderly  do  we  feel  by  Nature's  law,  275 

Thanks  for  the  lessons  of  this  Spot — fit  school,  312 

That  happy  gleam  of  vernal  eyes,  410 

That  heresies  should  strike  (if  truth  be  scanned,  349 

That  is  work  of  waste  and  ruin,  79 

That  way  look,  my  Infant,  lo,  149 

The  Baptist  might  have  been  ordained  to  cry,  325 

The  Bard — whose  soul  is  meek  as  dawning  day,  265 

The  captive  Bird  was  gone ;— to  cliff  or  moor,  311 

The  cattle  crowding  round  this  beverage  clear,  308 

The  cock  is  crowing,  171 

The  Crescent-moon,  the  Star  of  Love,  429 

The  Danish  Conqueror  on  his  royal  chair,  413 

The  days  are  cold,  the  nights  are  long,  108 

The  dew  was  falling  fast,  the  stars  began  to  blink,  78 

The  embowering  roee,  the  acacia,  and  the  pine,  449 

The  encircling  ground  in  native  turf  arrayed,  369 

The  fairest,  brightest  hues  of  ether  fede,  216 

The  feudal  Keep,  the  bastions  of  Cohom,  309 

The  fields  which  with  covetous  spirit  we  sold,  101 

The  floods  sre  roused,  and  will  not  soon  be  weary,  3U 

The  forest  huge  of  ancient  Caledon,  305 

The  formal  World  relaxes  her  cold  chain,  277 

The  gallant  Youth,  who  may  have  gained,  300 

The  gentlest  Poet,  with  free  thoughts  endowed,  198 

The  gentlest  Shade  that  walked  Elysian  plains,  237 

The  God  of  Love — oA  hentdkit*  !  443 

The  imperial  consort  of  the  Fairy-king,  218 

The  imperial  Stature,  the  colossal  stride,  228 

The  Kirk  of  Ulpha  to  the  Pilgrim's  eye,  299 

The  Knight  had  ridden  down  from  Wenaley  Moor,  184 

The  Land  we  from  our  fathers  had  in  trust,  259 

The  leaves  that  rustled  on  this  oak-crowned  hill,  427 

The  linnet's  warble,  sinking  towards  a  close,  426 

—The  little  hedge-row  birds,  456 

The  lovely  Nun  (submissive,  but  more  meek,  358 

The  Lovers  took  within  this  ancient  grove,  313 

The  martial  courage  of  a  day  is  vain,  260 

The  massy  Ways,  carried  across  these  heights,  458 

The  Minstrels  played  their  Christmas  tnne,  893 

The  most  alluring  clonds  that  mount  the  sky,  833 

The  old  inventive  Poets,  had  they  seen,  897 

The  oppression  of  the  tumult — wrath  and  scorn,  950 

The  peace  which  others  seek  they  find,  97 

The  pibroch's  note,  discountenanced  or  mnte,  908 

Tha  post-boy  drove  with  fierce  career,  75 

The  Power  of  Armies  is  a  Tisible  thing,  263 

Tha  prayers  I  make  will  then  be  sweet  indeed,  880 

There  are  no  colours  in  the  fairest  sky,  364 

There  is  a  bondage  worse,  far  worse,  to  bear,  856 

There  is  a  change— and  I  am  poor,  96 

There  is  a  Flower,  the  leaser  Celandine,  456 

There  is  a  little  unpretending  Rill,  216 

There  is  an  Eminence,  — of  theaa  our  hills,  199 

There  is  a  pleatua  in  pottie  paioa,  885 
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Ihcrf  iiaTboin  — it  lookttoold.  18S  ThnN|| 

I'hrrr  i«  a  Yrw-irre.  pride  of  LfOrton  Vale.  164  Thoa  i 

There  never  breathed  a  man  who.  when  bia  lila.  456  i  TbM  I 

I'hcrc !  Mid  a  Stripling,  point ing  with  neak  prida,  818        Tbjr  fii 
There's  Georfre  Fiabm-.  Charlaa  Fleminff,  and  Rafimld    'Tia  d| 
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Shof«.77 
Tbera*a  more  fai  worda  than  I  can  teach,  196 
Thera'a  not  a  nook  within  tbia  aotamn  Paaa,  909 
Tbera'a  aomei hing  in  a  fljrmf  borae,  195 
Theft  WM  a  Boy :  ye  knew  him  well,  ye  clifla,  163 
There  was  a  roaring  in  the  wind  all  night,  180 
There  wat  a  time  when  meadow,  grora  and  afream,  470 
l*he  Roman  Consul  doomed  bia  aona  to  die,  275 
The  Sabbath  bella  renew  the  inviting  peal,  367 
The  Mintly  Youth  baa  ceased  to  rule,  diacrowned,  360 
These  had  given  earliest  notice,  aa  the  lark,  356 
These  limes  strike  monied  worUliaga  with  dismay,  256 
These  Tourisis.  Heaven  preaerve  na !  necda  must  live,  97 
I'hese  words  were  uttered  as  in  pensive  mood,  227 
The  Sherp-boy  whistled  loud,  and  lo!  462 
The  Shepherd,  looking  eastward,  aoAIy  aaid,  225 

The  sky  is  overcast.  164 
The  soaring  lark  ia  blest  as  proud,  189 
The  Spirit  of  Antiquity  — enshrined,  278 
The  stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature'a  hand,  224 
The  struggling  Riil  insensibly  is  grown,  295 
The  sun  baa  long  been  set,  428 
The  sun  is  couched,  the  sea- fowl  gone  to  rest,  428 
The  Sun,  that  seemed  ao  mildly  to  retire,  427 
The  sylvan  slopes  with  com-dad  fielda,  414 
The  tears  of  man  in  various  meaaure  gueh,  359 
The  Troop  will  be  impatient ;  let  us  hie,  45 
The  turbaned  Race  are  poured  in  thickening  swarms,  354 
The  unremitting  voice  of  nightly  streama,  409 
The  valley  rings  with  mirth  and  joy,  79 
The  Vented  Priest  before  the  Altar  stands,  3f*Ct 
The  Virgin  Mountain,  wrnring  like  a  Queen.  34il 
I'he  Voire  of  Song,  from  distant  lands  nhall  rail,  2.'>4 
The  wind  itt  now  thy  organist ;  — a  clank,  dfYi 
The  woman-hearted  Confesnor  prepares,  3r»3 
The  world  forsaken,  all  its  but<y  rarea.  3'J4 
The  world  is  too  much  with  us  late  and  soon.  221 
They  called  Thee  Merry  Kngland,  in  old  lime,  307 
'I'hey  dreamt  not  of  a  perishable  home,  370 
The  Young-ones  gathered  in  from  hill  and  dale.  3<i6 
They  seek,  are  sought ;  to  daily  battle  led.  2G3 
They  —  who  have  seen  the  noble  Romanes  scorn,  322 
This  Height  a  minii^tering  Angel  might  select,  lt>5 
1'his  Land  of  Rainbows  (spanning  glens  whose  walls,  302 
I'his  Lawn,  a  carpet  all  alive,  402 
This  Sp«)t  —  at  once  unfolding  sight  so  fair.  275 
Those  breathing  Tokens  of  our  kind  regard,  189 
Those  old  credulities,  to  nature  dear,  322 
Those  silver  clouds  collected  round  the  sun,  171 
Though  I  behold  at  first  with  blank  surprise,  234 
I'hough  joy  attend  1'hee  orient  at  the  birth,  304 
Though  many  suns  have  rit>en  and  set,  407 
Though  narrow  be  that  old  Man's  cares,  and  near,  229 
Tho*  searching  damps  and  many  an  envious  flaw,  285 
Though  the  bold  wings  of  Poesy  aflect    233 
Though  the  torrents  from  their  fountains,  146 
Though  to  iiive  timely  warning  and  deter,  276 
Thou  look'bt  upon  me,  and  dost  fondly  think,  308 
Thou  pacred  Pile  !  whose  turrets  rise,  283 
Threats  come  which  no  submission  may  assuage,  358 
Three  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower,  166 
Throned  in  ihc  Sun's  deaccndm^  cw»  428 
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lies  the  Load  to  vhich  jon  Ship  mtman  fo.  299 

ties  the  troth  f  bw  Moa  ia  mmiom*9  ami,  431 

locuE  aDd  devfij  ha:h  been  fixed  the  root,  371 

towert  are 

brcathiaf  Pown,  407 
i'«pb 
II  alMMC  vide  mad  high,  S3S 
■port,  218 
deports,  40S 
Mertin  pooed  the  Coraiah  wado,  206 
not  a  leaf  oeenH  faded ;  vhilo  the  ieldo,  223 
porrifr  Ant iqoanans  oeareh  the  gio«ad«  231 
?be  Poor  gather  roaad  tfll  the  cad  of  t 
ot  haib  the  aight  viih  pieoanrt,  149 
tit  ia  pieoaed  to  watch  the  bmoo  oa  high,  430 
omea  —  with  raptare  gicetcd.  aad 
incied  what  a  prert  j  fight,  146 
I  the  happf  Warrior  r    Who  b  he.  394 
otidera  Nat ioaal  ereota  ahall  iad,  273 
Mh\j  mrwr€  thy  langc  to  portrvj,  394 
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icavcniy  smiles !  O  Lady  mine,  98. 
le  —  who.  'mid  the  kindred  throng,  250. 
if  our  numbers  barely  coald  defy,  272. 
IS  good  for  a  lH>otIess  bene,  412. 
know  we  of  the  Blest  above,  281. 
lovelier  home  could  gentle  Fancy  choose,  279. 
mischief  cleaves  to  unsubdued  regret,  429. 
need  of  clamorous  bells,  or  ribands  gay,  219. 
strong  allurement  draws,  what  spirit  guides,  235 
though  the  accused,  upon  bis  own  appeal,  422 
though  the  Italian  pencil  wrought  not  here,  282 
way  does  the  Wind  come  T  What  way  does  he  go,  74 
you  are  stepping  westward  f — Yea,  241 
Alpine  Vales  threw  forth  a  suppliant  cry,  363 
ze  that  low  voice  f  —  A  whisper  from  the  heart,  297 
,  far  and  wide,  swift  as  the  beams  of  morn,  258 
first  descending  from  the  moorlands,  468 
haughty  expectations  prostrate  lie,  224 
here  with  Carthage  Rome  to  conflict  came,  323 
human  touch  (as  monkish  books  attest),  232 
I  have  borne  in  memory  what  has  tamed,  255 
in  the  antique  age  of  bow  and  spear,  412 
,  looking  on  the  present  face  of  things,  256 
Philoctetes  in  the  Lemnian  isle,  229 
Ruth  was  leff  half  desolate,  173 
the  Brothers  reached  the  gateway,  167 
the  soft  hand  of  sleep  had  closed  the  latch,  265 
to  the  attractions  of  the  busy  world,  133 
I  are  they  now,  those  wanton  Boys,  172 
art  thou,  my  beloved  Son,  101 
be  the  noiqy  followers  of  the  game,  290 
be  the  temples  which,  in  Brit  ain't  Itle,  91 
holy  ground  begins,  unhallowed  ends,  228 
lies  the  Land  to  which  yon  Ship  must  go,  220 
lies  the  truth  f  has  Man  in  wisdom's  creed,  431 
long  and  deeply  bath  been  fixed  the  root,  371 
towers  are  crushed,  and  unforbidden  weeds,  327 
will  they  stop  those  breathing  Powers,  407 
they  who  once  were  Anna's  playmates  tread,  230 
beams  of  orient  light  shoot  wide  and  high,  236 
flowing  rivers  yield  a  blameless  sport,  218 
from  the  purpling  east  departs,  406 
Merlin  paced  the  Cornish  sands,  206 
not  a  leaf  seems  faded ;  while  the  fields,  223 
poring  Antiquarians  search  the  ground,  231 
the  Poor  gather  round  till  the  end  of  time,  305 
>ui  hails  the  sight  with  pleasure,  149 
•ut  is  pleased  to  watch  the  moon  on  high,  430 
omes  —  with  rapture  greeted,  and  caressed,  362 
incied  what  a  pretty  sight,  146 
B  the  happy  Warrior  t    Who  is  he,  394 
wonders  National  events  shall  find,  273 
ashly  strove  thy  Image  to  portray,  394 


Who  rises  on  the  banks  of  Seine,  257 

Who  swerves  firom  innocence,  who  makes  divorce,  296 

Why  art  thou  silent !    Is  thy  love  a  pknt,  232 

Why  cast  ye  back  upon  the  Gallic  shore,  289 

Why,  Minstrel,  these  antuneful  murmnrings,  217 

Why  should  the  Enthusiast,  journeying  thro'  thii  Isle,  307 

Why  should  we  weep  or  mourn.  Angelic  boy,  469 

Why  sleeps  the  future,  aa  a  snake  enrolled,  370 

Why  stand  we  gazing  on  the  aparkling  Brine,  310 

Why,  William,  on  that  old  grey  stone,  393 

Wings  have  we  —  and  as  far  as  we  can  go,  S22 

Wisdom  and  Spirit  of  the  universe,  80 

With  copious  eulogy  in  prc^  or  rhyme,  466 

With  each  recurrence  of  this  glorioua  mom,  218 

With  earnest  look,  to  every  voyager,  313 

With  bow  sad  steps,  O  Moon,  thou  climb'st  the  sky,  225 

Within  her  gilded  cage  confined,  139 

Within  our  happy  Castle  there  dwelt  One,  95 

Within  the  mind  strong  fancies  work,  191 

With  little  here  to  do  or  see,  145 

With  sacrifice  before  the  rising  morn,  175 

With  Ships  the  sea  waa  sprinkled  far  and  nigh,  221 

Woe  to  the  Crown  that  doth  the  Cowl  obey,  353 

Woe  to  you.  Prelates !  rioting  in  ease,  357 

Woman !  the  Power  who  left  hia  throne  on  high,  367 

Wouldst  thou  be  taught  when  sleep  has  taken  flight,  192 

Would  that  our  scrupulous  sires  had  dared  to  leave,  368 


Ye  Apennines !  with  all  your  fertile  vales,  318 

Ye  brood  of  conacience  —  Spectres !  that  frequent,  276 

Ye  Lime-treea,  ranged  before  this  hallowed  Urn,  449 

Ye  aaered  Nurseries  of  blooming  Youth,  228 

Ye  shadowy  Beings  that  have  rights  and  claims,  312 

Yea !  hope  may  with  my  strong  desire  keep  pace,  219 

Yea,  if  the  intensities  of  hope  and  fear,  365 

Yea,  it  waa  the  mountain  Ekrho,  188 

Yes,  there  is  holy  pleasure  in  thine  eye,  216 

Yea  !  thou  art  fair,  yet  be  not  moved,  98 

Yea,  though  he  well  may  tremble  at  the  sound,  277 

Ye  Storms,  resound  the  praises  of  your  King,  264 

Yet  are  they  here  the  aame  unbroken  knot,  171 

Yet  life  you  aay  is  life ;  we  have  seen  and  aee.  221 

Yet  more — round  many  a  Convent's  blaiing  fire,  357 

Yet  some  Novitiates  of  the  cloiatral  ehade,  358 

Ye,  too,  muat  fly  before  a  chasing  hand,  358 

Ye  trees !  whose  slender  roota  entwine,  326 

Yet  Truth  is  keenly  sought  for,  and  the  wind,  363 

Yet,  yet,  Biacayana !  we  must  meet  our  Foes,  262 

Ye  vales  and  hilla  whoee  beauty  hither  drew,  469 

You  call  it,  "  Love  liee  bleeding,"  — so  you  may,  151 

You  have  heard  a  Spaniah  Lady,  107 

Yoviio  Eve  LAND  — what  is  tben  become  of  Old,  979 
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